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THE  BOYS'   LIFE  OF  MARK  TWAIN 

BY  ALBERT  BIGELOW  PAINE 

Author  of  '■  Mark  Tw.nin,  a  Biography,"  "  Hollow  Tree"  Stories,  etc. 

This  is  the  story  of  a  boy  born  in  the  humblest  sitrroundings,  7-ea7-ed  almost  without  schooling,  and  amid 
benighted  conditions  such  as  to-day  hane  no  existence;  yet  who  lived  to  achieve  a  world-wide  fa)ne ;  to  attain 
honorary  degrees  from  the  greatest  universities  of  America  and  Europe;  to  be  sought  by  statesmen  and 
kings;  to  be  loved  and  honored  by  all  men  in  all  lands,  and  viourned  by  them  when  he  died.  It  is  the  story 
of  one  of  the  world's  very  great  men — the  story  of  Mark  Twain. 


Ch.\pter  I 

THE    F.\MILY    OF    JOHN    CLEMEXS 

A  LoxG  time  ago.  back  in  the  early  years  of  an- 
other century,  a  family  named  Clemens  moved 
from  eastern  Tennessee  to  eastern  Missouri  — 
from  a  small  unheard-of  place  called  Pall  Mall, 
on  Wolf  River,  to  an  equally  small  and  unknown 
place  called  Florida,  on  a  tiny  river  named  the 
Salt. 

That  was  a  far  journey,  in  those  days,  for  rail- 
way trains  in  1835  had  not  reached  the  South 
and  West,  and  John  Clemens  and  his  family  trav- 
eled in  an  old  two-horse  barouche,  with  two 
extra  riding  horses,  on  one  of  which  rode  the 
eldest  child,  Orion  Clemens,  a  boy  of  ten,  and 
on  the  other  Jennie,  a  slave  girl. 

In  the  carriage  with  the  parents  were  three 
other  children— Pamela  and  Margaret,  aged 
eight  and  five,  and  little  Benjamin,  three  years 
old.  The  time  was  spring,  the  period  of  the 
Old  South,  and  while  those  youngsters  did  not 
realize  that  they  were  passing  through  a  sort  of 
Golden  .A.ge,  they  must  have  enjoyed  the  weeks 
of  leisurely  journeying  toward  what  was  then 
the  Far  West — the  Promised  Land. 


The  Clemens  fortunes  had  been  poor  in  Ten- 
nessee. John  Marshall  Clemens,  the  father,  was 
a  lawyer,  a  man  of  education;  but  he  was  a 
dreamer,  too,  full  of  schemes  that  usually  failed. 
Born  in  Virginia,  he  had  grown  up  in  Kentucky, 
and  married  there  Jane  Lampton,  of  Columbia, 
a  descendant  of  the  English  Lam&tons  and  the 
belle  of  her  region.  They  had  left  Kentucky  for 
Tennessee,  drifting  from  one  small  town  to  an- 
other that  was  always  smaller,  and  with  dwin- 
dling law-practice  John  Clemens  in  time  had 
been  obliged  to  open  a  poor  little  store,  which  in 
the  end  had  failed  to  pay.  Jennie  was  the  last 
of  several  slaves  he  had  inherited  from  his  Vir- 
ginia ancestors.  Besides  Jennie,  his  fortune  now 
consisted  of  the  horses  and  barouche,  a  very  lim- 
ited supply  of  money,  and  a  large  unsalable  tract 
of  East  Tennessee  land,  which  John  Clemens 
dreamed  would  one  day  bring  his  children  for- 
tune. 

Readers  of  "The  Gilded  Age"  will  remember 
the  journey  of  the  Ha'(.'kiiis  family  from  the 
"Knobs"  of  Tennessee  to  Missouri  and  the  im- 
portant part  in  that  story  played  by  the  "Tennes- 
see land."  Mark  Twain  wrote  those  chapters,  and 
while  they  arc  not  history,  but  fiction,  they  are 
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based  upon  fact,  and  the  picture  they  present  of 
family  hardship  and  struggle  is  not  overdone. 
The  character  of  Colonel  Sellers,  who  gave  the 
Hazvkiitses  a  grand  welcome  to  their  new  home, 
was  also  real.  In  life  he  was  James  Lampton, 
cousin  to  Mrs.  Clemens,  a  gentle  and  radiant 
merchant  of  dreams,  who  believed  himself  heir 
to  an  English  earldom  and  was  always  on  the 
verge  of  colossal   fortune.     With  others  of  the 


The  next  thing  was  to  find  a  home.  There 
were  twenty-one  houses  in  Florida,  and  none  of 
them  large.  The  one  selected  by  John  and  Jane 
Clemens  had  two  main  rooms  and  a  lean-to  kit- 
chen—a small  place  and  lowly  — the  kind  of  a 
place  that  so  often  has  seen  the  beginning  of  ex- 
alted lives.  Christianity  began  with  a  babe  in  a 
manger;   Shakspere  first  saw  the  light  in  a  cot- 


H 
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Jot^^    CLEMENS   AND   HIS    FAMILY    ON    THE    WAV    FROM    FAMFKN' 
TENNESSEE  TO  EASTERN   MISSOURI,  IN   1835. 


Lampton  kin,  he  was  already  settled  in  Missouri 
and  had  written  back  glowing  accounts,  though 
perhaps  not  more  glowing  than  those  which  had 
come  from  another  relative,  John  Quarles, 
brother-in-law  to  Mrs.  Clemens,  a  jovial,  whole- 
hearted optimist,  well  lo\ed  by  all  who  knew 
him. 

It  was  a  June  evening  when  the  Clemens  fam- 
ily with  the  barouche  and  the  two  outriders 
finally  arrived  in  Florida,  and  the  place  no  doubt 
seemed  attractive  enough  then,  however  it  may 
have  appeared  later.  It  was  the  end  of  a  long 
journey;  relatives  gathered  with  fond  welcome; 
prospects  seemed  bright.  .Already  John  Quarles 
had  opened  a  general  store  in  the  little  town. 
Florida,  he  said,  was  certain  to  become  a  city. 
Salt  River  would  be  made  navigable  with  a  series 
of  locks  and  dams.  He  otfered  John  Clemens  a 
jiartnership  in  his  business. 

Quarles.  for  that  time  and  place,  was  a  rich 
man.  Besides  his  store  he  had  a  farm  and  thirty 
slaves.  His  brother-in-law's  funds,  or  lack  of 
them,  did  not  matter.  The  two  had  married  sis- 
ters—that was  capital  enough  for  his  hearty  na- 
ture. So,  almost  on  the  moment  of  arrival  in 
the  new  land,  John  Clemens  once  more  found 
himself  established  in  trade. 


tage  in  Stratford ;  Lincoln  entered  the  world  by 
way  of  a  leaky  cabin  in  Kentucky,  and  into  the 
narrow  limits  of  the  Clemens  home  in  Florida, 
on  a  bleak  autumn  day — November  30.  1S35  — 
there  was  born  one  who  under  the  name  of  Mark 
Twain  would  live  to  cheer  and  comfort  a  tired 
world. 

The  name  Mark  Twain  had  not  been  thought 
of  then,  and  probably  no  one  prophesied  favora- 
bly for  the  new-comer,  who  was  small  and  feeble 
and  not  over-welcome  in  that  crowded  house- 
hold. They  named  him  .Samuel,  after  his  pater- 
nal grandfather,  and  added  Langhorne  for  an 
old  friend  — a  goodly  burden  for  so  frail  a  way- 
farer. But  more  appropriately  they  called  him 
"Little  Sam,"  or  "Sammy,''  which  clung  to  him 
through  the  years  of  his  delicate  childhood. 

It  .seems  a  curious  childhood,  as  we  think  of  it 
now.  Missouri  was  a  slave  .State— Little  .Sam's 
companions  were  as  often  black  as  white.  All 
the  children  of  that  time  and  locality  had  negroes 
for  playmates,  and  were  cared  for  by  them. 
They  were  fond  of  their  black  companions  and 
would  have  felt  lost  without  them.  The  negro 
children  knew  all  the  best  ways  of  doing  things- 
how  to  work  charms  and  spells,  the  best  way  to 
cure  warts  and  heal   stone-hruises,  and  to  make 
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it  rain  and  to  find  lost  money.  They  knew  what 
signs  meant,  and  dreams,  and  how  to  keep  off 
hoodoo ;  and  all  negroes,  old  and  young,  knew 
any  number  of  weird  tales. 

John  Clemens  must  have  prospered  during  the 
early  years  of  his  Florida  residence,  for  he 
added  another  slave  to  his  household,  Uncle 
Ned,  a  man  of  all  work,  and  he  built  a  somewhat 
larger  home,  in  one  room  of  which,  the  kitchen, 
was  a  big  fireplace.  There  was  a  wide  hearth 
and  always  plenty  of  wood,  and  here  after  sup- 
per the  children  would  gather  with  Jennie  and 
Uncle  Ned,  and  the  latter  would  tell  hair-lifting 
tales  of  "ha"nts,"  and  lonely  roads,  and  witch- 
work  that  would  make  his  hearers  shiver  with 
terror  and  delight  and  look  furtively  over  their 
shoulders  toward  the  dark  window-panes  and  the 
hovering  shadows  on  the  walls.  Perhaps  it  was 
not  the  healthiest  entertainment,  but  it  was  the 
kind  to  cultivate  an  imagination  that  would  one 
day  produce  Tom  Sawyer  and  Hack  Finn. 

True,    Little    Sam    was    very    young    at    this 


John  Clemens  had  not  remained  satisfied  with 
Florida  and  his  undertakings  there.  The  town 
had  not  kept  its  promises.  It  failed  to  grow, 
and  the  lock-and-dam  scheme  that  would  make 
Salt  River  navigable  fell  through.  Then  one  of 
the  children,  Margaret,  a  black-eyed,  rosy  little 
girl  of  nine,  suddenly  died.  This  was  in  August, 
1839.  A  month  or  two  later  the  saddened  family 
abandoned  their  Florida  home  and  moved  in 
wagons  with  their  household  furnishings  to 
Hannibal,  a  Mississippi  River  town  thirty  miles 
away.  There  was  only  one  girl  left  now,  Pa- 
mela, twelve  years  old,  but  there  was  another 
boy,  baby  Henry,  three  years  younger  than  Lit- 
tle Sam— four  boys  in  all. 

Chapter  II 

THE    NEW    HOME,    AND    UNCLE    JOHN 
QUARLES'S    FARM 

Hanniisal  was  a  town  with  prospects  — and  con- 
siderable trade.     It  was  slumbrous,  being  a  slave 
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period,  but  even  a  little  chap  of  two  or  three 
would  understand  most  of  that  fireside  talk,  and 
get  impressions  more  vivid  than  if  the  under- 
standing were  complete.  He  was  barely  four 
when  this  first  chapter  of  his  life  came  to  an  end. 


town,  but  it  was  not  dead.  John  Clemens  be- 
lieved it  a  promising  place  for  business,  and 
opened  a  small  general  store  with  Orion  Clem- 
ens, now  fifteen,  a  studious  dreamy  lad,  for 
clerk. 
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The  little  city  was  also  an  attractive  place  of 
residence.  Mark  Twain  remembered  it  as  "the 
white  town  drowsing  in  the  sunshine  of  a  sum- 
mer   morning.  .  .  .  the    great    Mississippi,    the 


in  his  sleep  and  was  often  found  in  the  middle 
of  the  night,  fretting  with  the  cold,  in  some  dark 
corner.  Once  he  heard  that  a  neighbor's  chil- 
dren had  the  measles,  and,  being  very  anxious 
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magnificent  Mississippi,  rolling  its  mile-wide  tide 
along  .  .  .  the  dense  forest  away  on  the  other 
side." 

The  "white  town"  was  built  against  green 
hills,  and  overhanging  on  the  river  were  bluffs— 
Holliday's  Hill  and  Lover's  Leap.  A  distance 
below  the  town  was  a  cave— a  wonderful  cave, 
as  everv  reader  of  "Tom  Sawyer"  knows — while 
out  in  the  river,  toward  the  Illinois  shore,  was 
the  marvelous  island  that  was  one  day  to  be  the 
meeting-place  of  Tom's  pirate  band,  and  later 
to  become  the  hiding-place  of  Hack  and  Nigger 
Jim. 

The  river  itself  was  full  of  interest.  It  was 
the  highway  to  the  outside  world.  Rafts  drifted 
by:  smartly  painted  steamboats  panted  up  and 
down,  touching  to  exchange  traffic  and  travelers, 
a  never-ceasing  wonder  to  those  simple  shut-in 
dwellers,  whom  the  telegraph  and  railway  had 
not  yet  reached.  That  Hannibal  was  a  pleasant 
place  of  residence,  we  may  believe,  and  what  an 
attractive  place  for  a  little  boy  to  grow  up  in  ! 

Little  Sam,  however,  was  not  yet  ready  to  en- 
joy the  island  and  the  cave.  He  was  still  deli- 
cate—  the  least  promising  of  the  family.  He  was 
queer  and  fanciful,  and  rather  silent.    He  walked 


to  catch  the  complaint,  slipped  over  to  the  house 
and  crept  into  bed  with  an  infected  playmate. 
Some  days  later.  Little  Sam's  relatives  gathered 
about  his  bed  to  see  him  die.  He  confessed  long 
after  that  the  scene  gratified  him.  However,  he 
survived,  and  fell  into  the  habit  of  running 
away,  usually  in  the  direction  of  the  river. 

"You  gave  me  more  uneasiness  than  any  child 
I  had,"  his  mother  once  said  to  him  in  her  old 
age. 

"I  suppose  you  were  afraid  T  would  n't  live." 
he  suggested. 

She  looked  at  him  with  the  keen  Innnor  which 
had  been  her  legacy  to  him. 

"Xo,  afraid  you  vjoiild."  she  said.  W  hich  was 
only  her  joke,  for  she  had  the  tenderest  of 
hearts,  and  like  all  mothers  had  a  weakness  for 
the  child  that  demanded  most  of  her  mother's 
care.  It  was  chiefly  on  his  account  that  she  re- 
turned each  year  to  Florida  to  spend  the  summer 
on  John  Quarles's  farm. 

If  Uncle  John  Quarles's  farm  was  just  an  or- 
dinary Missouri  farm,  and  his  slaves  just  aver-  . 
age  negroes,  they  certainly  never  seemed  so  to 
Little  Sam.     There  was  a  kind  of  glory  about 
everything  that  belonged  to  L'ncle  John,  and  it 
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was  not  all  imagination,  for  some  of  the  spirit 
of  that  jovial,  kindly-hearted  man  could  hardly 
fail  to  radiate  from  his  belongings. 

The  farm  was  a  large  one  for  that  locality, 
and  the  farm-house  was  a  big  double  log-building 
—  that  is,  two  buildings  with  a  roofed-over  pas- 
sage between,  where  in  summer  the  lavish  South- 
ern meals  were  served,  brought  on  in  huge  dishes 
by  the  negroes,  and  left  for  each  one  to  help 
himself.  Fried  chicken,  roast  pig,  turkeys,  ducks, 
geese,  venison  just  killed,  squirrels,  rabbits,  par- 
tridges, pheasants,  prairie-chickens,  green  corn, 
watermelon — a  little  boy  who  did  not  die  on  that 
bill  of  fare  would  be  likely  to  get  well  on  it,  and 
to  Little  Sam  the  farm  proved  a  life-saver. 

It  was,  in  fact,  a  heavenly  place  for  a  little 
boy.  In  the  corner  of  the  yard  there  were  hick- 
ory and  black-walnut  trees,  and  just  over  the 
fence  the  hill  sloped  past  barns  and  cribs  to  a 
brook,  a  rare  place  to  wade,  though  there  were 
forbidden  pools.  Cousin  Tabitha  Quarles,  called 
''Puss,"  his  own  age.  was  Little  Sam's  playmate, 
and  a  slave  girl.  Alary,  who,  being  six  years 
older,  was  supposed  to  keep  them  out  of  mischief. 
There  were  swings  in  the  big  shady  pasture, 
where  Mary  swung  her  charges  and  ran  under 
them  until  their  feet  touched  the  branches.  All 
the  woods  were  full  of  squirrels  and  birds  and 
blooming  flowers ;  all  the  meadows  were  gay  with 
clover  and  butterflies,  and  musical  with  singing 
grasshoppers  and  calling  larks ;  the  fence-rows 
were  full  of  wild  blackberries :  there  were  apples 
and  peaches  in  the  orchard  and  plenty  of  melons 
ripening  in  the  corn.  Certainly  it  was  a'  glorious 
place ! 

Little  Sam  got  into  trouble  once  with  the  wa- 
termelons. One  of  them  had  not  ripened  quite 
enough  when  he  ate  several  slices  of  it.  \'ery 
soon  after  he  was  seized  w-ith  such  terrible 
cramps  that  some  of  the  household  did  not  think 
he  could  live.     But  his  mother  said : 

"Sammy  will  pull  through.  He  was  not  born 
to  die  that  way." 

true  prophecy.  Sammy's  slen- 
withstood  the  strain.  It  was 
similarly  tested  more  than  once  during  those 
early  years. 

He  was  usually  regarded  as  a  curious  child. 
.At  times  dreamy  and  silent,  again  wild-headed 
and  noisy,  with  sudden  impulses  that  sent  him 
capering  and  swinging  his  arms  into  the  wind 
until  he  would  fall  with  shrieks  and  spasms  of 
laughter  and  madly  roll  over  and  over  in  the 
grass.  It  is  not  remembered  that  any  one  prophe- 
sied very  well  for  his  future  at  such  times. 

The  negro  quarters  on  Uncle  John's  farm 
were  especially  fascinating.     In  one  cabin  lived  a 
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bed-ridden  old  woman  whom  the  children  looked 
upon  with  awe.  She  was  said  to  be  a  thousand 
years  old  and  to  have  talked  with  Moses.  She 
had  lost  her  health  in  the  desert,  coming  out  of 
Egypt.  She  had  seen  Pharaoh  drown,  and  the 
fright  had  caused  the  bald  spot  on  her  head.  She 
could  ward  off  witches  and  dissolve  spells. 

Uncle  Dan'l  was  another  favorite,  a  kind- 
hearted,  gentle  soul,  who  long  after,  as  Nigger 
Jim  in  the  "Tom  Sawyer"  and  "Huckleberry  Finn'' 
tales,  would  win  world-wide  love  and  sympathy. 

Through  that  first  warm  golden  summer-time 
Little  Sam  romped  and  dreamed  and  grew.  He 
would   return   each   summer  to  the   farm  during 
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those  early  years.  It  would  become  a  beautiful 
memory.  His  mother  generally  kept  him  there 
until  the  late  fall,  when  the  chilly  evenings  made 
them  gather  around  the  wide  blazing  fireplace. 
Sixty  years  later  he  wrote : 

I  c;in  see  the  room  yet  with  perfect  clcirness.  I  can 
see  all  its  belongings,  all  its  details  ;  the  family-room  of 
the  house,  with  the  trundle-bed  in  one  corner  and  the 
spinning-wheel  in  another — a  wheel  whose  rising  and 
falling  wail,  heard  from  a  distance,  was  the  mournfulest 
of  all  sounds  to  me  and  made  me  homesick  and  low- 
spiriled  and  filled  my  atmosphere  with  the  wandering 
spirits  of  the  dead  :  the  vast  fireplace,  piled  high  with 
flaming  logs  from  whose  ends  a  sugary  sap  bubbled  out 
but  did  not  go  to  waste,  for  we  scraped  it  ofif  and  ate  it 
.  .  .  the  lazy  cat  spread  out  on  the  rough  hearthstones, 
the  drowsy  dogs  braced  against  the  jambs,  blinking ;  my 
aunt  in  one  chimney-corner,  and  my  uncle  in  the  other, 
smoking  his  corn-cob  pipe. 
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It  is  hard  not  to  tell  more  of  the  farm,  for  the 
boy  who  was  one  day  going  to  wTite  of  Tom  and 
Hiick  and  the  rest  learned  there  so  many  things 
that  To}n  and  Hitck  would  need  to  know. 

Chapter  III 

SCHOOL 

Bl't  he  must  have  "book-learning,"  too,  Jane 
Clemens  said.  On  his  return  to  Hannibal  that 
first  summer,  she  decided  that  Little  Sam  was 
ready  for  school.  He  was  five  years  old  and  re- 
garded as  a  "stirring  child." 

"He  drives  me  crazy  with  his  didoes  when 
he  's  in  the  house."  his  mother  declared,  "and 
when  he  "s  out  of  it,  I  'm  expecting  every  minute 
that  some  one  w'ill  bring  him  home  half  dead." 

Iklark  Twain  used  to  say  that  he  had  had  nine 
narrow  escapes  from  drowning,  and  it  was  at  this 
early  age  that  he  was  brought  home  one  after- 
noon in  a  limp  state,  having  been  pulled  from  a 
deep  hole  in  Bear  Creek  by  a  slave  girl.  When 
he  was  restored,  his  mother  said : 

"I  guess  there  was  n't  much  danger.  People 
born  to  be  hanged  are  safe  in  water." 

Mark  Twain's  mother  was  the  original  of  Aunt 
Polly  in  the  story  of  "Tom  Sawyer,"  an  out- 
spoken, keen-witted,  charitable  woman,  whom  it 
was  good  to  know.  She  had  a  heart  full  of  pity, 
especially  for  dumb  creatures.  She  refused  to 
kill  even  flies,  and  punished  the  cat  for  catching 
mice.  She  would  drown  young  kittens  when  nec- 
essary, but  warmed  the  water  for  the  purpose. 
She  could  be  strict,  however,  with  her  children, 
if  occasion  required,  and  recognized  their  faults. 
Little  Sam  was  inclined  to  elaborate  largely  on 
fact.    A  neighbor  once  said  to  her : 

"You  don't  believe  anything  that  child  says,  I 
hope." 

"Oh  yes,  I  know  his  average.  I  discount  him 
ninety  per  cent.    The  rest  is  pure  gold." 

She  declared  she  was  willing  to  pay  somebody 
to  take  him  off  her  hands  for  a  part  of  each  day 
and  try  to  teach  him  "manners."  A  certain  Mrs. 
E.  Horr  was  selected  for  the  purpose. 

Mrs.  Horr's  school  on  Main  Street,  Hannibal, 
was  of  the  old-fashioned  kind.  There  were  pupils 
of  all  ages,  and  everything  was  taught  up  to  the 
third  reader  and  long  division.  Pupils  who  cared 
to  go  beyond  those  studies  went  to  a  Mr.  Cross, 
on  the  hill,  facing  what  is  now  the  public  square. 
Mrs.  Horr  received  twenty-five  cents  a  week  for 
each  pupil,  and  the  rules  of  conduct  were  read 
daily.  After  the  rules  came  the  ABC  class, 
whose  recitation  was  a  hand-to-hand  struggle 
requiring  no  study-time. 

The  rules  of  conduct  that  first  dav  interested 


Little  Sam.  He  wondered  how  nearly  he  could 
come  to  breaking  them  and  escape.  He  experi- 
mented during  the  forenoon  and  received  a  warn- 
ing. Another  experiment  would  mean  correc- 
tion. He  did  not  expect  to  be  caught  again ;  but 
when  he  least  expected  it,  he  was  startled  by  a 
command  to*^go  out  and  bring  a  stick  for  his  own 
punishment. 

This  was  rather  dazing.  It  was  sudden,  and 
then  he  did  not  know  much  about  choosing  sticks 
for  such  a  purpose.  Jane  Clemens  had  com- 
monly used  her  hand.  .A  second  command  was 
needed  to  start  him  in  the  right  direction,  and  he 
was  still  dazed  when  he  got  outside.  He  had  the 
forests  of  Missouri  to  select  from,  but  choice  was 
not  easy.  Everything  looked  too  big  and  com- 
petent. Even  the  smallest  switch  had  a  wiry 
look.  But  over  the  way  was  a  cooper's  shop. 
There  were  shavings  outside,  and  one  had  blown 
across  just  in  front  of  him.  He  picked  it  up, 
and,  gravely  entering  the  room,  handed  it  to 
Mrs.  Horr.  So  far  as  known,  it  is  the  first  ex- 
ample of  that  humor  which  would  one  day  make 
Little  Sam  famous  before  all  the  world. 

It  w'as  a  failure  in  this  instance.  Mrs.  Horr's 
comic  side  may  have  prompted  forgiveness,  but 
discipline  must  be  maintained. 

"Samuel  Langhorne  Clemens,"  she  said  (he 
had  never  heard  it  all  strung  together  in  that 
ominous  way),  "I  am  ashamed  of  you!  Jimmy 
Dunlap,  go  and  bring  a  switch  for  Sammy."  And 
the  switch  that  Jimmy  Dunlap  brought  was  of  a 
kind  to  give  Little  Sam  a  permanent  distaste  for 
school.  He  told  his  mother  at  noon  that  he  did 
not  care  for  education ;  that  he  did  not  wish  to 
be  a  great  man ;  that  his  desire  was  to  be  an 
Indian  and  scalp  such  persons  as  Mrs.  Horr. 
In  her  heart  Jane  Clemens  was  sorry  for  him, 
but  she  openly  said  she  was  glad  there  was  some- 
body who  could  take  him  in  hand. 

Little  Sam  went  back  to  school,  but  he  never 
learned  to  like  it.  A  school  was  ruled  with  a  rod 
in  those  days,  and  of  the  smaller  boys  Little  Sam's 
back  was  sore  as  often  as  the  next.  When  the 
days  of  early  summer  came  again ;  when  from 
his  desk  he  could  see  the  sunshine  lighting  the 
soft  green  of  Holliday's  Hill,  with  the  glint  of 
the  river  and  the  purple  distance  beyond,  it 
seemed  to  him  that  to  he  shut  up  with  a  Webster 
spelling-book  and  a  cross  teacher  was  more  than 
human  nature  could  bear.  There  still  exists  a 
yellow  slip  of  paper  upon  which  in  neat,  old-fash- 
ioned penmanship  is  written  her  teacher's  com- 
mendation of  Pamela  Clemens'  "amiable  deport- 
ment and  faithful  application  to  her  studies." 

Thus  we  learn  that  Little  Sam's  sister,  eight 
years    older    than    himself,    attended    the    same 
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school,  and  that  she  was  a  good  pupil.  If  any 
such  reward  of  merit  was  ever  conferred  on  Lit- 
tle Sam,  it  has  failed  to  come  to  light.    If  he  won 
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the  love  of  his  teacher  and  playmates,  ,it  was 
probahly  for  other  reasons. 

Vet  he  must  have  learned  somehow,  for  he 
could  read,  presently,  and  was  a  good  .speller  for 
his  age. 

Chapter  I\" 

education  out  of  school 

On  their  arrival  in  Hannibal,  the  Clemens  family 
had  moved  into  a  part  of  what  was  then  the 
Pavey  Hotel.  They  could  not  have  remained 
there  long,  for  they  moved  twice  within  the  next 
few  years,  and  again  in  1844  into  a  new  house 
which  Judge  Clemens,  as  he  was  generally  called, 
had  built  on  Hill  Street  — a  house  still  standing, 
and  known  to-dav  as  the  Mark  Twain  Home. 


John  Clemens  had  met  varying  fortunes  in 
Hannibal.  Neither  commerce  nor  the  practice  of 
law  had  paid.  The  office  of  justice  of  the  peace, 
to  which  he  was  elected,  returned  a  fair  income, 
but  his  business  losses  finally  had  obliged  him  to 
sell  Jennie,  the  slave  girl.  Somewhat  later  his 
business  failure  was  complete.  He  surrendered 
everything  to  his  creditors,  even  to  his  cow  and 
household  furniture,  and  relied  upon  his  law- 
practice  and  justice-fees.  However,  he  seems  to 
have  kept  the  Tennessee  land,  possibly  because 
no  one  thought  it  worth  taking.  There  had  been 
offers  for  it  earlier,  but  none  that  its  owner 
would  accept.  It  appears  to  have  been  not  even 
considered  by  his  creditors,  though  his  own  faith 
in  it  never  died. 

The  struggle  for  a  time  was  very  bitter.  Orion 
Clemens,  now  seventeen,  had  learned  the  print- 
er's trade  and  assisted  the  family  with  his  wages. 
Mrs.  Clemens  took  a  few  boarders.  In  the  midst 
of  this  time  of  hardship  little  Benjamin  Clemens 
died.    He  was  ten  years  old. 

It  was  the  darkest  hour. 

Then  conditions  slowly  improved.  There  was 
more  law-practice  and  better  justice-fees.  By 
1844  Judge  Clemens  was  able  to  build  the  house 
mentioned  above  — a  plain,  cheap  house,  but  a 
shelter  and  a  home.  Sam  Clemens— he  was 
hardly  "Little  Sam"  any  more  —  was  at  this  time 
nine  years  old.     His  boyhood  had  begun. 

Heretofore  he  had  been  just  a  child— wild  and 
mischievous,  often  exasperating,  but  still  a  child 
—  a  delicate  little  lad  to  be  worried  over,  moth- 
ered, or  spanked  and  put  to  bed.  Now  at  nine 
he  had  acquired  health,  with  a  sturdy  ability  to 
look  out  for  himself,  as  boys  in  such  a  commu- 
nity will.  "Sam,"  as  they  now  called  him,  was 
■grown  up''  at  nine  and  wise  for  his  years.  Not 
that  he  was  old  in  spirit  or  manner— he  was 
never  that,  even  to  his  death— but  he  had  learned 
a  great  number  of  things,  many  of  them  of  a 
kind  not  taught  at  school. 

He  had  learned  a  good  deal  of  natural  history 
and  botany— the  habits  of  plants,  insects,  and 
animals.  Mark  Twain's  books  bear  evidence  of 
this  early  study.  His  plants,  bugs,  and  animals 
never  do  the  wrong  things.  He  was  learning  a 
good  deal  about  men,  and  this  was  often  less 
pleasant  knowledge. 

That  was  a  day  and  locality  of  primitive  im- 
pulse and  sudden  action.  Fierce  quarrels  and 
bloodshed  were  not  rare  in  a  town  like  Hanni- 
bal. And  there  were  events  connected  with 
slavery.  Sam  once  saw  a  slave  struck  down 
and  killed  with  a  piece  of  slag  for  a  trifling  of- 
fense. He  saw  an  Abolitionist  attacked  by  a 
mob   that   would   have   Ivnched   him,   had   not   a 
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Methodist  minister  defended  him  on  a  plea  that  brother  Orion,  a  regular  attendant,  threatened  to 

he  must  be  crazy.    He  did  not  remember  in  later  drag  him  there ;  but,  as  the  thunder  got  louder, 

years  that  he  had  ever  seen  a  slave  auction,  but  Sam  decided  that  he   loved   Sunday-school   and 

he  added :  would  go  the  next  Sunday  without  being  invited. 


rj.. 
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"I  am  suspicious  that  it  was  because  the  thing 
was  a  commonplace  spectacle  and  not  an  uncom- 
mon or  impressive  one." 

Readers  of  Mark  Twain's  books,  especially 
the  stories  of  Huck  and  Tom,  will  hardly  be  sur- 
prised to  learn  these  details  of  the  author's  early 
education.  Sam,  however,  did  not  regard  them 
as  education— not  at  the  time.  Some  of  the 
things  he  saw  got  into  his  dreams.  He  set  them 
down  as  warnings,  or  ])unishments,  intended  to 
give  him  a  taste  for  a  better  life.  He  felt  that 
it  was  his  conscience  that  made  such  things  tor- 
ture him.  That  was  his  mother's  idea,  and  he 
had  a  high  respect  for  her  opinion  in  such  mat- 
ters. Among  other  things,  he  had  seen  her  one 
day  defy  a  vicious  and  fierce  Corsican  —  a  com- 
mon terror  in  the  town— who  had  chased  his 
grown  daughter  with  a  heavy  rope  in  his  hand, 
declaring  he  would  wear  it  out  on  her.  Cautious 
citizens  got  out  of  her  way,  but  Jane  Clemens 
opened  her  door  to  the  fugitive ;  then,  instead  of 
rushing  in  and  closing  it,  spread  her  arms  across 
it,  barring  him  out.  The  man  raved,  and  threat- 
ened her  with  the  rope,  but  she  did  not  flinch  or 
show  any  sign  of  fear.  She  stood  there  and 
shamed  and  defied  him  until  he  slunk  off,  crest- 
fallen and  conquered.  Any  one  as  brave  as  his 
mother  must  have  a  perfect  conscience,  Sam 
thought,  and  would  know  how  to  take  care  of  it. 
In  the  darkness  he  would  say  his  prayers,  espe- 
cially when  a  thunder-storm  was  coming,  and 
vow  to  begin  a  better  life.  He  disliked  Sunday- 
school  as  much  as  be  did  day-school,  and  once  his 


Sain's  days  were  not  all  disturbed  by  fierce 
events.  They  were  mostly  filled  with  pleasanter 
things.  There  were  picnics  sometimes,  and  ferry- 
boat excursions,  and  any  day  one  could  roam  the 
woods  or  fish,  alone  or  in  company.  The  hills 
and  woods  around  Hannibal  were  never  disap- 
pointing. There  was  the  cave  with  its  marvels. 
There  was  Bear  Creek,  where  he  had  learned  to 
swim.  He  had  seen  two  playmates  drown ;  twice, 
himself,  he  had  been  dragged  ashore,  more  dead 
than  alive.  Yet  he  had  persevered,  and  he  could 
swim  better  than  any  playmate  of  his  age. 

But  it  was  the  river  that  he  cared  for  most. 
It  was  the  pathway  that  led  to  the  great  world 
outside.  From  Lover's  Leap  he  w-ould  look  down 
on  it  for  hours,  and  dream.  He  would  venture 
out  on  it  in  a  quietly  borrowed  boat  when  he  was 
barely  strong  enough  to  lift  an  oar.  He  learned 
to  know  all  its  moods  and  phases. 

More  than  anything  in  the  world  he  hungered 
to  make  a  trip  on  one  of  the  big,  smart  steamers 
that  were  always  passing. 

"You  can  hardly  imagine  what  it  meant."  he 
reflected  once,  "to  a  boy  in  those  days,  shut  in 
as  we  were,  to  see  those  steamboats  pass  up  and 
•  down,  and  never  take  a  trip  on  them." 

It  was  at  the  mature  age  of  nine  that  he  found 
he  could  endure  this  no  longer.  One  day  w'hen 
the  big  packet  came  down  and  stopped  at  Han- 
nibal, he  slipped  aboard  and  crept  under  one  of 
the  boats  on  the  upper  deck.  Then  the  signal- 
bells  rang,  the  steamer  backed  away  and  swung 
into  niitlstream  ;  he  was  rcallv  going  at  last.     He 
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crept  from  beneath  the  boat  and  sat  looking  out 
over  the  water  and  enjoying  the  scenery.  Then 
it  began  to  rain— a  regular  downpour.  He  crept 
back  under  the  boat,  but  his  legs  were  outside, 
and  one  of  the  crew  saw  him.  He  was  dragged 
out  and  at  the  next  stop  set  ashore.  It  was  the 
town  of  Louisiana,  where  there  were  Lampton 
relatives,  one  of  whom,  a  cousin,  took  him  home. 
Very  likely  the  home-coming  was  not  entirely 
pleasant,  though  a  "lesson,"  too,  in  his  general 
education. 

And  always,  each  summer,  there  was  flie  farm, 
where  his  recreation  was  no  longer  mere  girl- 
plays  and  swings,  with  a  colored  nurse  following 
about,  but  sports  with  his  older  boy-cousins,  who 
w  ent  hunting  with  the  men,  for  partridges  by  day 
and  for  'coons  and  "possums  by  night.   Sometimes 


WHEN  YOUNG   SAM    CLEMENS    KAN  AWAY.    ■"THERE  WERE  I, 
TON  RELATIVES,  ONE  OF  WHOM,  A  COUSIN.  TOOK  IIIM  HOM 

the  little  boy  followed  the  hunters  all  night  long 
and  returned  with  them  through  the  sparkling 
and  fragrant  morning,  fresh,  hungry,  and  tri- 
umphant, just  in  time  for  breakfast.  So  it  is  no 
wonder  that  Little  Sam,  at  nine,  was  no  longer 
Little  Sam,  but  plain  Sam  Clemens,  and  grown 
up.  If  there  were  doubtful  spots  in  his  educa- 
tion— matters  related  to  smoking  and  strong 
words — it  is  also  no  wonder,  and  experience  even 
in  these  lines  was  worth  something  in  a  book 
like  "Tom  Sawyer." 

The  boy  Sam  Clemens  was  not  a  particularly 
attractive  lad.     He  was  rather  undersized,  and 


AMP- 
E 


his  head  seemed  too  large  for  his  body.  He  had 
a  mass  of  light  sandy  hair,  which  he  plastered 
down  to  keep  from  curling.  His  eyes  were  keen 
and  blue  and  his  features  rather  large.  Still,  he 
had  a  fair,  delicate  complexion  when  it  was  not 
blackened  by  grime  and  tan ;  a  gentle,  winning 
manner ;  a  smile  and  a  slow  way  of  speaking 
that  made  him  a  favorite  with  his  companions. 
He  did  not  talk  much  and  was  thought  to  be 
rather  dull  — was  certainly  ^o  in  most  of  his  les- 
sons—but, for  some  reason,  he  never  spoke  that 
every  playmate  in  hearing  did  not  stop,  whatever 
he  was  doing,  to  listen.  Perhaps  it  would  be  a 
plan  for  a  new  game  or  lark ;  perhaps  it  was 
something  droll :  perhaps  it  was  just  a  casual  re- 
mark that  his  peculiar  drawl  made  amusing.  His 
mother  always  referred  to  his  slow  fashion  of 
speech  as  "Sammy's  long  talk."  Her  own  speech 
was  even  more  deliberate,  though  she  seemed  not 
to  notice  it.  Sam  was  more  like  his  mother  than 
the  others.  His  brother  Henry  Clemens, 
three  years  younger,  was  as  unlike  Sam  as 
possible.  He  did  not  have  the  "long  talk," 
and  was  a  handsome,  obedient  little  fellow 
whom  the  mischievous  Sam  loved  to  tease. 
Henry  was  to  become  the  Sid  of  "Tom 
-Sawyer,''  though  he  was  in  every  way  a 
finer  character  than  Sid.  With  the 
death  -of  little  Benjamin,  Sam  and 
llenry  had  been  drawn  much  closer 
together,  and,  in  spite  of 
Sam's  pranks,  loved  each 
other  dearly.  For  the  pranks 
were  only  occasional,  and 
Sam's  love  for  Henry  was 
constant.  He  fought  for  him 
oftener  than  7i'ifli  him. 

Many  of  the  home  inci- 
dents in  the  "Tom  Sawver" 
book  really  happened.  Sam 
did  clod  Henry  for  getting 
him  into  trouble  about  the 
colored  thread  with  which  he 
sewed  his  shirt  when  he  came  home  from  swim- 
ming; he'did  inveigle  a  lot  of  boys  into  white- 
washing a.fence  for  him.;  he  did  give  pain-killer 
to  Peter,  the  cat.  As  for  escaping  punishment 
for  his  misdeeds,  as  described  in  the  book,  this 
was  a  daily  matter,  and  his  methods  suited  the 
occasions.  For  of  course  To)ii  Sawyer  was  Sam 
Clemens  himself,  almost  entirely,  as  most  readers 
of  that  book  have  imagined.  However,  we  must 
have  another  chapter  for  Tom  Sa'wyer  and  his 
doings— the  real  Tom  and  his  real  doings  with 
those  graceless,  lovable  associates,  Jor  Hnrf'rr 
and  Huckleberry  Finn. 


( To  b^  contittut-d  ) 


I  never  see  her  change  them,  but  she  always  seems  to  know- 
Just  when  to  see  things  pretty  small — and  when  to  make  'em  grow! 
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Some  days  folks  think  I  'm  'quisitive. 

And  bother  'round  a  lot; 
Her  specs  just  twinkle  as  she  'splains, 

"She  's  such  a  liiile  tot!" 
But  when  she  gives  me  gingerbread, 

Or  cookies,  for  a  treat. 
She  says,  "  A  great  big  girl  like  you 

Needs  lots  and  lots  to  eat !'" 


ill 


I  saved  some  choc'lates  for  her  once — 

Some  teeny  little  ones — 
She  said  I  was  "an  angel "  an' 

They  looked  "as  big  as  buns"  ! 
But  when  1  dropped  my  mug,  and  made 

A  big  spot  on  the  mat. 
She  said,  "  It  won't  be  seen  at  all, 

A  little  thing  like  that !" 


I  'm  saving  all  my  pennies,  and  1  'm  going  to  buy  two  pairs 
Of  spectacles  for  Father, — the  kind  my  grandma  wears. 
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THE  END  OF  THE  ROAD 

BY  BETH  BRADFORD  GILCHRIST 


Margaret  Wallace  put  out  a  hand  and  steadied 
herself  by  the  seat  in  front.  Through  the  win- 
dow she  could  see  the  engine  climbing  a  curve, 
the  dogged,  snorting,  panting  little  engine  that 
the  time-table  told  her  had  so  nearly  come 
to  the  end  of  the  road.  For  two  minutes  she 
watched  it  nose  its  way  into  a  fresh  fold  of  the 
hills  ;  then  the  cars  straightened  into  line  and  she 
lost  it.  The  girl  straightened,  too,  and  gazed 
ahead  with  the  face  of  a  soldier  going  into  action. 
She  had  not  been  brought  up  to  consider  the 
possibility  of  shirking  situations  not  to  her  liking, 
and  it  did  not  occur  to  her  to  begin  now.  Her 
nearest  approach  to  it  was  a  sudden  almost  pas- 
sionate affection  for  the  swinging,  swaying, 
jerky  bouncings  of  the  train.  She  wanted  the 
motion  to  go  on,  if  not  forever,  at  least  for  sev- 
eral hours.  The  issues  that  waited  at  the  end 
of  the  road  were  too  great  to  be  faced  without  a 
tremor. 

She  did  not  look  timid  or  panic-stricken,  this 
slender  girl  in  black  with  the  quiet  brown  eyes 
and  capable  hands,  the  piquant  nose  and  obstinate 
chin,  — a  trifle  pale,  perhaps,  but  that  might  be 
due  to  weariness.  One  does  not  travel  eleven 
thousand  miles  without  acquiring  the  right  to  be 
tired,  and  the  dust  and  soot  of  the  train  were 
discomforting  even  to  her  cosmopolitan  ex])eri- 
ence. 

(3utside  the  car  window  the  June  hillto|)S 
reared  rugged  green  shoulders  against  a  blue 
New  England  sky.  From  within,  Margaret  Wal- 
lace eyed  them,  unregarding. 

What  she  saw  in  her  mind's  eye,  what  held 
her  inner  vision,  was  a  square-cut,  determined 
face  atop  a  sturdy  tweed-clad  boy's  body.  .'V 
smudge  of  black  brows  crossed  the  face,  and 
beneath  them  twinkled  two  mischievous  black 
eyes.  That  was  all  the  salvage  Margaret's  mem- 
ory had  secured  from  the  first  four  years  of  her 
life.  Shortly  after  her  fourth  birthday  Jack 
had  disappeared.  Something  her  mother  called 
letters  took  his  place.  In  time,  Margaret  learned 
to  call  them  letters,  too,  and  to  look  regularly  for 
the  "American  mail."  In  time,  .she  gathered 
from  her  father's  conversation  that  it  had  been 
necessary  to  his  theories  to  send  his  son  home  to 
be  educated.  "A  man  ought  to  grow  up  in  his 
own  country,  sir,  go  to  school  with  his  fellows,  to 
become  the  best  kind  of  citizen.  Otherwise,  he 
never  gets  their  point  of  view,  never." 

Apparently  the  quality  of  his  daughter's  citi- 


zenship had  not  mattered.  She  had  never  been 
sent  home.  Margaret  remembered  a  year  when 
there  had  been  infrequent  references  to  some 
such  project,  allusions  her  mother  hastened  to 
assign  to  a  vague  future.  Then  it  had  become 
plainly  impossible.  Her  mother  died,  and  some 
one  must  take  care  of  her  father.  Margaret 
took  up  the  task  at  twelve.  At  seventeen,  when 
the  absent-minded  student  of  .\siatic  folk-music 
followed  his  wife,  Margaret  was  an  accom- 
plished home-maker  in  si.x  languages  and  twice 
as  many  dialects.  But  all  she  knew  of  her 
brother  was  gleaned  from  letters  and  occasional 
snapshots,  which  somehow  seemed  less  real  than 
her  own  four-year-old  memories.  Of  course  she 
had  a  mental  picture  of  him,  compounded  of  the 
snapshots  (invariably  unsatisfactory  affairs)  and 
the  memories  and  the  letters  — descriptions  of  his 
schools  and  the  fellows  he  knew,  sports,  and  big 
games,  and  vacations  at  "Cousin  Harriett's"  — a 
composite  that  had  never  quite  focused  and  that 
grew  more  and  more  indistinct  and  blurred  as 
the  train  climbed  higher. 

She  had  no  picture  of  Cousin  Harriett.  Even 
now  she  made  no  attempt  to  form  one.  Beside 
Jack,  Cousin  Harriett  and  Cousin  Harriett's 
household  did  not  count.  It  would  have  been 
pleasant,  Margaret  thought,  if  she  could  have 
faced  the  ordeal  at  the  end  of  the  next  hour  and 
a  half  without  Cousin  Harriett  and  her  three 
sons  and  two  daughters.  But  since  that  was 
clearly  impossible,  why  wish  things  otherwise? 
\\  hat  was  the  use  of  wishing? 

As  a  child  of  four,  she  remembered  passion- 
ately adoring  Jack.  .She  was  not  at  all  sure  that 
she  would  like  him  now.  He  was  a  stranger, 
except  for  the  letters.  That  they  acquainted  her 
with  the  shape  and  coloring  of  his  life  was  the 
most  that  could  be  said  for  them.  Perhaps  hers 
had  done  as  little  for  him.  It  was,  of  course, 
possible  that  Jack  would  not  like  her.  She  told 
herself  quite  simply  that  her  father  had  not 
liked  her.  Neither  had  he  disliked  her.  He  had 
merely  been  too  deeply  absorbed  in  his  work  to 
think  much  about  her.  Rut  if  Jack  did  not  like 
her,  and  she  did  not  like  him-  .\h,  that  was  a 
different  matter  ! 

Behind  the  mask  of  her  quiet  face  Margaret 
cried  out  fiercely  against  the  course  of  life  that 
had  brewed  for  her  the  draught  of  the  next 
hours.  When  a  girl  grew  up  with  her  brother, 
each  took  the  other  as  a  matter  of  course,  learn- 
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ing  each  other's  ways  in  the  making.  Coming 
suddenly  on  each  other  like  this,— fully  made,  so 
to  speak,  — they  weighed  and  questioned.  Yet  it 
was  n't  decent  even  to  imagine  not  liking  one's 
only  brother.  It  was  cruel  to  imagine  his  not 
liking  her. 

Ordinarily.  Margaret  bestowed  little  thought 
upon  herself.  Now  she  faced  the  fact  that  she 
must  be  different  in  countless  ways  from  the 
girls  Jack  knew.  Not  outwardly  perhaps.  Care- 
ful inspection  of  the  girls  on  steamer  and  train 
had  shown  her  that  her  clothes  were  right 
enough,  thanks  to  the  little  Yokohama 
tailor.  The  difference  lay  deeper  than 
clothes.  She  remembered  the  curious 
amazement  of  a  girl  on  the 
steamer  who  discovered  that 
"Miss  Wallace"  had  never 
had  her  picture  taken.  In 
the  face  of  the  girl's  frank 
astonishment  Margaret  had 
experienced  a  sharp  sense  of 
strangeness  to  the  habits  of 
her  ow-n  people.  Would  Jack 
find  her  "queer"?  And  how 
would  she  find  Jack? 

She  would  know  soon.  Her 
train  had  been  twenty  hours  late 
into  Chicago.  Even  so,  she  should 
have  come  through  yesterday,  but  for  an 
enforced  night  at  Albany.  Much  of  to-day  had 
been  spent  in  junctions.  Blessed  delays !  Now 
Jack  must  have  broken  free  from  the  examina- 
tions that  had  prevented  his  meeting  her  on  the 
road.  She  fancied  him  having  hurried  up  from 
New  Haven  to  the  station,  for  reaching  which 
he  had  sent  her  such  specific  directions.  "It  's 
some  stunt  to  find  the  way,"  he  had  written,  "but 
a  bit  of  all  right  when  you  get  there."  He  would 
be  on  the  platform,  waiting.  Her  heart-beats 
quickened.  It  was  a  long  way  she  had  come,  far 
longer,  it  seerned  to  her,  than  the  eleven  thousand 
miles  by  steamer  and  rail.  Since  her  clock  had 
struck  four,  she  seemed  to  have  been  traveling 
all  her  life  toward  the  station  that  was  presently 
to  bump  out  at  her  from  the  June  evening. 

Would  it  prove  indeed  the  end  of  her  road  — "a 
bit  of  all  right"— when  she  got  there? 

Sunset  was  already  on  the  hills.  Suddenly  the 
girl  saw  it  with  conscious  eyes.  She  leaned  for- 
ward, a  flush  of  startled  color  brightening  her 
cheeks.  As  she  did  so.  there  came  a  bump  that 
dwarfed  all  the  other  biunps  to  smoothness.  The 
train  shuddered,  recoiled,  rocked  wildly,  and 
rolled  down  the  bank  ! 

The  first  coherent  thought  that  swung  out  of 
chaos    into     Margaret     Wallace's    consciousness 


carried  with  it  strong  irritation.  "Now  I  shall 
not  get  there  in  an  hour !"  It  revealed  to  her 
that  her  shrinking  had  masked  a  greater  longing  ! 
The  irritation  passed  as  suddenly  as  it  had  come. 
She  stretched  carefully  and  decided  that  she  was 
not  hurt.  Was  anybody  hurt  ?  She  tried  to  get 
out  and  found  herself  pinned  helplessly.  Beside 
her  rose  a  child's  frightened  crying,  oddly 
muffled.  She  remembered  that  at  the  last  station 
a  little  girl  had  taken  the  seat  across  the  aisle. 
'"Are  you  hurt?"  Margaret  asked. 
The  child  cried  on. 

"Stop!"    ordered    the    girl,    peremptorily. 
"Stop  instantly." 

The  child  stopjied  from  sheer  sur- 
prise. 
"You    are    not    going    to    cry," 
Margaret  told  her.     "You  are 
too  big  a  girl  and  too  brave 
to  do  that.    Here  is  my  hand. 
Can    you    reach    it  ?      Now- 
bold    tight.       You    are    not 
hurt,  are  you?" 
"I  — don't  — know."  The  words 
choked  on  a  sob. 
"I  will  help  you  find  out.     We 
\\  ill  make  a  game  of  it."     The 
soft  voice  with  its  precise  intona- 
tions,   the    speech    of    one    who    has 
never  met  a  language  in  its  disheveled  un- 
dress, threw  the  words  at  the  child  gaily,     "First, 
tell  me  your  name,  please." 
"Eunice— Eunice  Gray." 

"I  like  that  name.  Mine  is  ^largaret.  Now 
for  the  game.  Your  left  hand  is  the  one  I  hold. 
is  it  not?" 

"No,  that  "s  my  right  hand.  Oh,  I  don't  like 
this  plushy  stuff  in  my  mouth." 

"That   is  n't   plush,"   Margaret  said   promptly. 
"It  is— asphodel.     Are  you  lying  on  your  face?" 
"Yes.    What  's  asphodel?" 
".\  flower.     A  flower  that  grows  in  the  grass. 
Don't  think  it  is  plush  against  your  cheek.  Think 
it  is  grass— full  of  asphodels.     Now  I  shall  begin 
to  count.     When  I  say  three,  move  your  left  arm. 
One— two— three !" 
"Where  do  I  put  it  ?" 

"Brush  it  through  the  grass  gently,  \ery 
gently." 

"It  hits  .something." 
"Something  hard?" 
"Awful  hard." 

"A   rock    among   the    asphodels.      Now    try   to 
move  your  left  leg.    Think  which  it  is.     \'ou  have 
-three  I  " 


it  now?    One— two- 

"I  want  to  turn  over."  said  the  child  wlien 
had  reported  successfully  on  her  limbs. 
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Margaret  laughed,  a  deliberate,  reassuring  lit- 
tle laugh.  '"That,"  she  said,  "'is  another  game. 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  magician?" 

"There  's  one  in  my  fairy     

book  at  home." 

"I  will  tell  you  a  secret. 
There  is  a  magician  here 
too." 

"Honest  ?" 

"Yes— honest.  You  are  a 
princess,  a  lovely  princess, 
and  like  the  lovely  princess 
in  your  book  at  home —  She 
is  lovely,  is  she  not  ?" 

"She  's  just  bee-yeauti- 
ful  !"  breathed  the  child. 

"Like  that  princess,  you 
are  in  a  magician's  power. 
So  am  I,  for  I  am  a  princess. 
too.  This  magician  is  almost 
always  a  good  magician,  but 
he  is  very  powerful.  \\'hen 
the  bad  imps  plague  him.  he 
grows  cross  sometimes  and 
throws  princesses  into 
prison." 

"Are  we  in  prison?"  asked 
an  awed  voice. 

"Yes,  indeed !"  Margaret 
said  cheerfully.  "But  re- 
member the  grass  full  of 
asphodels  under  your  cheek. 
You  cannot  turn  over  be- 
cause the  magician  will  not 
let  )"ou,  that  is,  not  just  yet. 
He  cannot  help  what  we  do 
W'hen  the  good  fairies  set  us 
free.     Listen !" 

"Anybody  down  there  ?" 
called  a  ringing  voice  di- 
rectly above  them. 

"Two."  Margaret  lifted 
the  words  clearly.  "We  are 
not  hurt,  but  we  cannot  get 
out." 

"We  'II  fix  that.  Just  a 
minute  now." 

Wood  splintered  under  the 
blows  of  an  ax.  Confused 
sounds  came  down  to  the  two 
under  the  wreckage,  sounds 
of  strain  and  struggle. 

"The  fairies  are  coming,"  the  girl  told  Eunice. 
"They  are  fighting  the  magician,  fighting  him 
with  stee!  and  with  their  bare  hands  to  let  us  out 
of  prison." 

"Real  fairies?    Are  they  real?"  asked  the  child. 


"\'ery,  very  real  fairies.     Of  course  you  know 
there  are  a  great  many  kinds  of  fairies?" 

"Tell  me,"  said  the  child.    "Tell  me  about  them." 
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ONE    DOES    NOT    TRAVEL   ELEVEM    THOUSAND    MILES    UlTHUUf 
ACyUIRING  THE    RIGHT   TO   BE    TIRED." 


So  Margaret  told  about  fairies,  talking  out  of 
a  mind  stored  alike  with  .\rabian  musings  and 
far-Eastern  dreamings.  Strange,  fantastic,  cu- 
rious lore  it  was  to  which  Eunice  Gray  listened, 
absorbed.      She    forgot    both   prickly   plush   and 
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imagined  asphodels ;  she  failed  to  notice  how  the 
minutes  passed.  Voices  and  sounds  had  no 
power  to  disturb  her  so  long  as  that  one  soft 
clear  voice,  so  near  her  ear,  kept  on. 

Early  in  the  telling,  space  opened  above  Mar- 
garet. A  dark  sun-tanned  young  face  appeared 
in  the  opening ;  a  hand  reached  down  to  her. 

"Now !"  commanded  the  brisk,  ringing  tones. 
"Pull  your  feet  clear  and  put  up  your  hands." 

"A  great  yellow  dragon?"  came  the  muffled 
ecstasy  of  lips  against  plush.  The  hand  in  Mar- 
garet's squeezed  excitedly. 

"The  little  girl  first,"  Margaret  pleaded.  "She 
might  be  lonely  without  me." 

"Where —     Oh,  I  see." 

The  face  bent  lower,  the  black  eyes  peered 
keenly  under  the  wreckage,  studying  its  distorted 
mass. 

Over  his  shoulder  he  spoke.    "Pass  the  saw." 

Very  carefully,  very  slowly  Margaret  drew 
herself  nearer  to  the  child's  head.  The  little 
body  lay  as  yet  inextricably  cut  otT  from  succor. 
Margaret  set  her  lips  to  the  pink  ear  and  told  on, 
entrancingly.  Above  she  could  see  the  rescuers. 
Their  figures  loomed  against  a  twilight  sky.  A 
star  began  to  burn  above  the  early  dusk  of  the 
woods.  Lanterns  appeared.  Her  eyes  followed 
the  motions  of  the  active  figure  with  the  saw. 
He  was  so  strong,  so  splendid,  what  she  would 
like  Jack  to  be. 

Now  and  then  he  spoke  to  her.  "All  right 
down  there?  Let  us  know  if  you  want  anything. 
VVe  've  got  to  rip  away  most  of  this  pile  to  get 
her  out." 

Once  she  asked  him,  "Is  any  one— badly  hurt?" 

"Nobody  that  I  know  of.  Engineer  's  the 
worst.    They  're  still  working  at  the  other  car." 

Once  a  new  voice,  gruff,  imperative,  barked 
out  of  the  invisible.  "Want  any  help  here?"  And 
the  crisp  ringing  tones  she  liked  answered : 
"Catch  hold  and  push.  Not  there !  You  '11 
bring  it  all  down  if  you  touch  that." 

And  still  she  told  on,  racking  her  brain  for 
forgotten  stories,  discarding,  adapting,  embroid- 
ering, weaving  a  magic  world  whose  wonders 
caught  the  child  up  out  of  all  sense  of  the  things 
around  her.  The  older  girl  seemed  to  herself 
only  a  voice,  an  endless  voice  that  would  never 
stop,  that  perhaps  could  not  stop  if  it  would. 

Then  the  clinging  hand  let  go  reluctantly,  and 
the  little  girl  was  lifted  out  overhead.  Again  the 
dark  young  face  bent  down  to  Margaret.  The 
brows  were  a  black  smudge  in  the  fitful  light. 
She  started  to  rise  and  felt  herself  swung  up  in 
strong  arms  into  a  dream  where  lanterns  flick- 
ered and  people  crowded  about,  and  a  hatless 
disheveled  woman,  clasping  the  child  who  had  sat 


across  the  aisle,  clamored  to  take  her  away ; 
where  she  tried  to  walk  and  stumbled  from  sheer 
stiffness,  and  eventually  found  herself  seated  by 
the  road-bed  at  the  side  of  a  spare,  beak-nosed 
woman  who  was  eating  a  sandwich.  Sandwiches 
were  in  Margaret's  hands,  too.  While  she  nibbled, 
her  eyes  followed  an  active  figure  that  ranged  in 
and  out  of  the  lantern  light.  There  were  other 
figures,  also  active,  also  inspecting  the  wreck; 
Margaret  saw  only  one. 

With  the  suddenness  of  a  jack-in-the-box  he 
shot  up  before  her.    "Oh,  here  you  are !" 

She  offered  him  a  sandwich. 

"Thanks.  Golly,  but  that  tastes  good !  How 
far  do  you  go  ?" 

"To  the  end  of  the  road." 

"Then  you  want  to  get  into  one  of  these  autos 
straight  away.     They  're  going  to  motor  us  in." 

The  beak-nosed  woman  followed  them.  He 
handed  her  into  the  tonneau  of  a  five-passenger 
and  turned  to  Margaret. 

"This  your  bag?" 

"Yes.    Where  did  you  find  it?" 

"Among  the  splinters.  Keep  the  seat  for  me, 
will  you  ?" 

He  darted  away,  and  Margaret  sank  down  with 
a  novel  sensation  of  being  cared  for, — she  who 
for  five  years  now  had  borne  the  brunt  of  looking 
out  for  two.  A  minute  later  he  was  back,  wrap- 
ping .something  about  the  shoulders  of  the  spare 
woman,  holding  a  man's  coat  up  to  Margaret. 

"Better  put  it  on.     You  '11  be  cold  riding." 

"But  you — " 

"I  'm  warm  enough." 

He  snapped  the  door  shut  and  the  car 
started. 

For  a  minute  it  slid  over  the  ground  in  silence. 
Then  the  front  seat  threw  out  a  query,  the  spare 
woman  answered,  and  the  inevitable  wordy  re- 
hearsal of  the  accident  began.  Lender  cover  of 
the  talk  the  boy  and  girl  sat  silent. 

"Do  you  mind  my  telling  you— I  've  got  to 
anyhow,"  the  boy  said  at  last,  "that  you  're  all 
right?  ,///  right. '  My  sister  went  through  yes- 
terday, and  I  thought  I  could  n't  stand  it  to  have 
anything  interfere  with  my  getting  on  quick,  but  — 
\\'ell.  nobody  was  killed,  and  I  'm  glad  of  the 
s])ill.     What  were  you  telling  that  kid?" 

"Fairy  stories,"  said  Margaret,  .softly. 

"T  caught  a  word  now  and  then.  Took  me 
back  to  when  I  was  a  kid  myself  — on  the  other 
side  of  the  world." 

The  girl's  heart  stojijicd  beating.  She  turned 
toward  him. 

"On  the  other— side  of— the  world?"  she  fal- 
tered. "Why,  that  is  where  I  learned  them.  Who 
are  vou  ?     Who  ait'  voii^" 
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She  could  not  see  his  face  distinctly,  but  the      voice  spoke  beside  the  open  door  of  the  tonneau. 
arm  that  steadied  her  was  trembling.  "Flat  tire,"  it  drawled.     "I  guess  you  two  will 

"Don't  tell  me  you  're  my  sister,  you  plucky  lit-       have  to  let  me  git  at  what  's  under  that  seat  if  we^ 


Don't    tell    me    VOU    'KE    my    SlilEK,  VOU    PLLCKY    LITILL    KILJ,  YOU! 


tie  kid,  yoii  !     I  say.  ilid  n't  she  go  through  yes-       make  out  to  push  through  to  the  end  o'  the  road 
terday?"  this  evenin'." 

"Jack:"  breathed  Margaret.  The  boy  sprang  out  and  the  girl  followed  him. 

"I  don't  have  to  push  through."  she  said  hap- 
SoMEWH.AT  later  a  voice  penetrated  their  con-  pily.  under  her  breath,  her  arm  in  her  brother's, 
sciousness.     The  car  was  resting  quietly,  and  the       "I  got  there  an  hour  ago." 


FIGHTING  SHIPS 


THEIR    CLASSIFICATION    AND    THE    WORK    THEY    DO 


BY  FRANK  E.  CHANNON 

(Late  of  the  United  States  Navy) 
(  Photographs,  luith  one  exception,  taken  by  E.  Mii'ley,  Jr. ) 


THE    U.  S.  BATTLE-SHIPS    VTAH  AND   }LORIDA   IN    A    HEAVY    SEA    OFF   HATTERAS 


One  reads  that  the  EngHsh  prc-drcadnought  bat- 
tle-ship Formidable  has  been  torpedoed  by  a  Ger- 
man submarine;  that  the  German  armored  cruiser 
Bliicher  has  been  sunk  by  the  British  battle- 
cruiser  Lion;  that  a  German  torpedo  sank  the 
super-dreadnought  Audacious;  or  that  the  light 
cruisers  of  the  enemy  formed  a  screen  about  this 
or  that  vessel,  but  were  driven  off  by  the  pro- 
tected cruisers.  The  destroyers  are  depicted  as 
rescuing  many  sailors,  and  a  torpedo-boat  ren- 
ders valuable  service  by  towing  in  a  disabled 
depot-ship.  Or  we  read  that  all  the  German  ves- 
sels except  one  succeeded  in  reaching  the  protec- 
tion of  their  mine-field. 

The  list  of  italicized  words  might  be  increased 
considerably  if  one  considers  the  fighting  units  in 
the  air— the  Zeppelins.  Taubes.  Parsivals.  mono- 
planes, and  biplanes.  The  purpose  of  this  article 
is,  however,  to  make  plain  the  terms  applied  to 
naval  forces:  to  show  wherein  an  armored  cruiser 
differs  from  a  protected  one,  — the  distinction 
between  pre-dreadnoughts.  dreadnoughts,  and  su- 
per-dreadnoughts.—io  compare  the  duties  of  de- 
stroyers with  those  of  torpedo-boats;  to  tell  why 
submarines  may  perhaps  be  "hovered"  by  their 
"parent-ships,"  etc. 

When    in    Spanish    War    days    Captain    Clark 


made  the  name  of  the  U.  S.  battle-ship  Oregon 
famous  by  bringing  her  around  Cape  Horn  from 
the  Pacific  to  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  his  great  ship 
was  one  of  the  mightiest  afloat,  able  successfully 
to  exchange  broadsides  with  any  ship  on  the 
seven  seas.  Yet  to-day,  were  the  Oregon  placed 
in  line  against  any  of  her  modern  sisters  of  the 
United  States  Navy,  in  a  very  short  time  she 
would  lie  a  battered  hulk  before  their  guns.  So 
rapid  has  been  the  development  of  naval  archi- 
tecture that  ten  years  is  approximately  the  life 
of  a  battle-ship  as  a  unit  fit  to  be  reckoned  with 
first-class  fighting  ships. 

It  has  been  stated  that  on  the  morning  preced- 
ing the  battle  between  the  Monitor  and  the  iron- 
plated  Merrimac  the  fighting  naval  force  of  Great 
Britain  consisted  of  over  two  hundred  ships,  and 
that  on  the  evening  of  the  same  day  it  boasted 


and  her  sister  ironclad, 
was  on  account  of  the 
ironclads  over  wooden 
the  two 


only  two  — the   U'arrio 

This  drastic   reduction 

proved    superiority    of 

ships,  as  shown   by  the  battle  between 

American  vessels. 

In  a  modified  degree,  the  same  state  of  affairs 
obtained  when  Great  Britain  commissioned  her 
first  dreadnought  ten  years  ago.  That  vessel, 
bearing    the    name    Dreadnought,    established   a 
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classification  that  compelled  all  previous  battle- 
ships to  be  known  as  prc-drcadnoiighls ;  and  after 
a  short  time,  when  still  larger  calibered  and  more 
numerous  guns,  coupled  with  greater  speed  and 


ships  designed,  or  improved,  upon  the  now   fa- 
mous first  dreadnought. 

This  first  ship  carried  a  total  of  ten  12-inch 
guns,  in   five  turrets,  three  of  the  turrets  being 


SUPEK-DREADNOUGII  r 


.MAKING    23   KNOTS   AN 


NOTE  BV  THE  PHOTOGRAPHER  ON  "  SNAP-SHOTTING "  A  DREADNOUGHT  COMING  AT  FULL  SPEED. 

1  knew  jhe  course  off  Rockland,  Maine,  which  the  Nezv-York  had  been  ordered  to  cover  on  her  high-speed  trial,  and  early  in  the  morninfi  I 
set  out  in  my  motor-boat  from  Rockland  to  intercept  her.  After  we  had  bobbed  about  for  several  hours  on  the  long  Atlantic  swell,  the  Ne-ui- 
\'i}7-k  appeared  on  the  horizon,  making  more  than  23  knots  an  hour.  When  she  had  reached  a  point  about  half  a  mile  from  us,  we  ran  directly 
across  her  bow  and  stopped  the  engine,  so  that  there  should  be  no  vibration  to  cloud  the  picture.  I  took  my  camera  and  stood  on  the  stern  of 
our  little  craft  to  wait  until  the  last  moment  at  which  escape  would  be  possible.  As  the  huge  ship  plowed  nearer  and  nearer,  lifting  the  swells  for 
50  yards  cm  either  side  of  her  into  mammoth  bow-waves,  I  was  seized  by  an  almost  irresistible  impulse  to  snap  the  shutter  and  escape  ;  but  my 
training  in  facing  danger  to  secure  an  artistic  picture  came  to  my  aid.  and  I  held  my  place  on  the  bobbing  stern  until  the  onrushing  monster  was 
only  75  feet  away.  Then  I  pressed  my  bulb,  leaped  back  into  the  cockpit,  and  yelled  to  the  mechanic  to  start  the  engine.  The  engine  refused 
to  start '.  For  seconds  that  seemed  like  hours  he  swung  the  engine  over  and  over.  The  battle-ship  loomed  up  gigantically  above  us.  and  I  could 
see  men  running  about  on  the  bridge  and  pointing  to  us.  There  seemed  to  be  no  chance  whatever  to  avoid  being  crushed  under  the  steel  fore- 
foot or  engulfed  by  the  foaming  bow-wave  But  just  as  I  was  about  to  jump,  the  engine  started  and  we  cleared  the  side  of  the  battle-ship  by 
several  yards  only.  The  bow-wave  seized  us  and  spun  us  about  like  a  top,  until  it  seemed  that  we  would  surely  "  turn  turtle."  But.  somehow 
or  other,  the  little  motor-boat  stayed  right  side  up,  and  we  made  for  Rockland  with  our  nerves  decidedly  unstrung.  My  camera  had  been  lying 
at  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  and  I  did  not  think  further  about  the  picture  until  I  reached  my  studio  in  New  York.  Then,  to  my  amazement,  when 
I  developed  the  plate  I  found  that  I  had  secured  the  most  remarkable  picture  of  my  career,  and  perhaps  the  finest  picture  of  a  battle-ship  racing 
at  full  speed  which  has  ever  been  taken. — E.  MOller,  Jr. 


better  shell-resisting  armor,  w'ere  placed  upon 
vessels  of  her  class,  the  new  ships  became  known 
as  siipey-dreaduouglits. 

In  the  meantime,  all  nations  had  been  quick  to 
recognize  the  tremendously  increased  all-ronnd 
effectiveness  of  the  new  vessels,  and  for  their 
first  line  of  offense  and  defense  built  onlv  battle- 


on  the  centre  line,  and  the  remaining  two  ar- 
ranged one  to  starboard  and  one  to  port.  This 
gave  her  a  bow  and  stern  fire  of  six  12-inch  and 
a  broadside  delivery  of  eight  12-inch  guns.  The 
great  disadvantage  of  this  arrangement  was  that 
the  second  turret  on  the  centre  line  had  the  fire 
of  its  guns  masked  forward,  and  they  could  only 
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Sl'PKk-UKKAUNOUGHT    .V/:  J/.  lOA'A'. 


E.  MuUcr.  Jr. 


The  jV('7('-  JVjX-  is  the  most  powerful  unit  of  the  United  Stales  Navy  now  in  commission.  She  is  575  feet  long,  is  of  27,000  tons  displacement, 
and  has  a  speed  of  23  knots.  Her  beam  is  Q5  feet,  her  draught  2S.  and  she  carries  a  crew  of  57  officers  and  iioo  men.  Her  armament  consists 
of  ten  14-inch  guns  and  twenty. one  5-inch  guns.     She  is  a  sister  ship  of  the  Tc-.vns. 


be  fought  on  either  broadside,  while  the  two  side 
turrets  obtained  but  a  limited  arc  of  fire.  In 
subsequent  British  ships  the  second  turret  for- 
ward was  raised,  giving  the  vessel  an  end-on  fire 
of  eight  guns.  The  jjort  and  starboard  turrets 
were,  however,  retained  in  the  same  position. 

The  naval  designers  of  the  United  States  solved 
the  problem  of  turret  disposition  by  placing  all 


I'he  original  dreadnought,  with  a  main  battery  of  ten  12-inch 
guns.  Showing  how  the  fire  of  the  second  forward  pair  is  masked 
by  the  turret  ahead. 


The  super-dreadnought,  with  a  main  battery  of  eight  15-iiieli 
gtins.  Showing  the  sweeping  all-round  range  of  fire.  Some- 
times there  are  three  guns  on  each  turret, 

their  turrets  on  the  centre  line  of  the  ship,  thus 
making  available  all  their  guns  on  either  broad- 
side, and  obtaining  an  end-on  fire  by  elevating 
the  rearmost  turrets  so  that  they  fired  over  the 
forward  ones. 


On  the  latest  dreadnoughts  13. 5-,  14-,  15-,  and 
even,  so  it  is  rumored,  16-inch  guns  are  being 
mounted.  Their  armor  is  of  varying  strength, 
being  generally  composed  of  a  very  thick  water- 
line  belt,  tapering  to  four  or  si.x  inches  at  the 
bow  or  stern,  and,  above  this,  side-armor  of  eight 
and  ten  inches  in  thickness.  The  turrets,  con- 
ning-tower,  and  all  the  vitals  of  the  great  ships 
are  heavily  encased  in  armor.  The  speed  of  the 
ships  is  usually  about  twenty-two  knots,  but,  as 
each  new  super-dreadnought  conies  otT  the  stocks, 
the  displacement  is  increased,  permitting  of 
greater  efficiency  in  all  departments  —  guns,  ar- 
mor, and  speed.  These  are  the  "ships  of  the  line"' 
of  the  olden  days.  Their  business  is  to  fight,  and, 
although  their  speed  has  increased  with  their 
displacement,  their  main  duty  is  to  give  and  to 
take  hard  knocks.  Their  great  guns  hurl  a  shell 
weighing  nearly  three-quarters  of  a  ton,  and  in 
tlie  recent  North  Sea  battle  they  found  the  mark 
at  a  distance  of  nine  and  one  half  miles,  while, 
in  the  Dardanelles  bombardment,  the  Quccit 
l-Jisahctli  hurled  her  one-ton  shells  over  a  space 
of  nearly  fifteen  miles.  Besides  their  battery 
of  great  guns,  the  battle-ship  of  to-day  mounts 
also  ten,  twelve,  and  even  sixteen  6-inch  guns, 
besides  a  iiowerful  defense  of  rapid-fire  pieces 
for  rejiclliiig  torpedo  and  submarine  attacks. 

Butllc-crniscrs  are  comparatively  a  new  de- 
velopment in  naval  architecture.  At  present,  the 
United  States  does  not  possess  a  single  one  of 
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these  magnificent  vessels.  If  the  naval  student 
were  to-day  asked  what  class  of  vessel  in  the 
present  war  has  so  far  proved  most  effective,  I 
am  quite  sure  he  would  reply,  "The  submarine 
and  the  battle-cruiser."  Let 
us  consider  the  battle-cruisers 
while  classifying  ships. 

These  great  vessels  were 
first  introduced  by  Great 
Britain,  and  already  in  the 
present  war  they  have  nearly 
all  been  in  action  and  their 
value  fully  proved.  In  the 
Falkland  Islands  engagement 
it  was  the  two  battle-cruisers 
Inflexible  and  Invincible 
which  battered  to  pieces  and 
sunk  the  squadron  of  the 
German  admiral.  Without 
the  presence  of  these  two 
great  ships,  the  British  fleet 
would  probably  have  been 
vanquished.  The  British 
Government      succeeded      in 

dispatching  the  two  giants  to  reinforce  their 
squadron  without  the  knowledge  of  the  (jermans, 
and  -Admiral  Sturdee,  taking  advantage  of  the 
singularly  land-locked  harbor  of  Port  Stanley, 
in  the  Falklands,  concealed  their  presence  until 
after  he  had  drawn  the  five  German  vessels  well 
within  range  by  e.xposing  his  weaker  ships  as  a 
bait  in  the  offing.  Then,  when  once  the  action 
liad  well  developed,  the  long,  gray  forms  of  the 


Again,  in  the  two  North  Sea  actions  the  battle- 
cruiser  has  demonstrated  its  worth.  .Admiral 
Beatty  had  under  his  command  even  more  power- 
ful vessels  of  this  class  than  had  his  colleague. 
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monster  battle-cruisers  came  tearing  out  at  a 
twenty-five  knot  speed,  their  12-inch  guns  opened 
fire,  and  the  fight  became  one  of  battle-cruisers 
against  armored  cruisers.     The  result  we  know. 


LASS    BATTI.I 

Admiral  Sturdee,  for  the  Lion,  the  Tiger,  and 
the  Princess  Royal  all  mount  eight  13.5-inch 
guns,  two  in  each  turret,  placed,  after  the  United 
States  plan,  on  the  centre  line.  Besides  these, 
they  carry  sixteen  4-inch  or  twelve  6-inch  guns, 
and  their  armor-belt  is  nine  inches  in  thickness, 
as  against  seven  inches  in  the  two  cruisers  taking 
part  in  the  Falkland  Islands  battle.  The  two 
other  battle-cruisers  in  Admiral  Beatty's  squad- 
ron are  almost  identical  with 
the  two  commanded  by  Ad- 
miral Sturdee.  The  speed  of 
the  Tiger  on  her  trial  trip 
was  28.5  knots  per  hour,  and 
the  rest  of  the  squadron  was 
but  little  slower.  It  is  stated, 
however,  that  in  the  "well 
contested  running-fight"  with 
the  Germans  they  developed 
a  speed  of  nearly  thirty-five 
miles  per  hour.  These  bat- 
tle-cruisers burn  oil  as  well 
as  coal. 

The  distinguishing  dift'er- 
ence,  then,  between  battle- 
ships and  battle-cruisers  is: 
first,  battle-cruisers  carry  the 

©''"'" i.\  1  iMir- "jj.      same    caliber    of    guns,    but 

fewer  of  them  than  does  the 
battle-ship:  second,  the  armor  of  the  cruiser  is 
not  so  thick ;  third,  they  possess  greater  speed, 
enabling  them  to  bring  into  action  at  high  speed 
their  great  guns:  fourth,  their  radius  of  action  is 
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greater  than  that  of  the  battle-ship  — that  is,  their 
coal-  and  oil-supply  and  general  maintenance  ar- 
rangements are  larger,  permitting  them  to  steam 
greater  distances  without  going  into  port. 
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them  to  fight.  Indeed,  it  would  almost  appear 
that  the  day  of  the  ar»wrcd  cruiser  is  over;  that 
cruisers  in  the  future  will  either  be  battle-cruis- 
ers, or  light  cruisers  possessing  tremendous 
speed,  which  will  enable  them 
to  do  their  work  and  get 
away  from  the  powerful  ships 
when  cornered. 

Protected  cruisers.  These 
ships  are  frequently  as  large 
as  the  armored  ones,  but  their 
main  distinguishing  differ- 
ence is  that  they  possess  no 
armored  belt.  They  are  pro- 
tected, instead  of  armored. 
Their  protection  usually  con- 
sists of  a  curved  armored 
deck    inside,    instead    of    an 


-^ 


..I'lM'W!  .i-«»Mimmmmii^v>»^- 


THE    U.    S.    AkMOKEU    CKULSl-.k 
SOUTH  D.-lK'OTA. 


iari 


To  sum  u]),  they  possess, 
roughly  speaking,  about  two 
thirds  of  the  hitting  power 
and  defense  of  the  battle- 
ship, but  their  greater  speed 
permits  them  to  take  their 
tremendous  powers  of  of- 
fense and  defense  to  any 
part  of  the  threatened  line  in 
much  quicker  time  than  can 
the  battle-ship. 

Armored  cruisers  are  less 
powerful  than  battle-cruis- 
ers. They  have  not  such  powerful  guns  or  armor 
as  the  latter;  neither  can  they  steam  as  fast.  The 
United  States  has  many  fine  specimens  of  the 
armored  cruiser  afloat.  They  usually  mount  a 
large  number  of  8-,  9-,  or  lo-inch  guns,  with  a 
secondary  battery  of  4-,  5-,  or  6-inch  guns,  be- 
sides the  usual  number  of  machine-  and  rapid-fire 
guns.  Their  armor-belt  is  sometimes  as  thick  as 
that  of  the  battle-cruiser,  but  they  cannot  steam 
at  the  tremendous  speed  of  the  latter  class  of  ship. 

The  Briti.sh  Good  Hope  and  Monmouth,  sunk 
by  the  Germans  off  the  coast  of  Chili  in  Novem- 
ber, were  armored  cruisers ;  so  were  the  two 
German  ships  Schiirnhorst  and  Gneisenan,  sent 
to  the  bottom  by  Admiral  Stnrdee's  battle-cruisers 
in  December  last  off  the  Falkland  Islands.  Their 
batteries  of  eight  8-inch  guns  were  almost  power- 
less before  the  mighty  salvo  of  the  12-inch  guns, 
while  the  speed  of  the  RritLsh  battle-cruisers  en- 
abled them  to  overhaul  the  Germans  and  force 


■%. 


^^SiXti^rf-'r^^^'-S^.  -r^ 


TUB   U.    S.    PROTECTF.D    CKUISF.R    CllAKI  , 


armored  belt  outside,  which  of  course  is  a  much 
lighter  defense  than  that  of  the  armored  cruiser. 

The  main  object  of  war-ship  designers,  when 
dealing  with  armor,  is  to  protect  what  is  called 
"the  vitals"  of  the  ship  — to  so  shield  the  craft 
that  its  engines,  its  buoyancy,  and  its  steaming 
qualities  shall  not  be  endangered.  For  this  pur- 
pose, in  armored  ships  they  rely  on  a  belt,  sup- 
jilementing  that  by  interior  defenses,  such  as  an 
armored  deck,  the  arrangement  of  coal-bunkers, 
etc.  In  the  protected  class  of  ships  the  belt  is 
dispensed  with  altogether,  and  the  stability  of 
the  vessel  is  assured  by  an  armored  deck  curved 
over  the  sides,  by  the  disposition  of  the  bunkers, 
etc.  The  gun  positions,  too,  in  armored  ships  are 
heavily  encased,  while  on  the  ])rotcctcd  class  this 
defense  is  lighter,  usually  coi\sistiug  of  shields 
instead  of  turrets. 

The  United  States  is  well  supplied  with  pro- 
tected cruisers.     You  will  usually  be  able  to  dis- 
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THE  DESTROVFR  SHOOTS  ALONG  WITH  THE  VELOCITY 
OF  AN  EXPRESS-TRAIN.' 
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tinguish  them  by  remembering  that  medium-sized 
cities  give  their  names  to  them.  In  fact,  in  this 
connection  it  is  quite  useful  to  remember  that,  as 
a  rule,  in  the  United  States  Xavy  the  battle-ships 
and  large  armored  cruisers  are  named  after 
States;  that  sometimes  the  largest  cities  give 
their  names  to  armored  cruisers,  while  the  smaller 
cruisers  are  named,  as  we  have  said,  after  less 


The  light  cruiser  is  unarmored.  It  possesses  no 
belt,  no  armored  deck,  but  relies  only  on  its  steel 
walls  to  keep  out  the  shells  of  its  foe.  It  is  fast, 
and  light  of  draft,  enabling  it  to  penetrate  into 
shallow  waters,  to  reconnoiter,  to  chase  and  to 
bring  to  action  the  ""destroyers"  of  its  enemy. 
It  is  a  "'scout'"  ship;  it  forms  a  "fringe"  around 
the  advancing  fleet  of  heavier  vessels,  and  guards 


DESTROYERS    MAKING   A    "SMOKE-SCREEN    "    TO    HIDE    BATTLE-SHIPS    FROM 
SUBMARINES,  OR   TO   CONCEAL  THEIR    OWN    ATTACK. 
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important  cities;  that  the  names  of  our  illustri- 
ous men  are  given  to  torpedo-boats,  while  sub- 
marines are  distinguished  by  letters  and  num- 
bers. A  little  observation  in  this  respect  will 
quickly  give  one  a  line  on  the  class  of  United 
States  ships,  and  when  one  reads  that  "The  U.SS. 
Arkansas  has  called  at  Malta."  he  will  at  once 
understand  that  an  American  first-class  battle- 
ship is  touching  at  the  Mediterranean  port;  or 
when  he  notes  the  cabled  news  that  "U.S.S. 
Nashville  is  coaling  at  Hong-Kong,"  he  will  un- 
derstand that  a  United  States  protected  cruiser 
is  replenishing  her  bunkers  at  the  far  eastern 
port. 

The  probable  future  for  the  protected  cruiser 
is  that  it  will  increase  in  size  and  speed;  that  it 
will  be  merged  into  the  present  armored  cruiser; 
and  that  in  company  with  the  latter  it  will  be 
eventually  absorbed  by  the  great  battle-cruiser. 


them  against  destroyer,  torpedo-boat,  or  subma- 
rine attack ;  it  sometimes  acts  as  "mother"  or 
"jjarent  '  to  the  latter  class  of  boats. 

The  duties  demanded  of  the  light  cruiser  are 
heavy.  This  may  seem  to  be  a  contradictor)' 
statement,  but  is  a  fact.  The  eyes  of  its  crew 
must  ever  be  "peeled"  —  watching,  waiting  and 
alert,  for  the  first  sign  of  danger ;  ready  to  rush 
in  and  succor  its  dependent  destroyers,  torpedo- 
boats,  or  submarines,  or  equally  ready  to  charge 
in  and  annihilate  the  same  vessels  of  its  enemy 
by  the  fire  of  its  4-  and  6-inch  guns.  Sometimes 
it  is  given  to  one  of  these  ships  to  carve  for 
itself  an  immortal  name,  as  in  the  case  of  the 
derman  Hiiuieii.  which  by  its  adroitness  man- 
aged to  elude  its  enemy  for  so  long  a  period, 
doing,  in  the  meantime,  incalculable  damage  to 
the  shipiiing  of  its  country's  foes,  until  finally 
brought  to  book  by  H.M.S.  Sidney. 
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PART   OF   A    SMOKK-SCKICKN    MADE    BY    TWO    DESTROVF.KS.  *-^ 

A  smoke-screen,  well  under  way.  which  runs  for  a  liundred  miles,  and  is  made  from  the  heavy  smoke  caused  by  the  oil  burners.  1  his  smoke 
hangs  over  the  water  for  many  hours,  which  enables  the  Destroyers  to  make  attacks  without  being  seen  by  the  enemy.  They  have  done  rernark- 
able  work  off  Narragansett  Bay  within  the  last  few  months,  demonstrating  this  particular  phaseof  warfare,  which  has  proven  that  they  can  either 
attack  or  defend  a  Battle-ship  Fleet  by  "  blanketing  "  the  fleet  in  case  of  defense  or  screening  themselves  w  hile  attacking.  Every  one  of  our  sub- 
marines has  been  disabled  by  these  Destroyers,  and  this  battle-practice  has  proved  them  to  be  the  most  useful  boats  in  our  Navy,  as  they  are 
able  to  cross  the  ocean  many  times,  being  four  hundred  tons  larger  than  our  former  Destroyers. 


The  United  States  has  many  vessels  of  this 
class.  As  in  the  case  of  nearly  all  kinds  of  naval 
craft,  there  is  a  constant  change  in  its  size, 
power,  and  speed,  and  it  is  quite  possible  that, 
in  the  future,  the  destroyer  and  the  light  cruiser 
may  be  merged  into  one  fast,  powerful,  hard- 
hitting light  ship. 

Destroyers.  In  these  vessels  the  romance  of 
the  service,  perhaps  with  the  possible  exception 
of  the  submarine,  reaches  its  greatest  intensity. 
If  one  has  ever  seen  one  in  manoeuvers  or  in 
action,  it  is  a  sight  he  will  never  forget.  It 
shoots  along  with  the  velocity  of  an  e.xpress- 
train,  its  bows  cased-in  for  one  third  of  its 
length,  protecting  the  craft  from  "taking  it 
green,"  or  from  the  drenching  spray  whirled  up 
as  the  boat  tears  along;  each  slender  mast,  with 
its  little  bit  of  bunting  standing  out  like  a  painted 
tin  flag  in  the  fierce  onrush;  its  three  or  four 
funnels  belching  volumes  of  dense  smoke,  occa- 
sionally streaked  by  a  red  flame ;  its  long,  low- 
lying  rail  aft  almost  awash,  and  behind  it  a 
maelstrom  of  seething,  roaring  foam.  Forward, 
behind  its  thin  shield,  is  the  long,  inquiring  bar- 
rel of   its  3-  or  4-inch  gun,  and,  on   the  bridge 


above,  the  figure  of  its  youthful  officer,  clinging 
to  the  spidery  superstructure,  peering  with  in- 
tense eyes  through  his  glasses  into  the  wild  waste 
of  gray  waters  beyond. 

The  destroyer  was  designed  some  years  ago  to 
])rey  upon  the  torpedo-boat  —  hence  its  name, 
"torpedo-boat  destroyer,"  now  shortened  to  "de- 
stroyer." It  was  designed  and  built  to  be  faster 
than  the  torpedo-boat,  so  that  it  might  overhaul 
and  sink  the  pest  of  the  sea  with  its  hail  of  4- 
inch  shells.  It  has  grown  in  size  until  now  it 
has  reached  a  displacement  of  between  two  and 
three  thousand  tons;  frequently  carries  three  and 
even  four  4-inch  guns ;  can  steam  at  forty  miles 
and  more  per  hour,  and  keep  the  sea  for  long 
periods. 

It  can  readily  overhaul  and  shoot  to  bits  the 
torpedo-boat,  and  by  reason  of  its  great  speed  it 
is  able  to  avoid  the  deadly  submarine ;  in  fact, 
several  instances  are  on  record  in  the  present 
war  where  it  has  even  charged  down  and  sunk 
the  slinker  of  the  sea.  The  destroyer  was  ex- 
pected to  do  much  in  the  present  war.  and  it  has 
fully  lived  up  to  expectations.  It  is  gratifying 
for  us  to  know  that  our  Government  possesses  a 
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large   number   of   these   dashing,   daring  knights 
of  the  sea. 

The  day  of  the  small  torpedo-boat  in  the  navy 
would  appear  to  be  almost  over.     By  reason  of 
its  smaller  displacement  it  cannot  compete  either 
in  speed,   power,  or  sea-keeping  ability  with  its 
enemy,  the  destroyer.     It  is  still  being  built  and 
will  continue  to  be  built  for  some  years,  but  ap- 
parently  its   only  usefulness 
will  lie   in  the   fact  that,  by 
reason  of  its  lesser  draft,  it 
can  enter  shoal  waters  from 
which    the    destroyer    is    de- 
barred, or  it  may  act  as  con- 
voy, and  do  duty  on  patrol 
and  scout  work,  although  for 
all   these   the   destroyer   ap- 
pears to  be  better  fitted.     In 
all    probability    the    torpedo- 
boat  will  grow  to  the  size  of 
the  destroyer,  and  the  latter 
will    increase    until    its    dis- 
placement is  little  below  that 
of  the  present  scout-cruiser. 

The  exploits  of  the  siib- 
mariitc  have  been  so  her- 
alded that  its  fame  is  now 
widely  sung.  Sir  Percy 
Scott,  the  great  British  naval 
tactician  and  expert,  long 
ago  predicted  that  the  sub- 
marine would  come  into  its 
own,  and  to  a  great  extent 
his  prophecy  has  been  veri- 


\  1.    IHt  ^l  KFACE  OF  THE  \V.\TER. 


knell  of  the  great  battle-ship  and  battle- 
cruiser.  Until  the  submarine  shall  be  capable  of 
keeping  the  sea  for  long  periods,  the  command 
of  the  ocean  will  still  rest,  as  it  does  to-day,  with 
that  power  whose  capital  ships  can  stay  there  in 
fair  or  foul  weather,  and  which  can  meet  and 
fight  successfully  their  opponent's  capital  ships, 
or  prevent  them  from  venturing  forth. 


SIBM.\KINE    E-2    RISING    FROM    THE    WATF.R   AFTEK 

BEING    SlBMERGEn    l8    HOURS. 

I'he  projections  (which  can  be  withdrawn)  are  for  keeping  the  vessel  on  an  even  keel  under 

water,  and  for  use  in  ascending  or  descending. 


fied.  The  Germans  have 
indeed  wrought  havoc  with  their  daringly  han-  Xo  case  is  yet  on  record  of  any  submarine  tor- 
died  under-water  craft,  but  a  careful  analysis  pedoing  a  ship  moving  at  any  great  speed.  All 
of  the  situation  brings  out  the  conclusions  that  the  disasters  to  the  British  navy  have  occurred 
the  submarine  has  not  by  any  means  rung  the  while  its  ships  were  either  stationary  or  moving 
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slowly :  and  again,  it  should  be  pointed  ont  that 
nearly  all  these  disasters  have  happened  to  more 
or  less  antiquated  vessels,  for  with  the  exception  of 
H.M.S.  Aiuiiicioiis.  concerning  which  we  have  no 
authentic  information,  almost 
all  the  torpedoed  British 
ships  were  of  the  older 
classes.  In  the  opinion  of  a 
great  number  of  well-in- 
formed naval  students,  ves- 
sels moving  at  good  speed 
and  protected  by  a  multi- 
plicity of  rapid-fire  guns  are 
still  practically  immune  from 
successful  under-water  at- 
tack. Indeed,  if  this  were 
not  so,  the  British  navy  would 
not  at  the  present  time  hold 
the  command  of  the  sea  that 
it  does.  The  war-ships  of 
this  navy  still  go  and  come 
where  they  will  upon  the 
ocean :  they  still  have  prac- 
tically the  complete  command 
of  the  sea.  Not  without  dis- 
asters, to  be  sure,  but  war 
cannot  be  undertaken  with- 
out risks  and  some  disasters. 
It  is  the  main  object  attained 
or  lost  that  constitutes  the 
victor  or  the  defeated,  and 
the  assertion  that  Great 
Britain  rules  the  waves  to- 
day even  more  completely 
than  she  did  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  war  will 
not  be  denied  by  any  close 
follower  of  the  great  naval 
operations. 

It  is  possible  that  the 
value  of  the  submarine  in 
the  future  will  be  greatly  in- 
creased by  means  of  the 
"hovering"  system  —  that 
mother-ships  may  be  con- 
structed in  which  the  sub- 
marine may  be  carried  to  the 

scene  of  operations,  and  then  liberated  for  the 
discharge  of  its  deadly  work.  Indeed,  such 
.ships  are  stated  to  be  already  in  existence:  but 
granting  this,  a  mother-ship  "hovering"  a  sub- 
marine could  be  hunted  down  by  a  powerful 
battle-cruiser,  escorted  by  destroyers  which  would 
seek  out  and  annihilate  the  released  submarine, 
while  the  mother-ship  fell  before  the  great  guns 
of  the  battle-cruiser.  Apparently,  the  value  of 
the  under-water  craft  will  depend  for  a  long  time 


upon  its  remaining  comparatively  close  to  its 
home  port,  to  which,  after  destroying  its  victim, 
it  can  return  again  quickly. 

Speed  is  the  great  protection  of  the  great  bat- 
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tie-ships  and  cruisers:  and  so  long  as  they  can 
steam  fast  and  keep  moving,  the  danger  from 
submarines  is  not  nearly  so  great  as  it  is  popu- 
larly supposed  to  be. 

The  submarine  in  its  present  state  has  three 
great,  almost  disastrous,  deficiencies,  viz.:  lack  of 
radius  of  action :  its  slow  speed ;  and  its  inability 
to  strike  without  frequently  coming  to  the  sur- 
face for  observations.  The  capital  ships  still 
hold  "the  command  of  the  sea." 
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A  SHEPHERD  LAD 
OF  TUSCANY--^ 

K^thcrttie'  D-Cather      ^ 


J^  G 1  OTTO  S      TOWER. 


April  had  come,  bringing  flower  and  bird  weather  to 

the  sweet  Italian  land  of  Tuscany,- and  even  along  the 

A])ennine  slopes,  where  the  blossom  carpet  was  not 

so  heavy  as  in  the  simny  lowlands,  buttercups  and  wild 

daffodils  made  golden  rugs  lieneath  the  ilex-trees.    They 

stretched  away  in  shining  patches  to  the  vine-draped  Fie- 

sole  hills,  from  which  other  rugs  of  gayer  bloom  and  richer 

verdure  sloped  down  to  the  silver  Arno.     Blue  skies  above, 

bird  song  and  blossom  breath  sweetening  the  air,  it  was  surely 

a  time  for  merrymaking  and  joyous  words.     Yet  two  boys  in 

charge  of  a  flock  on  the  hills  above  \'espignano  looked  at  each 

other  with  e.xcited  faces,  and  the  older  one  spoke  so  angrily  to 

his  companion  that  the  lad  winced  as  if  struck. 

"You  have  so  little  courage  that  even  if  you  go,  you  won't 
amount  to  anything.  So  stay  here,  because  you  're  not  brave 
enough  to  try  the  world !" 

The  dark  eyes  of  the  younger  were  wide  with  hurt  surprise. 
■'Do  you  mean  that  you  think  me  a  coward,   Pasquali  ?"  he 
asked,  his  sensitive  lips  quivering  as  if  it  required  an  effort  to 
keep  back  the  tears. 

Pasquali  shrugged  his  shoulders.  He  was  fond  of  Giotto,  and 
had  not  meant  to  grieve  him,  yet  he  felt  provoked  because  he 
did  not  agree  to  his  plan. 

"Xot  e.xactly  that,"  he  replied  more  gently.  "But  can't  you 
see  that,  as  long  as  we  stay  here  in  \'espignano,  we  must  go 
on  herding  sheep,  while  yonder  in  the  city  there  is  a  chance 
of  becoming  rich?" 

And  as  he  spoke  he  pointed  down  to  where  Florence 
lay  in  her  valley  beside  the  Arno,  all  white  and  gold  against 
the  blue  of  the  Lucca  mountains,  like  a  bit  of  fairy-land. 

"It  is  beautiful  there,  Giotto,"  he  urged;  "with  marble 
palaces  instead  of  peasant  huts,  and  the  people  wear  fine 
clothes,  and  are  hap])y.     Come  along,  and  be  something 
bigger  than  a  shcjiherd." 

For   a   minute,    Giotto's  face  was  afire  with  anticipa- 
tion.    He  knew  that  Cimabue,  the  greatest  of   Italian 
painters,  would  come  soon  to  decorate  the  casteilo,  and 
that  the  count  was  sending  men  to  the  city  next  day  to 
be  his  escort.    For  weeks,  Pasquali  had  been  urging  him 
to  run  away  and  join  the  cavalcade  beyond  Fiesole,  from 
which  point   they  could  travel   along  together,  and,  as 
""*"  members  of  the  noble's  train,  gain  admission  to  Flor- 
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ence,  which  would  not  be  possible  for  two  boys 
alone.  Pasquali  had  a  golden  flow  of  words, 
and  so  dazzling  was  his  picture  of  the  luxurious 
life  they  might  lead  there,  that  Giotto  was  al- 
most persuaded.  But  it  was  only  for  a  minute. 
Then    he    shook    his   head,    and    answered :    "No, 

Father  needs  me  here.     Be-  

sides,  I  have  no  money,  and 
even  if  it  does  seem  cow- 
ardly, I  am  afraid  to  go  to 
the  city  without  even  a  lira." 

Pasquali  laughed,  not 
pleasantly  but  with  a  sneer, 
as  if  to  mock  the  fears  of  his 
companion.  He  was  two 
years  older,  and  so  large  and 
strong  that  he  looked  like 
a  man.  Little  he  hesitated 
about  leaving  Vespignano, 
and  was  so  confident  of  his 
ability  to  make  his  way  any- 
where that  he  pressed  his 
timid  friend  with  promises 
to  look  out  for  him. 

"You  can  send  money 
home  to  your  father,  and  even 
if  it  is  a  little  hard  at  first, 
anything  will  be  better  than 
this  lonely  life  of  herding." 

But  as  Giotto  looked  at  the 
white-fleeced  sheep  around 
him,  and  then  at  the  village 
below,  he  thought  differ- 
ently. He  saw  his  grand- 
father, too  old  to  follow  a 
herd  now,  laughing  with 
some  of  the  children,  as  if 
all  the  world  were  glad,  and 
his  sister  Teresa,  dark-eyed 
and  graceful,  go  singing  into 
the  hut  where  his  grand- 
mother sat  spinning.  Just 
beyond,  white-haired  Ar- 
mando, bent  and  feeble  too. 
hobbled  along  on  his  stick, 
beckoning     and     smiling     to  'iii,  pi.inui. 

those    who    hailed     him     as 

he  passed,  while  gay  yoinig  Serafino,  who  had 
broken  a  leg  a  fortnight  before  while  rescuing  a 
Iamb  from  a  precipice,  was  taking  the  sun  and 
trying  to  gain  strength  to  go  back  to  his  flock. 
Shepherd  folk  all  were  they,  and  there  were  no 
merrier  hearts  in  Tuscany.  So  if  those  could  be 
happy  who  had  never  seen  the  city  except  as 
they  looked  down  on  its  gleaming  towers  from 
the  hills  where  they  pastured  their  flocks,  it  did 
n't    seem   a   bad   life   after   all.      The    ile.x-tuftcd 


slopes  that  Pasquali  was  so  eager  to  leave  were 
home  to  Giotto.  He  was  horn  in  a  hut  below, 
and,  as  far  back  as  his  memory  went,  could  look 
out  of  its  northern  window  on  the  Apennines. 
And  there  had  always  been  the  nnisic  of  the 
Mugone    stream,    now    yellow    and    nuiddy,    now 
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shimmering  like  a  silver  ribbon  flung  down  from 
the  peaks,  as  it  hurried  away  to  join  the  .Arno. 
Pasquali  was  an  orphan,  and  had  lived  in  many 
places,  one  of  which  was  as  dear  as  another. 
But  to  the  boy  who  had  never  been  beyond  the 
grazing  lands,  there  was  only  one  home  spot, 
and  that  was  in  Vespignano.  Why,  then,  should 
he  leave  it  for  a  place  where  he  would  be  friend- 
less and  might  perhaps  have  to  go  hungry?  And 
that  question  he  put  to  Pasquali. 


32 


A  SHEPHERD  LAD  OF  TUSCANY 


[Nov., 


"Besides,"  lie  continued,  "herding  does  n't 
seem  so  dreadful.  I  love  my  sheep,  and  often 
when  the  hours  seem  long  I  make  pictures  in  the 
sand.    Then  I  forget  that  I  am  lonely." 

Pasquali  sneered.  "Stay  on  and  be  a  shepherd 
if  you  think  the  life  so  fine.  But  look  out  that 
the  count  never  catches  you  drawing  when  you 
are  out  with  the  sheep,  for  he  will  tell  your  fa- 
ther, and  then  there  will  be  trouble.  But  I  mean 
to  be  a  great  man,  and  do  something  finer  than 
follow  a  flock." 

.And  he  strode  away  before  Giotto  coubl  tell 
him  that  once,  when  he  was  drawing,  the  count 
had  come  by,  and,  instead  of  making  trouble,  had 
seemed  much  interested. 

Pasquali  kept  his  word  and  weht  away  that 
night,  and,  in  tlie  days  tliat  followed,  Giotto 
wondered  nuich  about  him,  hoping  he  would  be 
successful  in  the  city.  Of  course  no  word  came 
back,  for  at  that  time  letters  had  to  go  by  courier, 
wliich  cost  so  much  that  only  the  rich  sent  mes- 
sages, while  the  poor  had  to  be  satisfied  with 
wondering  and  hoping.  He  did  not  doubt  that 
the  lad  would  lie  able  to  make  his  way,  for  he 
was  so  big  and  strong  that  of  course  people 
would  give  him  work,  and  Giotto  even  planned 
for  the  time  when  he  might  appeal  to  him. 

"When  I  am  older  and  can  earn  more,"  he 
mused,  "I  will  go  and  ask  Pasquali  to  help  me 
find  work;  for,  if  I  send  a  few  lire  home  each 
week,  it  will  not  be  hard  for  Father." 

For  little  did  he  dream  that  a  time  would  come 
when  he  would  not  need  Pasquali's  aid,  and  that 
Florence  would  be  as  proud  of  him  as  of  her 
most  illustrious  prince. 

Several  days  later,  as  he  ate  his  lunch  on  the 
hillside,  he  heard  the  blare  of  trumpets  announc- 
ing the  arrival  of  Cimabue  the  painter,  and  saw 
the  train  go  up  to  the  castle  gate.  The  splen- 
didly groomed  horses  held  their  plumed  heads 
high,  while  gold  and  silver  mountings  on  saddle 
and  bridle  made  them  seem  like  fairy  steeds. 
Banners  and  pennants  floated,  and  brighter  even 
than  the  scarlet  coats  of  the  attendants  was  the 
artist's  crimson  mantle;  and,  as  the  solitary  lad 
watched  the  gorgeous  cavalcade  go  into  the  court- 
yard and  out  of  sight,  he  thought  that  to  be  a 
painter  must  be  better  than  to  be  a  prinfe.  Then, 
taking  up  a  piece  of  slate  he  had  found  that 
morning,  he  began  making  pictures  of  bis  sheep. 

Everything  else  went  out  of  his  mind.  He  for- 
got that  he  was  a  peasant  and  lived  in  a  poor 
hut,  forgot  everything  in  his  love  of  sketching, 
and,  as  soon  as  one  picture  was  finished,  he 
rubbed  it  out  and  made  another.  Sometimes  a 
lamb  came  up,  caressing  him  with  its  velvet  nose, 
or  a  soft-eved  ewe  lav  down  at  his  feet.     But  he 


did  not  know  it.  Nor  did  he  hear  hoofs  advan- 
cing from  behind,  or  see  two  riders  alight  from 
their  mounts.  He  was  still  lost  in  his  drawing 
when  a  voice  said,  "This  is  the  shepherd  lad  of 
whom  I  told  you,  the  one  who  makes  pictures  in 
the  sand." 

Giotto  jumped  in  alarm.  He  knew  it  was  the 
count  who  spoke,  and  feared  that  he  would  be 
angry  because  he  had  not  greeted  him  as  the 
low-born  should  those  of  rank.  But  the  noble- 
man was  not  displeased,  for  he  thought  of  some- 
thing finer  than  social  di.stinction,  and,  taking 
the  slate  from  the  weather-browned  hand,  he 
gave  it  to  his  companion. 

"See,  Cimabue !"  he  said.  "This  is  how  he 
passes  his  lonely  hours." 

Giotto  caught  the  name  and  it  thrilled  him. 
Cimabue !  The  king  of  Italian  painters !  He 
would  laugh  at  such  poor  sketching. 

"Oh,  sire,  it  is  not  worth  looking  at !"  he  ex- 
claimed. "I  did  it  just  to  keep  from  being  lonely." 

But  Giovanni  Cimabue  did  look  at  the  slate, 
and,  as  he  examined  it,  spoke  some  words  to  the 
count  that  the  boy  did  not  understand.  Then  he 
asked,  "Would  you  like  to  be  a  painter?" 

"A  painter  !"  Giotto  repeated.  "Oh,  yes,  sire. 
But  that  is  impossible,  for' Father  is  poor,  and  I 
must  tend  sheep." 

"Opportunities  come  to  those  who  deserve 
them,"  the  great  man  replied,  "and  there  is  some- 
thing for  you  beside  a  shepherd's  life." 

Then  the  two  rode  away,  and,  as  they  went, 
Giotto  wondered  what  Cimabue  meant.  But  he 
had  not  very  long  to  wonder,  for  that  same  night 
they  came  to  the  peasant  hut  to  ask  that  he  might 
study  painting.  The  decorations  at  the  castle 
would  require  some  weeks,  and  when  the  artist 
returned  to  Florence  he  would  take  the  lad  into 
his  workshop.  At  first  it  seemed  impossible  that 
such  a  lovely  thing  could  come  to  a  herd  boy, 
but  when  his  father  gave  his  word,  and  thanked 
both  count  and  painter,  he  wondered  what  Pas- 
quali would  think,  Pasquali.  who  bad  taunted  him 
with  being  too  much  of  a  coward  to  try  his  for- 
tune in  the  city. 

(iiotto  did  not  lead  his  sheep  to  the  slopes  next 
day,  nor  any  day  thereafter.  But  all  through  the 
golden  summer,  when  around  Fiesole  were  bil- 
lows of  many-colored  bloom,  and  his  own  hills  of 
N'espignano  were  painted  with  orange  and  russet, 
he  worked  with  Cimabue  at  the  castle.  Every 
morning,  when  the  sunrise  tints  still  hung  like 
flaming  poppies  along  the  peaks,  he  went  from  the 
hut  in  the  village,  and  he  came  back  again  at 
night  to  dream  of  his  brushes  and  colors.  The 
count  let  one  of  his  own  shepherds  tend  the  Bon- 
done  flock,  so  his  studies  brought  no  hardship  to 
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liis  people,  and,  as  all  the  villagers  loved  him,' so 
all  were  glad  that  he  was  to  be  a  painter. 

Meanwhile,  in  fair  Florence,  Pasquali  was 
learning  that  the  city  is  a  monster  waiting  to  de- 
vour those  who  approach  her  friendless  and 
empty-handed.      Day   after   day   he   tramped   the 
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THEN    GIOTTO    WF.N'T    TO    THE    CITY. 


Streets  from  one  shop  to  another,  and  up  to 
doors  of  great  houses  wdiere  many  servants  were 
employed,  looking  for  work,  and  always  he  was 
met  with  the  question,  "What  can  you  do?" 

"In  \'espignano  I  was  a  shepherd,"  he  would 
reply.     "But  the  life  was  dull,  so  I  came  away." 

"Better  go  back,"  those  disposed  to  be  kind 
would  say.  "The  city  is  no  place  for  country 
lads."  While  others  drove  him  away  w  ith  .Tngry 
words. 


For  weeks  he  slept  under  the  sky  and  ate  the 
bread  of  charity.  Then,  sick  and  discouraged,  he 
started  back  to  Vespignano. 

Giotto,  on  his  way  home  from  the  castle  one 
evening,  saw  the  weary,  foot-sore  lad  go  toward 
the  hut  that  had  once  been  his  home,  and  won- 
dered if  it  could  be  Pasquali, 
who  had  been  so  eager  to 
get  away.  Hunger  had  made 
hollows  in  his  cheeks,  and 
only  the  soft,  dark  eyes,  and 
the  hair  curling  about  the 
brow  in  the  old  way  made 
him  sure  it  was  his  friend. 
"Pasquali  mio."  he  called, 
falling  into  the  tender  speech 
of  the  old  shepherd  days. 
"Why  are  you  back?  Did  n't 
you  like  the  city?" 

"The  city !"  the  boy  re- 
peated in  horror.  "It  is  a 
lilack  hole  of  misery  to  those 
without  money.  It  were  bet- 
ter had  I  stayed  here  with 
the  sheep,  because  now  per- 
haps I  cannot  get  any  sheep 
to  tend." 

Giotto  forgot  that  the  boy 
had  scorned  him  for  not  be- 
ing brave  enough  to  try  the 
world.  He  thought  only  that 
his  friend  was  troubled, 
and  that  he  wanted  to  help 
him. 

"I  am  sure  you  can,"  he 
comforted.  "Come  home 
with  me  to-night,  and  to- 
morrow I  will  ask  the  count 
to  give  you  work." 

So  the  two  went  together 
to  the  hut,  where  the  shep- 
herd   fare   seemed   good    in- 
deed to  the  discouraged  lad ; 
and  the  next  day,  although  he 
had    all    the    help    he    really 
needed,  the  count  pitied  the 
runaway  and  took  him  back. 
The  frosts  came,  and  the  chestnut-trees  on  the 
slopes  wore  coats  of  bronze.     The  walls  of  the 
castello    had   been   beautified   until    nothing   was 
left  to  be  done,  and  the  painter  prepared  to  leave 
\  espignano.     Then  Giotto  went  to  the  city,  the 
same  Florence  in  which  Pasquali  had  -urged  him 
to  seek  his  fortune  in  the  spring.     But  he  did  not 
steal  away  like  a  thief  in  the  night.     He  went  in- 
stead as  one  who  departs  with   honor.     All  the 
shepherds  of  the  valley  met  to  say  good-by,  and 
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the  count  himself,  and  Cimabue,  the  painter,  rode 
beside  him.  No  knight  faring  forth  to  conquest 
ever  rode  with  higher  hopes  in  his  breast,  and 
few  have  gone  to  greater  honors.  Hard  work 
awaited  him  in  the  studio  of  the  master,  for 
Cimabue  was  an  exacting  teacher,  and  knew 
that,  no  matter  how  gifted,  one  does  not  excel 
except  by  painstaking,  persistent  effort  of  both 
hand  and  brain.  But  he  was  an  appreciative 
teacher  as  well,  and  nothing  pleased  him  as  much 
as  some  new  evidence  of  genius  in  the  boy  in 
whom  he  had  such  great  faith. 

Once  he  went  away  from  the  workshop,  leav- 
ing Giotto  busy  there.  The  boy  kept  to  his  paint- 
ing for  a  while,  then,  stopping  to  look  at  the  half- 
finished  work  of  his  master,  a  mischievous  idea 
possessed  him.  Seizing  a  brush,  he  painted  a  fly 
on  the  nose  of  the  figure  on  tiie  canvas,  and  so 
lifelike  was  his  portrayal,  that,  when  Cimabue 
returned,  he  tried  to  brush  it  away  with  his  hand, 
before  he  discovered  the  trick  his  pupil  had 
played  on  him.  Vet  he  was  not  angry,  for  it 
was  but  another  proof  that  the  boy  kept  his  eyes 
open  and  studied  everj'thing  around  him,  with- 
out doing  which  no  one  can  hope  to  be  a  painter. 

Years  passed,  and  Florence  became  a  fairer 
and  more  glorious  city  because  a  peasant  lad  from 
the  northern  hills  had  taken  up  his  abode  there. 


He  became  an  architect  as  well  as  a  painter,  and, 
whenever  a  new  palace  was  to  be  builded  or  an 
old  one  needed  beautifying,  it  was  Giotto  who 
was  chosen  for  the  work,  because  no  one  in  Italj' 
wrought  such  wonders  as  he.  The  lords  of  the 
land  called  him  from  one  city  to  another.  Naples, 
Pisa,  Ravenna,  Assisi,  and  even  imperial  Rome, 
clamored  for  a  show  of  his  genius ;  and,  when- 
ever he  gave  his  time  to  a  piece  of  work,  it  was 
as  if  a  fairy  hand  had  touched  it. 

But  in  P'iorence  his  heart  seemed  to  rest,  and 
there  he  put  forth  his  noblest  effort.  Those  who 
followed  strove  to  make  their  work  as  fine  as  his, 
so  the  city  of  the  Arno  came  to  be  a  place  of 
wonderful  achievement. 

The  story  of  its  loveliness  has  spread  to  every 
land,  and  to-day  it  is  the  treasure-house  of  Italy, 
possessing  an  un,told  wealth  of  art  and  some  of 
the  noblest  buildings  in  the  world,  the  most  won- 
derful among  them  having  been  glorified  by  the 
hand  of  Giotto. 

"Giotto's  Campanile,"  men  still  call  the  match- 
less bell-tower  that  rises  beside  the  Duomo.  But 
of  the  thousands  who  go  there  to  see  it,  only  a 
few  know  that  he  who  planned  and  partly  built 
it  was  once  a  shepherd  whom  Cimabue  found 
drawing  on  a  piece  of  slate  as  he  tended  his 
flocks  on  the  hills  of  Tuscanv. 
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THE  SAPPHIRE  SIGNET 

OR,  THE   LASS   OF   RICHMOND    HILL 
BY  AUGUSTA  HUIELL  SEAMAN 

Auilior  of  "  Tlie  Boarded-up  House" 


Chapter  I 

THE  HOUSE  IN  CHARLTON  STREET 

It  was  five  o'clock  and  a  very  dull,  dark  after- 
noon in  Charlton  Street.  One  by  one  the  lights 
had  twinkled  out  in  all  the  little  two-story-and- 
donner-windowed  houses  on  the  block,  —  in  all  but 
one.  The  parlor  windows  of  this  house  were  still 
unlit,  but  behind  the  flower-box  in  one  of  them  a 
hand  could  be  seen  moving  aside  the  white  cur- 
tains at  frequent  intervals  and  a  dim  face  peering 
anxiously  into  the  dusk. 

At  ten  minutes  past  five  precisely,  two  trim 
girl-figures  turned  the  corner  of  \'arick  Street, 
hurried  down  the  block,  raced  to  the  steps  of  this 
same  house,  and  waved  frantically  at  the  dark 
windows.  An  answering  wave  saluted  them  from 
between  the  parted  curtains.  At  the  same  mo- 
ment lights  twinkled  out  from  the  windows,  and 
a  quick  hand  pulled  down  the  shades  with  a  jerk, 
shutting  out  the  dim  street  for  the  night.  But 
back  of  the  drawn  shades  a  small  figure  in  an 
invalid-chair  held  out  welcoming  arms  to  the  girls 
who  had  just  entered. 

"My !  How  long  you  were  !  I  thought  you  'd 
never  get  here  to-day.  And  it  's  been  so  dark 
and  dismal  all  the  afternoon,  too !"  The  two 
girls,  who  were  plainly  twins,  knelt  down,  one  on 
each  side  of  the  invalid-chair. 

■'We  were  an  age,  I  know,  Margaret  dear,"  be- 
gan Bess,  "but  there  was  a  good  reason.  It  's 
quite  exciting,— all  about  the  new  girl  !" 

"Yes,  you  can  never  guess  what,  either !" 
echoed  Jess,  winding  one  of  Margaret's  dark 
curls  around  her  finger. 

"Oh,  tell  me  — quick!"  The  child's  big,  beauti- 
ful gray  eyes  fairly  sparkled  with  eagerness,  and 
a  faint  flush  tinted  her  delicate  face.  "Is  it  that 
queer  girl  you  told  me  about,  who  only  came  into 
the  class  a  few  days  ago?" 

"That  's  the  one,— but  let  's  get  our  things  off 
first  and  see  if  Sarah  made  any  cookies  to-day. 
We  're  starving  !" 

A  huge  woman  who  had  been  moving  about 
the  room  lighting  gas-jets,  pulling  down  shades, 
and  straightening  the  furniture,  now  broke  into 
the  conversation:  "Ye  kin  save  yerselves  the 
trouble!  I  ain't  made  no  cookies  this  day— an' 
me  wid  all  that  wash  !     What  d'  ye  think  1  be  ?" 


"Go  'long,  Sarah  !"  laughed  Bess.  "You  know 
there  's  probably  a  whole  jarful  in  the  pantry, 
and  we  don't  care  whether  you  made  them  to-day 
or  a  week  ago.    They  're  always  dandy  !" 

Sarah  gave  a  chuckle  that  shook  her  huge 
frame,  and  tucked  a  light  shawl  lovingly  about 
the  knees  of  the  girl  in  the  chair. 

"Ye  '11  have  a  hard  time  findin'  any !"  she 
warned,  as  the  two  ran  off.  "Won't  they,  Margie, 
macushla  ?" 

In  five  minutes  the  twins  were  back,  each  with 
a  massive  chunk  of  chocolate  layer-cake  in  her 
hand  and  a  mouth  full  of  the  same. 

"You  told  the  truth,  Sarah,  for  once  !  There 
were  n't  any  cookies,  but  this  is  heaps  better  !" 

"If  ye  get  any  crumbs  on  me  floor,"  threatened 
Sarah,  ominously,  "ye  '11  have  no  more  cake  of 
any  kind,  the  week  out!"  And  she  departed 
downstairs  in  great  (pretended)  displeasure. 

"Now  for  it !  Tell  me  right  away,"  demanded 
Margaret.     "I  'm  so  impatient  to  hear  !" 

"Well,"  began  Bess,  in  muffled  tones,  strug- 
gling to  swallow  a  large  mouthful  of  cake,  "you 
remember  we  told  you  about  that  nice  girl  who 
came  into  our  section  three  days  ago,  but  who 
seemed  so  offish  and  queer  and  quiet.  She  's  al- 
ways staring  out  of  the  window  as  if  she  were 
dreaming.  And  when  she  is  n't  studying,  she  "s 
reading  some  book  the  whole  time.  And  she 
hardly  ever  talks  to  a  soul.  Jess  and  I  thought 
she  must  feel  rather  lonesome  and  strange.  You 
know  it  is  rather  hard  to  come  into  the  first  year 
of  High  School  more  than  a  month  after  every- 
thing 's  started,  and  every  one  else  has  got  ac- 
quainted, and  try  to  pick  up  !  I  think  one  must 
feel  so  awfully  out  of  it ! 

"So  Jess  and  I  decided  we  'd  ask  her  to  eat 
lunch  with  us  to-day.  She  always  eats  by  her- 
self, and  yesterday  she  did  n't  eat  at  all,— just 
read  a  book  the  whole  time !  I  went  up  to  her 
at  lunch-period  and  said,—" 

"What  's  her  name?"  interrupted  Margaret. 

"Corinne  Cameron,  — is  n't  it  a  dandy  name? 
Corinne  !  It  has  such  a  distinguished  sound!  — 
Well,  she  was  reading,  as  usual,  and  looked  up 
at  me  sort  of  dazed  and  far-away  when  I  asked 
Iier  if  she  'd  care  to  eat  with  us.  But  she  seemed 
very  glad  to  do  it  and  came  right  over.  We  had 
a   very  interesting  talk,   and  she  asked  us  right 
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away  to  call  her  'Corinne,'  instead  of  'Miss  Cam- 
eron,' as  tliey  do  in  High  School.  She  said  it 
made  her  feel  about  a  hundred  miles  away  from 
every  one  to  be  called  'Miss.'  So  of  course  we 
asked  her  to  call  us  'Elisabeth'  and  'Jessica.'  " 

"But  why  did  n't  you  tell  her  just  'Bess'  and 
'Jess'?"  interrupted  Margaret  again.  "That  's  so 
much  more  natural." 

"\\  ell,  you  see,  'Corinne'  sounds  so  sort  of  dis- 
tinguished and— and  dignified  !  And  somehow 
our  names  don't.  They  just  seem  ordinary  and 
—and  so  like  small  children.  And  at  least  'Elisa- 
beth' and  'Jessica'  seem  more  — grown-up  !" 

"What  does  she  look  like  ?"  questioned  Mar- 
garet, going  off  on  another  tack. 

"Oh,  she  's,  well,  sort  of  distinguished-looking, 
too— like  her  name.  She  's  tall  and  slim  and  has 
very  dark  brown  wavy  hair,  and  big,  dark  eyes, 
almost  black,  and  the  prettiest  straight  nose,— 
not  a  little  siiiib  like  ours  (I  don't  mean  yours, 
Margaret!  That  's  all  right!).  But  she  always 
acts  as  though  her  thoughts  were  about  a  thou- 
sand miles  away.  She  talked  about  books  mostly, 
and  asked  us  if  we  did  n't  just  love  to  read.  And 
when  we  said  no,  not  so  awfully,  she  seemed  so 
astonished.  I  said  we  'd  rather  play  basket-ball, 
and  she  laughed  and  said  we  could  n't  play  that 
all  the  time,  and  what  did  we  do  with  our  spare 
moments.  I  told  her  we  did  n't  have  many,  be- 
cause, at  home  here,  we  were  always  bu.sy  amus- 
ing you  or  helping  Sarah,  when  we  were  n't 
studying. 

"Then  she  asked  about  you,  Margaret,  and  was 
so  interested  when  we  told  her  about  your  poor 
back,  and  how  you  could  n't  move  around  much 
or  go  to  school,  but  studied  with  us  and  knew 
just  as  much  as  we  did  — and  more,  because  you 
read  a  great  deal,  too,  even  though  you  are  only 
thirteen  and  we  're  fifteen.    And  she  said: 

"  'That  's  perfectly  fine  !'  Well,  we  were  talk- 
ing so  hard  that  we  scarcely  noticed  lunch-period 
was  over,  and  we  had  n't  said  half  that  we  wanted 
to.     She  promised  to  eat  with  us  every  day. 

"This  afternoon  we  decided  not  to  stay  for 
basket-ball  in  the  gym,  because  Jess's  finger  hurts 
so  much  where  she  cut  it  last  night.  .So  we 
left  at  half-past  two  (which  we  hardly  ever 
do),  and  who  should  start  to  walk  over  our  way 
but  Corinne,  and  she  was  delighted  that  we  could 
go  part  of  the  way  together.  She  lives  in  the 
Ten  F.vck,  that  swell  new  apartment  in  West 
Twelfth  Street." 

"The  Ten  Eyck !"  exclaimed  Margaret,  in  a 
tone  of  hushed  awe.  "Gracious !  she  must  be 
very  wealthy,  then  !" 

"Wait  till  you  hear  !"  murmured  Jess,  paren- 
theticallv,  and  Bess  went  on: 


"She  told  us  they  'd  just  moved  there  because 
her  father,  who  is  n't  in  very  good  health,  has  to 
■live  near  his  business.  He  's  in  a  big  steamship 
company  on  West  Street.  And  until  now  they  've 
always  lived  in  an  apartment  on  Madison  Avenue 
near  Central  Park.  They  just  moved  down  here 
a  week  ago.  Her  mother  is  dead,  and  an  aunt, 
her  father's  sister,  lives  with  them. 

"By  this  time  we  had  reached  the  Ten  Eyck, 
and  what  do  you  think!— she  asked  us  to  come 
in  and  chat  awhile,  because  she  was  all  alone. 
Her  aunt  was  out  at  some  club.  Of  course  we 
went  in,  and  my!  but  it  was  splendiferous,  espe- 
cially going  up  to  the  eighth  floor  in  a  big  ele- 
vator !  Their  rooms  are  sort  of  built  all  around 
a  central  hall.  It  's  different  from  any  apart- 
ment we  were  ever  in.  Corinne  took  us  to  her 
room,  which  was  about  as  large  as  this  parlor, 
and  had  the  cutest  low  bookcases  all  around  the 
walls  and  lovely  cushioned  seats  in  the  windows. 
And  we  sat  there  and  talked  a  long  time. 

"But  here  's  another  queer  thing  about  her. 
While  we  were  talking  about  school  and  our 
studies,  and  how  hard  the  geometry  seemed,  she 
suddenly  showed  us  an  old  book  that  was  lying 
on  her  table.  — it  was  a  very  old.  battered-up  look- 
ing book  with  brown  stains  on  the  leaves,  and  one 
cover  half  hangmg  -jft,  and  the  queerest  old- 
fashioned  pictures,  — and  she  asked  us  whether 
we  'd  like  to  look  at  it.  She  said  it  was  her  chief 
treasure  just  now.  It  was  called  'X'alentine's 
Manual,  Volume  II,'  and  seemed  to  be  all  about 
New  York  City  in  very  early  times.  She  said 
her  father  had  picked  it  up  at  an  auction-sale 
of  some  one's  library,  and  had  given  it  to  her  for 
her  birthday. 

"I  did  n't  say  much,  for  somehow  I  thought  it 
was  an  awfully  queer  thing  to  get  for  your  birth- 
day—an old,  dilapidated,  uninteresting  book  like 
that !  And  then  I  guess  she  saw  that  we  were 
surprised,  for  she  said: 

"  'Don't  you  love  old  things?' 

"I  just  hail  to  laugh.  — it  all  seemed  so  queer! 
.\nd  I  said,  no.  I  preferred  them  brand-new.  And 
then  she  said : 

■■  'Well,  perhaps  every  one  docs  n't  feel  the 
same  as  I  do:  for  Father  says  I  ni  a  born  anti- 
quarian, just  as  he  is !'  We  could  n't  say  a  word, 
either  of  us,  for  actually,  we  don't  know  what 
'antiquarian'  means  !  She  went  out  of  the  room 
just  after  that  and  brought  back  some  lemonade 
and  little  sweet  crackers.  Then  we  had  to  leave, 
for  it  was  getting  late,  and  we  knew  you  'd  be 
watching  for  us."  Here  Bess  ended  her  recital 
and  Margaret  instantly  exclaimed: 

"Get  the  dictionary  — quick !  I  want  to  see 
what  'antiquarian'  means!" 
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"That  's  just  like  you  !"  commented  Jess,  as 
she  hauled  a  big  Webster's  Lhiabridged  out  of 
the  bookcase.  "You  're  a  lot  like  Corinne,  too.  I 
think  you  two  would  get  on  beautifully  together. 
Here  it  is : 

"  'Antiquarian,  — one  who  is  addicted  to  the 
study  of  antiquities;  an  admirer  of  antiquity.' 
And  'antiquities'  are  old  things,  of  course.  Well, 
what  she  sees  to  admire  in  'em  beats  me  !  Any- 
how, she  's  an  awfully  nice  girl,— sort  of  unusual, 
you  know,— and  I  'm  glad  we  made  her  acquaint- 
ance. Bess  and  I  were  saying  on  the  way  home 
that  it  's  kind  of  like  an  adventure  to  meet  un- 
usual people — "  Jess  broke  off  suddenly,  at  the 
sound  of  a  latch-key  in  the  front  door,  and  they 
all  exclaimed : 

"There  "s  Mother!     Is  n't  she  early  to-night!" 

A  pleasant-voiced  woman  called  out  to  them 
cheerily,  and  a  moment  later  entered  the  room. 
Mrs.  Bronson's  face,  which  singularly  resembled 
her  youngest  daughter's,  had  once  been  very 
pretty,  but  now  showed  many  traces  of  an.xious 
care.  Her  expression  was  of  one  who  was  con- 
stantly thinking  over  worrisome  matters.  But  at 
the  sight  of  the  trio  her  face  lit  up,  the  lines 
smoothed  away  temporarily,  and  ten  years 
seemed  magically  to  drop  from  her  as  she  sat 
down  in  the  group,  questioning  them  about  the 
affairs  of  their  day. 

After  a  few  moments  the  twins  went  off  down- 
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stairs  to  help  Sarah  with  the  dinner,  and  Mar- 
garet was  left  to  her  coveted  half-hour  alone 
w'ith  her  mother. 

"Oh,  Plummy,"  she  sighed,  snuggling  her  head 
on  Mrs.  Bronson's  shoulder,  "this  is  lovely !  You 
don't  often  get  home  so  early.  But  I  appreciate 
it  specially,  because  I  feel  sort  of  blue  and  no- 
'count  to-night." 

"Is  that  so,  dear?"  exclaimed  her  mother,  some 
of  the  anxious  lines  returning  to  her  face.  "Is 
the  pain  worse?     What  has  happened  to-day?" 

"No,  it  is  n't  my  back,"  Margaret  almost 
sobbed,  "It  's  just  that  nothing  has  happened— 
to  me — to-day;  nothing  ever  docs  happen  I  I  just 
sit  here  all  day  long,  waiting  for  'something  to 
turn  up,'  like  Dickens'  Mr.  Micaivbcr,  and  noth- 
ing ever  does  turn  up  !  The  twins  go  out  and 
meet  nice  people  and  have  pleasant  things  hap- 
pen, but  there  's  nothing  like  that  for  me.  Oh, 
I  want  some  adventures — just  one  nice,  big, 
beautiful  adventure  would  do— some  delightful, 
unexpected  surprise!  I  'd  be  content  if  I  could 
have  just  one!"  It  was  very  unusual  for  Mar- 
garet to  make  the  slightest  complaint,  and  it  was 
well  now  that  her  head  was  on  her  mother's 
shoulder,  and  that  she  did  not  see  the  sudden 
pain  in  Mrs.  Bronson's  face. 
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"Dearie,  I  know  !"  her  mother  said.  "It  's  dull 
enough  for  you,  sitting  here  day  after  day.  But 
we  're  all  doing  the  best  we  can  to  make  you 
happy.  After  all.  you  never  can  tell  what  s 
going  to  happen.  Just  keep  on  hoping  for  sotne- 
thing  interesting  to  'turn  up,'  and  I  "m  sure  some- 
time it  will.  Things  occasionally  happen  in  the 
most  une.xpected  way  !  Even  Mr.  Micazvbcr  had 
something  pleasant  'turn  up'  after  a  while,  if  you 
remember." 

Margaret  snuggled  her  head  closer.  "You  're 
a  dear.  Mummy  !  You  do  cheer  me  up  so  !  I  feel 
better  already,  and  I  "m  going  to  hope  harder 
than  ever  that  something  nice  and  interesting- 
some  real  adi'entnrc — will  turn  up  sometime, 
perhaps  soon!" 

Ch.\pter  II 

SOMETHING   TURNS   UP 

And  the  unexpected  happened  sooner,  much 
sooner,  than  Margaret  would  even  have  dared 
to  dream.  Something  did  "turn  up"  !  But  like 
many  adventures,  it  came  clothed  in  the  guise  of 
quite  an  ordinary,  every-day  affair,  and  there  was 
little  about  its  beginning  to  suggest  the  remotest 
idea  of  anything  startling.  To  be  exact,  it  was 
simply  that  about  a  week  after  the  beginning  of 
their  acquaintance  the  twins  came  home  one  day 
with  the  announcement  that  their  new  friend, 
Corinne,  had  expressed  a  decided  wish  to  call 
and  make  Margaret's  acquaintance,  and  that 
they  had  invited  her  for  the  following  day.  M 
first  Margaret  had  protested  strongly : 

''Oh  no,  girls  !  I  can't  see  her.  You  know  I 
never  see  any  strangers  !  It  's  awfully  nice  of 
her.  But  — but  I  would  n't  know  what  to  say  to 
any  one  I  did  n't  know  very  well.  Do  thank  her 
for  me,  but  —  " 

"Xonsense!"  cried  Bess,  decidedly.  "It  '11  do 
you  good  to  see  some  one  beside  just  ourselves. 
Mother  thinks  so  too.  And  you  '11  like  her,  I 
know.  I  could  n't  tell  her  she  must  n't  come, 
anyway!  It  would  n't  be  polite!"  And  that 
clinched  the  argument. 

In  reality,  it  had  seemed  quite  wonderful  to 
Margaret  that  this  interesting  new  friend  of  her 
sisters  could  possibly  care  to  become  acquainted 
with  her,  and  she  felt  grateful  for  the  pleasant 
attention.  But  with  the  unconquerable  shyness 
of  a  .secluded  invalid  she  shrank  from  the  meet- 
ing, all  her  longing  for  something  new  and  excit- 
ing to  hajjpen  being  temjjorarily  forgotten.  And 
then  the  day  arrived, 

"Ye  '11  be  after  havin'  company,  this  after- 
noon, Margie  mavourneen,  so  I  suppose  ye  'II  be 
wantin'  a  little  snack  about  half-past  four?" 
Sarah  had  just  wheeled  Margaret  into  the  front 


parlor  by  the  window,  raised  the  shades  a  trifle, 
and  tucked  her  idol  securely  and  cozily  into  her 
chair. 

"Oh,  yes.  Sarah  I  Do  have  hot  chocolate  and 
those  lovely  drop-cakes  you  made  this  morning!" 

"Who  's  the  gur-rl  that  's  comin',  anyway? 
Shure  it  's  a  strange  thing  for  you  to  be  seein' 
any  one !  "  Sarah  exclaimed  jealously  as  she 
turned  to  leave  the  room. 

"Oh,  some  one  named  Corinne  Cameron.  She 
's  a  nice  girl.  The  twins  like  her."  replied  Mar- 
garet, with  assumed  indifi'erence.  Not  for  worlds 
would  she  have  allowed  Sarah  to  read  her  real 
feelings  on  the  subject. 

"Huh  !"  was  Sarah's  only  reply  as  she  handed 
Margaret  her  book  and  lumbered  heavily  down- 
stairs to  the  kitchen,  while  the  invalid  settled 
herself  to  wait  for  the  arrival  of  her  twin  sisters 
and  their  "queer"  new  friend.  It  was  only  two 
o'clock  and  she  could  n't  possibly  expect  them  be- 
fore three  or  a  quarter  past.  The  time  loomed 
long  and  interminable  before  her.  First  she 
tried  to  read,  but  even  the  beloved  "Little  Wo- 
men" failed  to  interest  her.  So  she  rested  her 
elbow  on  the  arm  of  her  chair,  and.  chin  in  hand, 
stared  out  of  the  window  across  the  street  at  a 
squat  little  dormer-windowed  house  directly  op- 
posite. 

\\'ould  she  really,  she  wondered,  like  the  girl 
who  was  coming  that  day?  The  occasion  was 
certainly  an  unusual  one  in  her  uneventful  life, 
for  she  saw,  as  a  rule,  almost  no  one  outside  of 
her  own  family,  except  the  doctor.  From  the  time 
she  was  a  small  baby  she  had  suffered  with  an 
affection  of  the  spine,  and  the  physicians  could 
hold  out  no  hope  that  she  would  ever  be  anything 
but  an  invalid.  Ever  since  she  had  grown  too 
large  to  be  carried  about,  she  had  spent  her  wak- 
ing hours  in  this  invalid-chair. 

Of  the  outside  world  she  saw  little  save  the 
view  from  the  parlor  windows,  and  what  passed 
before  her  each  sunny  day  during  the  short  hour 
that  Sarah  pushed  her  in  her  chair  up  and  down 
the  block.  But  Margaret  was  singularly  loving 
and  sweet-tempered,  and  most  of  the  time  suc- 
cessfully hid  the  pain  and  weariness  she  suf- 
fered, both  in  body  and  mind.  Few  realized,  ex- 
cept the  faithful  Sarah,  what  bodily  misery  she 
often  endured;  and  none  could  appreciate  the  un- 
conquerable shyness  that  kept  her  from  all  com- 
panionship with  girls  of  her  own  age.  excepting 
(hat  of  her  sisters. 

Margaret  envied  nothing  more  lieartilv  than 
the  ability  to  join  in  the  athletic  sports  of  the 
robust  twins.  She  yearned  above  all  things  to 
play  basket-ball  and  wield  a  tennis-racket.  And 
because  such  things  were  to  be  forever  impossible 
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to  her,  she  felt  that  she  could  be  of  no  earthly 
interest  to  her  sisters'  equally  athletic  comrades, 
so  she  shyly  refused  to  meet  any  of  them.     But 
this  new  girl   was  obviously   "different."     Mar- 
garet   felt   that   perhaps   she    would   understand, 
that  they  would  find  much  of  common  interest  to 
talk    about.      For    Margaret, 
too,  loved  books,  — loved  them 
with    the    passionate   delight 
that  only  confirmed  invalids 
can     feel     for     the     printed  * 

magic  that  takes  them  out  of 
themselves  and  makes  them 
forget  their  bodily  ills.  She 
read  voraciously  everything 
that  came  her  way.  Beside 
that,    she   had   long   ago    in-  ! 

sisted  on  studying  with  the 
twins.  She  kept  pace  with 
them  through  all  their  school 
work  and  often  outstripped 
them  in  the  quickness  of  her 
comprehension.  And  the 
twins  were  immensely  proud 
of  her  attainments. 

The  home  life  of  the 
Bronsons  was  a  pleasant  one, 
but  rather  different  in  many 
ways  from  that  of  ordinary 
families.  Their  father  had 
died  when  Margaret  was  a 
baby.  Their  mother  was  the 
busy,  worried,  overworked 
director  of  a  large  French 
dressmaking  establishment 
on  Fifth  Avenue.  By  her 
earnings  .she  supported  her 
family  in  moderate  comfort 
and  maintained  the  little 
house  in  Charlton  Street, 
which  had  always  been  their 
home.  She  went  away  to 
business  early  every  morn- 
ing, and  often  did  not  arrive 
home  till  late  in  the  evening, 
especially  in  the  "rush"  sea- 
sons. Thus  she  saw  little  of  • 
her  children  except  on  Sundays,  and  then  she- 
was  usually  too  tired  to  enjoy  their  company, 
though  she  loved  them  devotedly. 

It  was  big,  loyal  Sarah  McKinstry  who  really 
ran  and  directed  the  household.  She  had  lived 
with  the  family  ever  since  Mrs.  Bronson  had 
come  to  the  Charlton  Street  house,  a  bride,  and 
considered  it  her  own.  Little,  frail,  ailing  Mar- 
garet she  adored  with  a  passionate  and  jealous 
devotion.     Margaret  never  teased  her,  as  did  the 


twins,  and  many  a  weary  night  had  she  spent  sit- 
ting up  with  the  little  suft'erer  when  the  pain  was 
worse  than  usual.  Her  sharp  tongue  she  used 
on  the  others  unsparingly,  but  never  on  the  deli- 
cate child  in  the  invalid-chair.  Nevertheless,  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  she  was  really  devoted  to  them 
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all.  .And  though  they,  [jorhaps,  never  expressed 
it  in  quite  that  way,  they  knew  that  the  heart  of 
Sarah  McKinstry  was  as  a  precious  jewel  in  a 
setting  of  cast-iron. 

-So  on  this  sunny  afternoon  sat  Margaret  in  her 
window,  wondering  much  about  the  coming  visit, 
—  wondering  for  the  hundredth  time  if  she  would 
really  like  this  queer  Corinne  Cameron,  and  — 
which  was  even  more  important  — would  she  be 
liked  in  return. 
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The  clock  on  the  mantel  chimed  three,  and 
Margaret  began  to  crane  her  neck  in  order  to  see 
as  far  down  the  street  as  possible.  They  would 
come  from  the  Varick  Street  end  of  the  block, 
she  knew,  because  they  always  walked  down  that 
way,  in  preference  to  the  shorter  but  not  so 
pleasant  route  through  Macdougal  Street. 

At  three-fifteen  precisely  they  swung  into  view. 
The  twins,  who  looked  very  much  alike,  were 
walking  one  on  each  side  of  a  tall  girl,  who 
topped  them  by  almost  a  head.  Margaret  gave  a 
little  gasp  and  leaned  far  out  of  her  chair.  In 
one  swift  glance  she  scanned  the  new  acquaint- 
ance, as  the  three  came  abreast  of  the  house. 

"Oh,  I  'm  going  to  like  her— surely .'"  she 
whispered,  as  she  waved  in  answer  to  the  triple 
salute.  Then  she  drew  back  suddenly  behind  the 
curtains  in  a  new  access  of  shyness,  now  that 
the  encounter  was  really  so  close. 

But  if  Margaret  had  any  lingering  doubts  on 
the  subject,  they  were  quickly  dispelled  in  the 
first  half-hour  with  the  "queer"  girl.  Corinne 
broke  the  ice  at  once  after  her  introduction  to 
the  little  invalid. 

"What  a  dear,  fascinating  house  you  live  in  !" 
she  began,  gazing  about  the  parlor  with  her 
dreamy,  far-away  look.  "That  carved  marble 
mantel  is  just  fine,  and  so  are  the  pillars  between 
the  rooms,  and  all  this  white  paneling." 

The  twins  stared  at  each  other  and  then  at 
Margaret. 

"Mercy!  Do  yon  think  so?"  cried  Bess. 
"Why,  we  've  always  thought  it  the  horridest, 
old-fashioned  place—" 

"That  's  just  what  I  mean,"  interrupted  Co- 
rinne. "It  is  old-fashioned,  and  that  's  why  it  "s 
so  delightful !" 

"Oh.  we  forgot  that  you  like  old  things !" 
laughed  Bess.  "Well,  this  is  just  a  little,  old. 
shabby  rookery,  and  not  a  single  interesting  thing 
about  it.  You  don't  know  how  we  've  longed  to 
•move  into  a  lovely  new  apartment  — like  the  one 
you  live  in,  for  instance,  — and  have  all  the  up-to- 
date  fixings  and  everything." 

"Well,  I  'd  give  a  lot  to  change  with  you  !" 
replied  Corinne.  "I /;a/r  apartments  !  I  've  lived 
in  one  all  my  life,  and  I  've  always  just  dreamed 
of  living  in  a  dear  old  house  like  this  that  was 
built  fifty  or  a  hundred  years  ago.  Think  of  all 
the  things  that  must  have  happened  in  it.  and  all 
the  history  it  's  seen!  — Nobody  ever  heard  of 
anything  historical  about  an  apartment-house  !" 

Margaret,  who  had  n't  said  a  word  all  this 
time,  leaned  forward  now  with  sliining  eyes  and 
demanded : 

"But  — Corinne— "  (she  hesitated  just  a  little 
over   the   unaccustomed    name)    "what   can   vou 


possibly  see  about  this  place  that  's  interesting? 
We  've  always  thought  it  just  as  ordinary  as— as 
ordinary  could  be,  — when  we  've  thought  about  it 
at  all !  "     And  now  Corinne  was  in  her  element. 

"Why.  think  of  it!"  she  exclaimed.  "Think 
what  stories  there  must  be  about  this  house— or 
any  old  house  !  Think  what  strange  things  may 
have  happened  in  it !  Think  what  history  it  's 
seen  !  Think  what  mysteries  there  may  be  about 
it  — if  we  only  knew  them!  Just  imagine  what 
scenes  people  may  have  looked  at  out  of  those 
darling  little  dormer-windows,  or  what  famous 
generals  may  have  leaned  against  this  white-pil- 
lared mantel  and  talked  of  their  battles,  or  what 
traitors  may  have  sat  in  this  parlor  and  laid 
plots,  or  what  secret  letters  may  be  hidden  behind 
the  woodwork  in  that  funny  little  eater-cornered 
closet  over  there,  or  —  " 

She  stopped  suddenly  from  sheer  lack  of 
breath.  Her  three  listeners  were  staring  at  her 
spellbound.  Even  the  less  impressionable  twins 
\\  ere  devouring  her  words  in  wide-eyed  wonder. 

As  for  Margaret,  she  was  tingling  to  her  fin- 
ger-tips with  a  strange  excitement.  A  whole 
new  vista  of  wonderful  things  had  suddenly  been 
opened  to  her.  She  looked  about  on  what  she 
had  always  considered  her  perfectly  ordinary, 
commonplace  home,  and  her  very  scalp  prickled 
to  think  of  the  many-sided  mysteries  its  walls 
might  contain.  .She  felt  a  sudden  wild  desire  to 
get  to  the  eater-cornered  closet  Corinne  had 
mentioned  (though  she  knew  it  contained  noth- 
ing more  exciting  than  Sarah's  dusters  and  some 
dilapidated  books),  rip  out  its  white  woodwork 
and  search  frantically  for  hidden  documents. 
Instead,  she  leaned  back  in  her  chair  with  a  long 
sigh,  and  remarked : 

"Well,  you  are  a  wonder,  Corinne!  You  've 
given  me  something  new  to  think  of.  From  now 
on,  this  house  will  always  be  as  interesting  to 
me  as  a  story  !" 

Corinne  nodded,  but  only  said,  "I  know  !  " 

Suddenly  Jess  sat  up  with  a  start  and  ex- 
claimed : 

"Oh,  by  the  way,  Corinne,  as  you  're  so  inter- 
ested in  old  things,  I  wonder  if  you  'd  like  to  see 
the  spinning-wheel  we  've  got  up  in  the  attic. 
Mother  says  it  belonged  to  her  grandmother  in 
Xew  England  more  than  a  hundred  years  ago !" 

"Have  you  actually  an  attic?"  cried  Corinne, 
jovfullv.  "Oh.  do  let  me  see  it— that  is,  if  it 
won't  be  inconvenient  !  .•\ctually.  girls.  I  've 
never  been  in  a  real  attic  in  my  life!  And  I  'd 
love  to  see  the  spinning-wheel,  too." 

"Well,  come  right  along  with  me,"  said  Jess, 
"and  we  'II  see  it  while  the  daylight  lasts.  I 
suppose  it  is  n't  the  same  kind  of  an  attic  you  'd 


■  9>S] 


OR,  THE   LASS  OF  RICHMOND   HILL 


41 


find  ill  a  big  old  farm-house,  but  it  's  the  open 
space  over  the  top  floor  that  we  've  always  used 
as  an  attic  and  storeroom,  except  the  back  part, 
which  is  finished  off  into  a  room  that  Sarah  uses. 
She  's  our  maid,  — or  rather,  our  housekeeper, 
and  we  'd  better  not  let  her  catch  us  up  there, 
because  she  's  awfully  particular  how  she  keeps 
the  attic,  and  never  allows  us  to  go  up  and  dis- 
turb things." 

So  Jess  escorted  the  antique-loving  Corinne  to 
the  exploration  of  the  attic,  while  Bess  remained 
downstairs  to  keep  Margaret  company. 

"Well?"  she  questioned,  turning  to  her  younger 
sister  as  soon  as  the  others  were  out  of  ear-shot. 
.She  knew  that  no  further  explanation  of  her 
question  was  necessary. 

"Oh,  she  's  simply  wonderful  !"  exclaimed 
Margaret,  in  a  half -whisper.  "I  rather  expected 
I  'd  like  her,  but  I  never  dreamed  she  'd  be  as 
interesting  as  this.  And  she  thinks  the  same 
way  I  do  about  a  lot  of  things." 

"But  is  n't  she  queer!"  marveled  Bess.  "Ac- 
tually, on  the  way  walking  down  here  this  after- 
noon, I  thought  we  'd  never  be  able  to  drag  her 
past  some  of  the  old,  rickety  places  on  \'arick 
Street.  She  'd  stand  in  front  of  each  one  and 
rave  about  it  till  we  really  began  to  attract  the 
notice  of  people  passing.  But  she  did  n't  care  ! 
You  'd  have  thought  we  were  sight-seeing  in 
Europe  !  And  she  was  worst  of  all  in  front  of 
that  ramshackle  old  place  on  the  corner  of  Car- 
mine Street,  that  has  a  whole  piece  of  the  side 
cut  oft,  apparently,  and  the  front  door  stuck  in 
that  funny  angle.  True  as  you  live,  she  got  out 
a  blank-book  and  pencil  and  stood  there  sketch- 
ing it ! .  (  Vou  know,  she  draws  beautifully.)  Said 
she  wanted  to  show  it  to  her  father !  I  did  n't 
think  or  care  anything  about  that  kind  of  talk 
then ;  but  do  you  know,  what  she  's  said  here  this 
afternoon  actually  makes  me  feel  kind  of  inter- 
ested in  it  all !  I  seem  to  see  a  lot  in  these  old 
things  that  I  did  n't  before." 

Bess  gazed  about  the  parlor  again  with  specu- 
lative eyes,  and  added:  "Now,  that  old  cupboard 
in  the  corner,  for  instance,"  when  they  were 
both  startled  by  a  loud  crash  from  upstairs. 


"Gracious!  —  what  was  that?"  she  exclaimed, 
and  ran  out  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs  to  listen.  But 
as  there  were  no  further  alarming  noises,  she 
soon  came  back. 

"I  guess  it  was  n't  anything  serious,  but  I  hope 
nothing  's  broken  or  disturbed,  or  Sarah  'II  have 
a  fit !" 

Five  minutes  later,  Corinne  and  Jess  came 
tearing  down  the  stairs,  breathless  and  e.xcited, 
the  latter  carrying  something  in  her  hand. 

"Did  you  hear  that  bang?"  cried  Jess.  "It  was 
an  accident— I  'II  tell  you  about  it— but  we  made 
the  most  wonderful  discovery— you  can  never 
guess  what  I"  She  was  panting  for  breath  and 
stopped  short  at  this  point. 

"Tell  me  !  Tell  me  quick  !"  begged  Margaret, 
almost  wriggling  out  of  her  chair  in  her  excite- 
ment. 

"Here  it  is  !"  Corinne.  equally  breathless,  took 
up  the  tale.  "We  brought  it  down  —  "  At  this 
moment  there  came  the  sound  of  heavy,  thumping 
steps  on  the  basement  stairs,  and  Jess,  running  to 
the  bookcase,  hastily  thrust  something  far  behind 
a  row  of  books. 

"Sarah  's  coming  !"  she  warned.  "I  've  hid  it. 
She  must  n't  guess  what  we  've  been  up  to,  or 
she  'd  spoil  everything!"  She  laid  a  warning 
finger  on  her  lips  as  Sarah  tramped  massively 
into  the  parlor  bearing  a  daintily  spread  tray. 

"I  hur-rd  a  tur-rible  bangin'  jest  now  !"  she 
remarked  suspiciously  as  she  set  it  down.  Then 
turning  her  eyes  on  the  twins:  "What  might  the 
pair  of  ye  have  been  up  to?" 

"Oh  nothing,  Sarah!"  Jess  replied  sweetly.  "I 
went  up  to  the  attic  for  a  moment,  and  something 
fell  while  I  was  pulling  it  out.  But  there  was  n't 
any  damage  done,"  she  hastened  on  reassuringly, 
"and  I  put  it  right  back  !" 

"I  've  warned  ye  to  keep  out  of  that  attic  !" 
grumbled  Sarah,  arranging  the  chocolate-cups. 
"Something  always  happens  when  ye  go  there. 
From  now  on,  I  think  I  'II  be  lockin'  it  up  !" 

"My  gracious  !"  thought  Margaret,  boiling  in- 
wardly with  impatience.  "I  do  believe  this  is 
an  adz'eiitiirc,  at  last  !  Will  Sarah  ez'cr  get  out 
of  this  room  so  that  I  can  hear  all  about  it !" 


( Ti?  l>e  continued, ) 
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CONSTANTINOPLE— THE  CITY  OF 
THE  GOLDEN  HORN 

A  GEOGRAPHY   CITY  "COME  ALIVE" 
BY  LINDAMIRA  HARBESON 


Now  that  the  armies  of  Europe  are  trying  to  beat 
their  way  into  Constantinople,  this  city  becomes 
more  real  to  us  than  when  we  thought  of  it  as  a 
black  dot  in  our  geographies.  We  used  to  know 
it  as  a  point  somewhere  in  the  lower  right-hand 
corner  of  the  map,  where  Europe  is  separated 
from  Asia  by  several  annoying  little  bodies  of 
water  that  were  so  hard  for  us  to  remember.  But 
when  I  tell  you  that  I  ate  a  bag  of  peanuts  while 
going  in  a  ferry-boat  to  Constantinople  from 
Scutari,  the  little  Asiatic  village  just  opposite,  you 
will  understand  the  width  of  the  Bosporus  bet- 
ter, perhaps,  than  your  geography  can  tell  you. 

The  photographs  on  these  two  pages  present  a 
good  general  view  of  the  city  as  seen  from  the 
Galata  side ;  and  the  accompanying  map  shows 
clearly  the  divisions  of  this  ancient  and  famous 
metropolis  of  the  Ottoman  Empire.  From  the 
roof  of  the  American  College  buildings,  which 
are  on  a  hill  in  Scutari,  we  can  look  directly 
across  toward  the  mouth  of  the  Golden  Horn. 

Stamboul    is   the   old   part   of   the   city,   where 


many  different  peoples  have  dwelt— first  Greeks, 
then  Romans,  now  Turks,  and  vou  can  still  see 
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by  a  bit  of  a  house  or  an  old  wall  how  these 
people  lived.  Galata  is  where  English,  French, 
Italians,  and  Germans  carry  on  their  business 
in  Turkey,  and  where  the  big  boats  unload  their 
cargoes.  Between  Galata  and  Stamboul  is  one 
of  the  most  famous  and  most  crowded  bridges  in 
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The  Imperial  Otlomau  Bank.  The  .Mosque  ol  Suleiman  ihc  Ma 

THE    MAIN     PART    OF     THE    CITY    CALLED    STAMBOUL,    WITH     ITS    NUMEROUS    MOSQUES    AND    MINARETS. 


the  world.  Pera  is  where  most  of  the  Europeans 
live. 

Constantinople  is  indeed  like  the  fairy  city 
in  the  Arabian  Nights  to  which  the  poor  brothers 
are  whisked  away  on  a  carpet  —  a  dream  city  on 
the  edge  of  the  water— a  city  of  lavender-blue 
domes,  and  minarets  that  seem  to  reach  to  the 
sky.  We  are  just  aware  of  the  little  houses 
straggling  up  the  hill  or  dipping  their  feet  in  the 
water.  The  maze  of  houses  and  the  mosques  are 
veiled  in  a  light  blue  haze,  just  as  if  the  city,  like 
the  women,  had  to  wear  the  "yachmak,"  or  head- 
covering.  Off  beyond  is  the  glistening  .Sea  of 
Marmora,  and  near  by,  the  dazzling  blue  waters 
of  the  Bosporus  dotted  with  little  black  boats. 
The  city  stretches  on  farther  up  the  shore,  and 
just  beyond  are  the  wooded  hills.  At  the  foot 
of  one  of  them,  on  the  very  edge  of  the  water, 
is  the  long  low  white  marble  palace  of  the  sul- 
tan—Dolmah  Bagtche  it  is  called,  which  means 
"walled-in  garden." 

Everybody  who  is  young  must  love  Constan- 
tinople. It  is  so  full  of  color  and  soft  musical 
sounds  that  one  is  sure  something  unexpected  and 
wonderful  will  happen  any  moment.  Nowhere 
in  the  world,  perhaps,  can  be  seen  so  many  differ- 
ent types  of  people  as  on  Galata  Bridge.  Let  us 
pay  ten  paras  — a  little  over  one  cent  — and  go  on 
the  bridge ;  we  shall  see  and  hear  more  than  a 
dollar's  worth.  There  go  modern  Turkish  gen- 
tlemen dressed  like  our  fathers,  but  wearing  fez- 
zes  instead  of  hats.     .\  fez  is  made  of  soft  red 


felt  and  has  no  brim  ;  from  the  top  hangs  a  black 
silk  tassel.  Here  come  old-fashioned  Turkish 
gentlemen  with  bent  shoulders  and  flowing 
beards.  They  wear  soft  padded  overcoats  of 
many  colors,  and  each  is  sure  to  have  on  a 
ring  set  with  a  beautiful  stone  that  he  keeps 
turned  toward  the  inside  of  his  hand.  There  are 
some  priests  with  white  scarfs  round  their  fez- 
zes ;  here  are  others  with  green  ones,  because 
they  have  been  to  Mecca,  where  every  pious  Turk 
wants  to  go  before  he  dies.  There  are  whirling 
dervishes  in  brown  overcoats,  and  tall  brown 
hats  shaped  like  chicken  croquettes.  Did  you 
ever  hear  of  dervishes  ?  They  are  priests  who 
perform  a  peculiar  ceremony  in  their  religious 
houses.  They  take  off  their  brown  overcoats  and 
dance  in  green  or  white  costumes  that  have  full, 
pleated  skirts.  They  spin  round  and  round  on 
their  tiptoes,  accompanied  by  strange  music, 
while  the  chiefs  of  the  order  sit  cross-legged  on 
the  floor  and  watch  them. 

Then  there  may  pass  a  Tartar  pilgrim  all  in 
white  from  the  interior  of  Asiatic  Turkey,  or  a 
Persian  in  gray  with  a  Persian-lamb  fez,  or  a 
fierce  Kurd.  The  last  is  a  soldier,  and  wears  a 
brown  hood  with  a  long  end  knotted  round  his 
head.  Since  the  Balkan  War,  when  many  Kurds 
were  in  Constantinoiile  on  their  way  to  the  army, 
the  little  Turkish  girls  have  worn  the  same  sort 
of  hood  of  soft  colors  and  fabrics.  On  the  bridge, 
too,  may  be  seen  the  shrouded  Turkish  ladies, 
who  move  silently  along  like  black  ghosts.   They 
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wear  the  "tcharchaf"— the  modern  Turkish  dress 
which  includes  a  veil  over  the  face  ;  old-fashioned 
women  of  the  poorer  class  still  wear  the  soft 
white  yachmak  that  covers  the  head  but  not  the 
face.  And  then,  too,  there  are  the  Iwmals—w'M 
peasants  from  the  interior— who  do  the  fetching 
and  carrying.  They  wear  little  caps  and  bright 
sashes,  and  have  on  their  backs  a  kind  of  saddle 
on  which  they  put  anything  from  a  bag  of  flour 
to  a  piano.  They  walk  faster  than  the  rest  and 
sing  "Dustur,  dustur,"  which  means  "Get  out  of 
the  road."  If  we  are  very  lucky,  we  shall  see  a 
string  of  camels  with  their  noses  in  the  air,  and 
on  their  humps  lovely  faded  blue  and  red  saddle- 
bags. They  are  usually  led  by  a  donkey,  and  with 
them  is  a  camel-driver  of  most  fetching  appear- 
ance. The  camels  are  so  big  and  shaggy  and 
out  of  place  that  we  pinch  ourselves  to  see  if 
we  are  really  awake. 

Now  let  us  go  wandering  about  the  old  city. 
The  narrow,  silent  streets  are  paved  with  cobble- 
stones, and  lined  with  houses  that  have  never 
been  painted,  but  have  been  colored  by  the  sun, 
the  rain,  and  the  wind.  Some  of  them  are  over- 
grown with  Wisteria  vines  that  cross  from  one 
side  of  the  street  to  the  other  and  frame  the  big 
shut  front  door. 

One  fine  day  I   lifted   the  knocker  on  one  of 
these  doors  when  calling  on  a  Turkish  family  I 
knew.    The  door  was  opened  silently,  and  I  found  ■ 
myself    in    a    tiny    garden    full    of    flowers.      No 
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matter  how  small  his  house,  the  Turk  always  has 
a  bit  of  a  garden.  If  he  is  rich,  he  has  it  on  a 
hill  from  which  he  can  see  the  Bosporus.  The 
garden  I  visited  opened  from  a  bricked  hall.  We 
went  up  the  stairs  and  were  greeted  by  the  ladies 
of  the  family  more  courteously  and  gracefully 
than  I  ever  have  been  greeted  anywhere  else.  1 
wish  I  could  describe  for  you  the  Turkish  salu- 
tation. It  is  as  hard  to  acquire  as  a  foreign  ac- 
cent. As  she  bows,  a  lady  makes  a  downward 
sweep  with  her  arm,  then  raises  her  hand,  palm 
upward,  to  her  heart  and  lips.  This  means,  "I 
am  at  your  service ;  my  heart  is  yours ;  the  words 
that  I  speak  are  in  your  favor." 

I  was  taken  into  a  room  all  windows.  The 
Turk  loves  windows  as  he  loves  gardens — win- 
dows that  look  over  the  water.  AH  around  the 
room  were  bright-colored  "sedias," — low  hard 
couches,— which  are,  however,  very  comfortable 
to  sit  or  lie  upon.  In  the  middle  of  the  room  on 
a  brass  tray  was  a  big  brazier  containing  live 
coals,  on  which  the  daughter  of  the  house  soon 
made  Turkish  coffee.  Besides  gardens  and  win- 
dows, the  Turk  loves  coffee — his  own  peculiar 
kind  that  you  must  taste  some  day  along  with 
the  other  goodies.  This  is  the  way  it  was  made 
for  me :  Into  a  brass  coffee-maker,  which  looks 
like  a  pitcher  with  a  long  handle,  she  put  one 
sugar  lump  and  one  coft'ee-cupful  of  water. 
When  this  had  boiled,  she  took  one  teaspoonful  of 
finely  powdered  Turkish  coffee  from  a  china  egg 
on  the  tray  and  put  it  into  the  water.  She  let 
this  come  to  a  boil  three  times  and  then  poured 
it,  holding  the  pitcher  a  foot 
from  the  cup  so  that  there 
would  be  foam  on  the  coffee. 
I  tried  to  drink  it  in  the 
really  Turkish  way,  holding 
the  saucer  with  the  cup  to  my 
lips.  If  you  try  it,  you  will 
see  how  liarcl  it  is  to  do 
this  easily! 

A  little  sister  showed  us 
her  drawing-book,  in  which 
she  had  begun  at  the  back 
and  worked  toward  the  front. 
The  Turkish  children  recite 
their  lessons  all  together  in 
the  old-fashioned  schools,  and 
if  you  could  hear  them,  you 
would  think  that  you  had 
gone  into  Wonderland  with 
Aliee  where  "things  would  n't  come  straight." 
The  little  girls  go  to  school  in  groups,  and  with 
them  is  always  an  old  servant  who  carries  all 
their  books  on  what  looks  for  all  the  world  like  a 
small  clothes-tree.    The  bovs  go  and  come  in  two 


long  lines  attended  by  their  teacher.     They  carry 
their  own  books  and  wear  long  trousers  and  fez- 


A    BLANKET    AND    SCARF    bHOP. 

zes  exactly  like  their  fathers.  Some  of  the  tiny 
girls  carry  their  own  little  tables  and  drawing- 
boards.  In  the  gipsy  village  in  Scutari  the  chil- 
dren learn  their  lessons  by  songs  in  the  street. 
They  stand  in  a  circle  with  a  big  girl  in  the  mid- 
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die.  and  they  get  noisier  and  noisier  the  more 
interested  they  grow.  These  little  girls  wear 
"shelvars,"  which  look  like  little  trousers  gath- 
ered in  at  the  ankle.  I  tried  to  take  a  picture 
of  a  little  girl  in  an  orange-colored  pair  and  of 
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a  boy  in  a  wrapper  and  fez,  but  they  were  fright- 
ened and  ran  away  crying. 

Xow  I  must  tell  you  about  the  Turkish  shops  — 
the  really  Turkish  ones.  Most  of  them  are  about 
the  size  of  a  spider's  parlor  and  have  no  front 
wall,  so  you  see  the  wares  can  be  temptingly  dis- 
played to  the  passer-by.  You  see  in  one  of  our 
pictures  a  shop  of  all  kinds  of  blankets  and 
scarfs.  The  scarfs  are  especially  useful :  if  you 
are  a  man,  you  can  wind  one  around  vour  fez  or 


your  waist;  if  you  are  a  lady,  you  can  wear  it 
indoors  as  a  shawl,  sash,  or  scarf:  or,  if  it  is  the 
right  kind,  a  little  girl  can  wear  it  to  school 
on  her  head.  You  don't  know  which  one  to 
choose  when  they  are  tossed  down  in  front  of 
you— a  riotous  mingling  of  reds,  browns,  oranges, 
golds,  and  yellows.  Another  fascinating  shop  is 
a  bead-shop.  Most  of  them  are  together  on  the 
bead  street.  There  you  may  see  displayed  all 
kinds  of  strings  of  beads  — long  and  short,  large 
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and  small  beads,  red,  yellow,  and  blue,  of  amber, 
meerschaum,  and  olive-wood.  The  Turkish  gen- 
tlemen carry  the  short  strings,  and,  when  they 
chat,  they  play  with  the  beads,  unconsciously,  but 
always  in  the  same  way.  They  move  them  for- 
ward with  the  thumb  and  first  finger,  two  at  a 
time,  one  from  each  side  of  the  string.  When 
all  have  been  moved,  they  turn  the  string  about 
and  move  the  beads  in  the  opposite  direction. 

Then  there  is  the  rug-shop.  The  Turkish  rug- 
merchant  offers  you  tea  or  coffee  and  cigarettes, 
as  he  hopes  you  will  spend  much  money.     And 


the  hole  has  grown  larger  without  affecting  the 
size  of  the  eatable  part.  This  part  is  not  sweet 
and  is  covered  with  aniseed). 

It  would  make  your  mouth  water  if  I  should 
tell  you  of  all  the  delectable  dishes  you  might 
have  in  the  cafes  all  over  the  city.  The  Turk 
loves  to  eat,  he  loves  to  sit,  and  he  loves  to  stare 
at  his  garden,  at  his  beloved  Bosporus,  or  at 
space.  They  never  say  in  Turkey  "Where  do  you 
live?"  but  always  "Where  do  you  sit?"  In  the 
spring  and  fall  the  hills  about  Constantinople 
are   dotted   with   spots   of   color.      They   are   the 
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while  you  drink,  he  throws  down  before  you 
rugs,  rugs,  rugs,  soft,  rich,  alluring,  from  Ba- 
luchistan, Kurdistan,  Persia.  But  you,  I  am  sure, 
would  prefer  a  candy-shop.  Even  if  you  have 
tasted  our  Turkish  paste,  you  have  only  a  remote 
idea  of  how  succulent  a  goody  the  real  loiikoiinii 
is.  Then  there  is  halva,  full  of  nuts  and  all  sorts 
of  other  good  things  which  you  can  never  guess. 
It  is  sticky,  and,  when  you  bite  it,  it  nearly  pulls 
your  teeth  out.  Then  there  are  coiinibics  and 
siiiits.  both  of  which  are  cakes  which  you  must 
buy  on  a  ferry-boat  to  get  the  real  flavor.  A  man 
comes  in.  carrying  a  basket  in  one  hand  and 
waving  a  sheet  of  paper  in  the  other.  The  coura- 
hies  are  stuck  to  this  paper  and  you  pull  them  off 
yourself.  The  siiiits  are  on  a  stick  which  pro- 
trudes from  the  top  of  the  basket.  For  you  must 
know  that  a  siiiit  is  shaped  like  a  doughnut  (only 


Turkish  men  and  women  sitting  on  the  grass. 
.\nd  what  a  wonderful  view  they  look  at!  There 
they  sit  for  hours  and  hours,  usually  silent,  occa- 
sionally chatting,  sometimes  grunting  "lit,  iili, 
nil.   lilt."  in  descending  tones. 

The  chief  other  thing  a  Turk  does  in  times  of 
peace  is  to  pray.  From  the  gallery  of  a  minaret, 
the  muezzin  calls  him  to  prayer  five  times  a  day. 
Do  you  know  what  a  minaret  is?  It  is  the  tower 
of  the  Turkish  church,  or  mosque.  JMosques  built 
by  royalty  may  have  two  minarets,  others  only 
one.  They  are  slender,  very  tall,  with  a  grace- 
fully pointed  top  that  draws  the  eye  right  up  to 
the  sky.  There  is  a  Turkish  proverb  that  says, 
"Never  steal  a  minaret  unless  you  have  a  place 
to  hide  it  in."  Two  thirds  of  the  way  up,  there  is 
a  carved  gallery,  very  light  and  beautiful,  where 
the  priest  stands  and  chants  down   through  the 
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air  the  call  to  prayer,  which  in  English  prose  is 
this:  "There  is  no  God  but  Allah;  Mohammed  is 
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His  Prophet ;  let  us  go  and  pray :  let  us  go  save 
our  souls;  God  is  great;  there  is  no  God  but 
God."  A  pious  Turk  either  goes  to  the  mosque, 
or  prays  wherever  he  may  happen  to  be.  I  once 
saw  a  venturesome  soldier  praying  on  a  ferry- 
boat. Inside  the  mosques  the  cooing  of  many 
pigeons  adds  to  the  rhythmic  murmur  of  the 
prayers.     There  are   pigeons   inside  and  outside 
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of  all   the  mosques;   one,  of  which  a   picture   is 
here  shown,  is  called  the  Pigeon  Mosque. 

The    most    famous    mosque    of    all    is    Santa 
Sophia,  once  a  Christian  church  as  you  can  tell 


by  its  name,  built  by  the  Byzantine  Greeks  about 
300  A.]).  It  is  yellow,  weathered  by  time,  is  very 
big  and  on  top  of  a  hill.  Inside,  it  is  a  dark  golden- 
brown,  and  the  pigeons  flying  around  under  the 
roof  seem  to  be  far,  far  above  you.  The  rugs  on 
the  floor  are  all  on  a  slant  because  the  church 
was  built  originally  with  the  altar  toward  the 
east ;  later  the  Moslems  made  it  face  toward 
Mecca,  southeast  of  Constantinople.  No  Turk 
ever  walks  on  those  rugs  with  his  shoes  on,— he 
leaves  them  at  the  door  or  carries  them  in  his 
hand,— and  before  he  comes  in  to  pray,  he  washes 
his  feet  and  hands  at  the  fountain  outside,  no 
matter  how  cold  the  water  or  the  weather.  Foun- 
tains are  everywhere  in  Constantinople,  made  of 
white  marble  and  exquisitely  carved. 

Constantinople  has  been  famous  in  history  ever 
since  the  legend  that  Leander  died  in  swimming 
the  Hellespont,  the  old  name  of  the  Dardanelles. 
Nations  have  quarreled  over  it,  because  it  is  one 
of  the  most  wonderfully  situated  cities  in  the 
world,  and  Constantine  the  Great  made  it  the  cap- 
ital of  his  huge  empire.  You  will  study  all  that 
in  Roman  history  if  you  have  not  studied  it  al- 
ready, and  will  read  also  of  its  capture  by  the 
Turks,  under  Mohammed  the  Conqueror,  nearly 
five  hundred  years  ago. 

The  history  of  the  Ottoman  Empire  makes  the 
mo.st  exciting  fairy  tale  seem  colorless.  Perhaps 
you  never  knew  that,  when  Henry  the  Eighth  of 
England  and  Francis  the  First  of  France  were 
forming  a  mutual-admiration  society  of  their  two 
kingdoms  on  the  Field  of  the 
Cloth  of  Gold,  there  was  an- 
other king,  as  great  as  either 
of  them,  in  the  southeast  of 
Europe  carving  great  pieces 
out  of  other  countries  for  his 
empire.  This  sultan,  Sulei- 
man the  Magnificent,  was  a 
great  lawgiver.  His  reign 
was  the  height  of  Turkey's 
power.  Soon  after  its  close 
the  rest  of  Europe  became 
interested  in  Turkey,  espe- 
cially Russia  and  England. 
Recently,  German  influence 
has  been  stronger  than  any 
other  at  the  Turkish  court. 
That  is  why  Turkey  is  now 
fighting  on  the  side  of  Ger- 
many, and  why  lingland  and 
h'rance  are  trying  to  storm 
the  forts  and  escape  the  mines  in  the  water-en- 
trances to  Constantinople  and  so  open  up  a 
way  to  the  Mediterranean  for  their  great  ally, 
Russia. 
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PRINCE  HILDEBRAND  AND  HIS  SINGERS 

BY  CAROLYN   WELLS 

Illustrious  Prince  Hiklebrand,  a  youth  of  seven  summers. 

Was  waited  on  by  lackeys,  pages,  minions,  maids,  and  mummers. 

He  had  a  dozen  jeweled  crowns,— they  seemed  to  him  but  trifles.— 

He  had  a  hundred  swords  and  spears,  and  twenty-seven  rifles. 

He  had  a  castle  with  a  moat,  a  tower  that  was  haunted— 

In  fact,  this  lucky  princeling  had  'most  everything  he  wanted. 

His  tastes  were  very  musical,  and  troubadours  came  daily 

To  play  to  him  on  lutes  and  shawms,  both  plaintively  and  gaily. 

There  came  intrepid  trumpeters,  and  masterly  bell-ringers, 

And  wandering  minstrels,  strolling  bards,  and  many  minnesingers. 

Prince  Hildebrand  was  critical.     Music  of  all  descriptions 

He  loved.    But  one  note  off  the  key  would  throw  him  in  conniptions  ! 

.Ami  when  the  timid  tenors  sang,  or  bassos,  big  and  burly. 
The  little  prince  oft  flouted  them,  and  looked  morose  and  surly. 
He  said  one  had  a  nasal  twang,  and  one  was  too  staccato: 
Another  phrased  as  if  his  mouth  was  full  of  hot  tomato  ! 
And  this  one's  voice  was  hard  as  nails,  and  that  one's  high  notes  wavered; 
The  others  flatted  terribly,  or  sharped,  or  cracked,  or  quavered. 
In  short,  he  scowled  at  everv  one  who  came  to  sing  before  him. 
He  was  a  pettish  little  prince,  and  all  things  seemed  to  bore  him. 
His  ear  for  music  was  so  fine,  they  could  do  nothing  with  him  ; 
'T  was  so  acutely  sensitive  to  harmony  and  rhythm. 
He  cried,  "Off!  off!  ye  varlets  all!"    lie  hooted  in  derision, 
"I  want  a  singer  who  will  sing  with  absolute  precision  ! 
Who  strikes  the  middle  of  each  note,  without  a  false  inflection; 
^\'hose  tones  are  true,  and  clear,  and  sweet,  — in  short,  I  want  Perfection! 
Until  you  find  me  one  like  this,  you  're  banished  from  my  presence  ! 
1  w.'uil  tlu-se  popinj.iys  no  more!     do,  send  them  to  the  peasants!" 

When  his  queen  mother  heard  of  this,  she  smiled  and  left  her  spinet; 
"If  that  is  all  my  baby  wants,- be  "11  get  it  in  a  minute!" 

Straight  to  the  prince's  room  she  went,  bearing  a  potted  posy. 

Upon  a  branch  of  which  there  sat  a  bird,  quite  tame  and  cozy. 
"Your  Highness  wants  a  perfect  song?    The  singer  's  here,"  she  stated; 

The  maids  and  minions,  lireathlessly,  in  silence  watched  and  waited. 

"Sing  !"  cried  the  prince.     The  bird  poured  forth  such  trills  of  joy  and  gladness, 
Prince  Hildebrand  laughed  out  in  glee,  -all  gone  his  woe  and  sadness. 

"Oh,  Mother-Queen!    What  perfect  notes!"  exclaimed  the  little  chappie: 
And  ever  since,  Prince  Hildebrand  is  kind,  and  sweet,  and  happy. 
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THE  WATCH  TOWER 

A  Jitvina  of  Ciirnnt  Events 

BY  s.  p:.  FORMAN 

Author  of  "Advanced  Civics,  "  "A  Historv  of  the  United  States,"  etc. 


THE  GREAT  WAR 

September  brought  no  decisive  changes  in  the 
war  situation.  It  was  only  another  month  of  the 
terrible  tragedy.  The  Germans  continued  their 
advance  into  Russia,  but  the  Russians  retreated  in 
such  skilful  fashion  that  the  retreat  seemed  to 
be  made  on  schedule  time.  The  result  was  that 
the  greater  part  of  the  Russian  army  escaped. 
At  the  end  of  the  month  the  Allies  made  a  des- 
perate assault  upon  the  German  line  in  the  West. 
The  newspapers  gave  heartbreaking  accounts  of 
the  losses,  but  we  did  not  read  that  the  German 
line  was  broken.  The  line  w^as  bent,  and  at  places 
it  was  cracked,  but  in  no  place  was  it  pierced.  In 
spite  of  the  furious  onset  of  the  Allies,  the  huge 
armies  in  Flanders  and  France  remained  at  a  dead- 
lock. In  the  Dardanelles,  too,  the  Turk  continued  to 
hold  his  own.  The  Balkan  States  were  in  a  more 
feverish  condition  than  they  have  been  since  the 
outbreak  of  the  war,  but  at  the  end  of  the  month 
neither  Bulgaria  nor  Rumania  had  decided  upon 
a  course  of  action.  The  month  closed  with  a 
prospect  so  dark  and  gloomy  that  peace  was  not 
even  thought  of.  Yet  who  can  tell  ?  The  war 
came  when  nobody  expected  it,  like  a  flash  of 
lightning.  Peace  may  come  in  the  same  sudden 
manner. 


AN  INDISCREET  A:\rRASSADOR 

After  it  was  seen  that  our  troubles  with  Ger- 
many and  England  would  be  settled  in  a  satisfac- 
tory way.  there  was  quiet  at  Washington  for  a 
few  days.  But  soon  the  President  had  a  new 
problem  to  deal  with.  This  time  the  trouble  was 
with  an  indiscreet  and  interfering  ambassador. 
Dr.  Conslautine  Dinnba,  the  .Austrian  ambassa- 
dor at  Washington,  sent  to  his  home  government 


a  letter  in  which  he  stated  that  it  was  his  purpose 
to  stir  up  strife  in  our  steel  and  ammunition 
factories  where  many  Austrians  and  Hungarians 
are  employed.  If  these  subjects  of  Austria  could 
be  persuaded  to  strike,  it  was  Dumba"s  hope,  as 
expressed  in  his  letter,  that  the  work  of  the 
factories  would  be  crippled  and  the  production  of 
w-ar  materials  would  be  prevented.  Dr.  Dumba 
planned  that  this  letter  should  be  sent  to  .Vustria 
in  secret,  by  a  messenger  who  was  an  American 
citizen.  But  the  letter  did  not  reach  the  Austrian 
government;  the  bearer  of  it  while  on  his  way 
to  Vienna  was  arrested  and  a  copy  of  the  telltale 
document  was  found  upon  his  person,  ^\'hen  the 
contents  of  the  letter  became  known  to  the  public, 
there  was  much  excitement.  Newspapers  in  all 
parts  of  the  country  demanded  in  the  strongest 
kind  of  language  that  Dr.  Dumba  be  sent  out  of 
the  country  for  meddling  in  our  affairs.  This 
demand  was  quite  reasonable,  for  an  ambassador 
has  no  right  to  do  such  things  as  he  purposed  to 
do.  An  ambassador  must  attend  strictly  to  his 
official  duties,  and  surely  to  interfere  with  the 
workings  of  a  factory  is  not  an  official  duty.  Dr. 
Dumba's  offense  was  plainly  unpardonable.  The 
President  took  the  same  view  of  his  conduct  as 
was  taken  by  the  newspapers  and  the  public  gen- 
erally. He  felt  that  the  Austrian  ambassador 
had  very  seriously  violated  the  obligations  of 
his  position,  and  that  his  continued  presence 
in  .America  would  do  more  harm  than  good.  So 
Secretary  Lansing  informed  the  Austrian  gov- 
ernment that  the  government  of  the  United 
.States  had  "no  alternative  but  to  request  the 
recall  of  Mr.  Dimiba  on  account  of  his  improper 
conduct."  Dr.  Dumba  matle  a  statement  in 
which  he  defended  his  action,  but  his  defense  did 
not  change  the  decision  of  our  government :  the 
ambassador  had  to  leave  the  counlry.     In  asking 
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for  his  recall,  the  President  upheld  the  dignity  of 
our  government  and  at  the  same  time  conveyed 
to  other  ambassadors  at  \\'ashington  a  silent 
warning  that  they  must  attend  strictly  to  the 
duties  of  their  offices  and  not  attempt  to  influence 
American  affairs.  The  President  is  trying  to 
keep  the  United  States  from  interfering  with  the 
affairs  of  other  nations,  and,  as  all  fair-minded 
men  will  agree,  he  has  a  right  to  expect  that 
other  nations  shall  not  interfere  with  ours. 


THE  MEXICAN  PROBLEM 

At  the  end  of  September  the  solution  of  the 
Mexican  problem  seemed  as  far  away  as  ever. 
The  proposed  peace  meeting  of  the  Mexican  lead- 
ers—referred to  last  month  in  The  Watch 
Tower— was  not  held.  Carranza,  the  most  pow- 
erful of  the  leaders,  refused  to  attend  the  meeting 
unless  the  government  of  which  he  claims  to  be 
the  chief  was  first  recognized  as  the  lawful  gov- 
ernment of  Mexico.     The  Pan-American  repre- 


found  that  the  peace  plan  had  failed.  They  felt 
that  if  there  existed  anywhere  in  Mexico  a  gov- 
ernment that  was  strong  enough  to  preserve  law 
and  order,  such  a  government  ought  to  be  recog- 
nized and  supported.  So  they  gave  the  people  of 
Mexico  to  understand  that  if  within  a  reasonable 
time  any  government,  whether  the  Carranzan 
government  or  some  other,  would  show  that  it 
was  really  able  to  govern  Mexico,  it  would  be 
recognized  by  the  Pan-American  powers.  Inas- 
much as  the  Carranzan  government  was  the 
strongest  of  all  the  governments  that  are  claiming 
power  in  Mexico,  it  was  quite  generally  believed 
that  the  Pan-American  representatives  after  all 
were  seriously  thinking  of  recognizing  Carranza. 
This  statement,  however,  really  settled  nothing ; 
for  there  was  no  certainty  that  any  government 
would  be  able  to  show  that  it  was  fit  to  rule. 

Oddly  enough,  at  the  very  time  that  the  Pan- 
American  representatives  appeared  to  be  thinking 
of  recognizing  one  of  the  governments  in  Mex- 
ico, it  seemed  to  an  outsider  that  there  was  no 
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sentatives,  who  suggested  the  calling  of  the  peace 
meeting,  did  not  think  it  wise  to  recognize  the 
Carranzan  government.  So  the  plan  that  was  to 
give  peace  to  Mexico  failed. 

But  the  Pan-American  representatives  did  not 
lose  their  interest  in  Mexican  attairs  when  they 


such  thing  as  government  in  Mexico.  For  in 
September  the  lawlessness  of  the  Mexicans  was 
rampant,  especially  along  the  border  line  between 
Mexico  and  the  United  States.  During  the  whole 
month,  there  were  raids  by  bandits  along  the  bor- 
der, and  it  was  found  necessary  to  send  United 
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States  troops  to  the  Rio  Grande  to  guard  our 
territory  from  invasion.  Our  soldiers  were  or- 
dered to  drive  back  the  raiders,  but  were  for- 
bidden to  pursue  them  upon  Me.xican  soil. 
Assaults  were  made  by  Me.xican  troops  upon 
American  soldiers,  and  more  than  one  .American 
soldier  was  killed.  This  lawlessness  and  violence 
at  our  very  door  caused  all  .Americans  to  realize 
that  the  Me.xican  problem  is  growing  more  and 
more  serious.  How  long,  we  cannot  help  asking 
ourselves,  are  Americans  to  suffer  from  the 
anarchy  that  exists  in  Mexico?  Will  the  time 
soon  come  when  our  patience  will  be  exhausted, 
and  our  soldiers  will  be  ordered  to  march  into 
Me.xico  and  put  down  violence  ?  Every  one 
hopes  and  prays  that  the  time  will  not  come,  for 
we  do  not  want  a  long  and  bloody  war  with  a 
nation  that  numbers  15,000,000  of  people,  and  we 
shall  almost  certainly  have  such  a  war  if  once 
the  feet  of  .American  soldiers  begin  to  tread  upon 
Mexican  soil. 

BRINGING  THE  JOBLESS  MAN 
TO  THE  MAXLESS  JOB 

For  several  months  past,  the  Department  of  Labor 
at  Washington  has  been  very  busy  trying  to  find 
work  for  the  unemployed.     In  the  spring  of  1914 
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this  Department  received  from  Oklahoma,  Kan- 
sas, and  other  great  States  of  the  Middle  West, 
telegrams  saying  that  the  farmers  out  there  were 
in  great  need  of  hands  for  the  harvest  fields.  In 
response  to  these  telegrams  the  Department  un- 
dertook to  do  what  it  could  to  help  the  farmers 
secure  men  for  harvesting  the  coming  crop.  It 
sent  notices  far  and  wide  to  about  50.000  post- 
ofitices  announcing  the  needs  of  the  farmers. 
Postmasters  were  requested  to  post  the  notices  in 
a  public  iilace  so  that  all  who  were  in  search  of 
work  might  learn  where  they  could  find  it.  .\s  a 
result  of  these  notices  great  numbers  of  idle  men 
responded  to  the  call  of  the  western  farmers,  and 
it  is  estimated  that  not  less  than  "5,000  men,  who 
would  not  else  have  known  of  the  chance,  made 


their  way  to  the  wheat  belt  and  were  employed 
during  the  harvest  season.  It  is  estimated  that 
the  farmers  of  Kansas  alone  saved  at  least 
10,000,000  bushels  of  wheat  that  would  have 
rotted  in  the  ground  if  the  harvesters  had  not 
come.  The  Department  of  Labor  was  so  greatly 
encouraged  by  these  results  that  it  began  to  plan 
for  a  regular  system  of  finding  employment  for 
the  idle,  and  soon  it  was  bringing  thousands  of 
jobless  men  to  manless  jobs.  Between  February 
and  July  of  this  year  nearly  100,000  idle  men 
applied  to  the  Department  for  positions  and  about 
17,000  of  these  found  employment.  In  the  month 
of  July  alone  more  than  6000  places  were  filled. 

The  opportunity  for  L'ncle  Sam's  agents  to 
find  work  for  the  unemployed  is  almost  bound- 
less. The  Department  of  Labor,  through  the  post- 
masters and  thousands  of  other  officers  of  the 
national  government,  can  learn  where  laborers 
are  needed,  and  where  they  can  be  found,  and  it 
can  put  employers  who  want  men  in  touch  with 
men  who  are  idle.  If  the  Department  makes  the 
best  of  its  opportunities  in  this  direction,  it  will 
render  a  service  of  the  highest  possible  value. 
For  an  idle  man  searching  for  a  job  is  indeed  a 
pitiable  object.  If  a  time  of  idleness  were  a  time 
of  recuperation  and  rest,  there  would  be  a  good 
side  to  lack  of  employment.  But  enforced  idle- 
ness does  not  bring  recuperation  and  rest.  The 
idle  man  must  bestir  himself  and  find  something 
to  do,  or  starve,  and  the  search  for  labor  is  often 
more  fatiguing  than  labor  itself.  We  can  see  an 
idle  man  rising  early  in  the  morning  and  walking 
miles  to  a  distant  point  where  he  has  heard  a  job 
can  be  had.  He  walks  because  he  cannot  afford 
to  ride.  When  he  reaches  the  place  he  meets 
with  disappointment.  Then  he  tramps  to  another 
place  miles  away  only  to  meet  with  disappoint- 
ment again.  After  a  day  consumed  in  useless 
tramping  he  goes  home  exhausted  in  body  and 
depressed  in  spirit.  The  ne.xt  day  is  like  the  day 
before,  and  every  day  it  becomes  more  and  more 
difficult  to  go  home  to  his  wife  and  children 
without  anything  to  give  them.  .At  last  the  poor 
jobless  man  loses  hope  and  becomes  a  tramp. 
Thus  the  lack  of  employment  often  means  far 
more  than  simply  a  lo.ss  of  wages;  it  often  means 
a  drain  upon  the  vital  forces  that  undermines  the 
character  of  men,  and  drags  them  down  to  a  low 
condition  from  which  they  never  rise. 

BRINGING  THE  LANDLESS  MAN 
TO  THE  MANLESS  LAND 

W1111.F,  L^ncle  Sam  is  trying  to  find  jobs  for  the 
jobless,  he  is  at  the  same  time,  through  the  Recla- 
mation  Service,   making  eft'orts   to  provide  land 
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for  the  landless.  He  is  doing  this  by  irrigating 
the  arid  regions  in  the  Ear  West,  where  there  are 
millions  and  millions  of  acres  of  land  that  is 
naturally  fertile  and  capable  of  producing  a  va- 
riety of  crops,  but  is  worthless  because  rain  never 
falls  upon  it.  To  bring  water  to  these  lands  re- 
quires great  outlays  of  money  and  great  feats  of 
engineering.  Rivers  must  sometimes  be  taken 
from  their  beds  and  directed  into  other  channels; 
mountains  must  be  pierced  with  tunnels ;  hun- 
dreds of  miles  of  canals  and  ditches  must  be  dug. 
For  a  long  time  the  work  of  irrigating  the  arid 
lands  was  carried  on  chiefly  by  States  and  by 
private  companies;  but  in  recent  years  the  Na- 
tional Government  is  undertaking  to  reclaim  the 
desert.  Already  Uncle  Sam  has  completed  many 
great  irrigation  projects  and  has  reclaimed  vast 
areas  of  arid  lands.  Just  the  other  day  he  fin- 
i.shed  the  Arrowrock  Dam  built  in  connection 
with  the  Boise  irrigation  projects  in  southwestern 
Idaho.  This  is  the  highest  dam  in  the  world.  It 
rises  more  than  350  feet  from  bed-rock  to  parapet 
wall  and  it  is  more  than  1000  feet  long.  The 
cost  of  the  dam  was  about  $5,000,000,  Behind 
the  dam  is  stored  the  water  which  comes  down 


into  a  river  from  near-by  mountains  after  the 
melting  of  the  snow  and  ice.  In  the  summer  the 
gates  of  the  dam  will  be  opened  and  the  water 
will  flow  down  and  find  its  way  through  canals 
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and  ditches  to  the  lands  that  are  to  be  irrigated. 
The  water  will  cover  about  250,000  acres  of  ex- 
ceedingly rich  land  in  the  neighborhood  of  Boise. 
And  all  this  land  will  be  opened  to  settlers  on 
very  easy  tenns.     Indeed  the  settler  may  get  a 
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homestead  for  nothing,  for  it  is  pulilic  land.  Each 
settler,  however,  must  bear  his  share  in  the  cost 
of  constructing  the  irrigation  work.  But  even 
this  expense  is  not  hard  to  meet,  for  the  home- 
steader is  allowed  twenty  years  in  which  to  pay 
his  share.  So  if  a  poor  man  wishes  forty  acres  of 
the  excellent  land  which  will  be  watered  by  the 
streams  which  will  flow  from  the  Arrowrock 
Dam,  he  can  secure  it  by  paying  forty  dollars  a 
year  for  twenty  years.  Thus  by  his  irrigation 
projects  Uncle  Sam  is  bringing  men  "back  to  the 
land."  where  men  in  these  times  are  most  needed. 

CIVICS  FOR  NEWLY  MADE 
CITIZENS 

Uncle  Sam  has  recently  undertaken  another  very 
important  task.  He  is  trying  to  provide  a  way 
by  which  foreigners  who  wish  to  become  citizens 
of  the  United  States  may  first  learn  something 
about  the  rights  and  duties  of  citizenship.  In 
years  past  we  have  been  very  careless  in  the 
matter  of  naturalization,  and  have  granted  the  boon 
to  persons  ignorant  of  the  duties  they  assume. 
But  now  the  Bureau  at  Washington  which  has 
charge  of  naturalization  is  taking  care  that  can- 


didates for  citizenship  shall  be  instructed  in  the 
principles  of  our  government  before  they  receive 
their  naturalization  papers.  Agents  of  the  Bu- 
reau in  different  parts  of  the  country  get  in 
touch  with  persons  who  are  about  to  be  natural- 
ized, and  inform  them  that 
before  they  can  be  admitted  as 
citizens  they  will  be  required 
to  show  that  they  possess  an 
elementary  knowledge  of  civ- 
ics. More  than  350,000  for- 
eigners have  been  reached  by 
the  Bureau  and  have  been 
urged  to  prepare  themselves 
for  the  examination  which  is 
given  candidates  when  they 
come  before  the  court  to  be 
naturalized.  The  judges  who 
issue  the  naturalization  papers 
are  in  sympathy  with  the  work 
of  the  agents,  and  they  refuse 
to  naturalize  persons  who  are 
ignorant  of  the  leading  facts 
of  American  government.  The 
agents  do  all  thej'  can  to  help 
the  candidate  acquire  the  nec- 
essary information.  In  their 
efforts  they  are  often  assisted 
by  the  public  schools.  In  some 
of  the  larger  cities  there  have 
been  established,  in  the  even- 
ing schools,  special  classes  for  instructing  for- 
eigners who  have  applied  for  citizenship.  In 
Chicago  such  classes  have  been  formed  in  eight 
of  the  evening  schools.  The  subjects  of  study  in 
these  classes  are:  "the  Constitution  and  the  gov- 
ernment of  the  United  States,  the  government  of 
Illinois  and  of  the  city  of  Chicago,  and  such 
other  information  as  is  required  by  the  courts  of 
naturalization."  These  special  classes  are  at- 
tended by  both  men  and  women.  The  men  come 
to  receive  instruction  in  civics,  while  the  women 
attend  in  order  to  improve  their  knowledge  of 
English.  In  some  cases  pupils  in  these  classes 
are  over  fifty  years  of  age.  But  the  candidates, 
whether  old  or  young,  are  said  to  be  diligent 
pupils.  They  work  hard  to  learn  what  is  taught 
them,  for  they  know  that  if  they  are  not  well 
prepared  when  they  apply  to  the  court  for  their 
papers  the  judge  will  probably  refuse  to  make 
them  citizens. 

High  praise  is  due  the  agents  of  Uncle  Sam 
for  undertaking  the  work,  to  the  schools  for  help- 
ing it  along,  and  to  the  judges  for  encouraging 
it.  For  when  we  prepare  newly  made  citizens 
for  their  civic  duty,  we  prepare  them  for  intelli- 
gent voting.     And  that  is  what  our  countrv  will 
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need  in  the  future  more  than  anything  else.  In 
the  future  great  battles  will  be  fought  not  with 
bullets  but  with  ballots,  and  the  greatest  nation 
will  be  the  one  that  has  the  greatest  army  of 
intelligent  voters. 

A  NEW  CONSTITUTION 
FOR  A  GREAT  STATE 

In  November  the  voters  of  the  State  of  New 
York  are  to  decide  whether  or  not  the  people  of 
the  State  are  to  have  a  new  constitution.  For 
several  months  a  constitutional  convention  of 
i68  delegates,  representing  all  parts  of  the  State, 
sat  at  Albany  and  worked  at  framing  a  constitu- 
tion which  they  thought  would  meet  the  needs  of 
the  people  better  than  the  constitution  under 
which  the  State  is  now'  governed.  In  September 
the  convention  finished  its  labors  and  submitted 
to  the  voters  of  the  State  the  revised  constitution 
to  be  voted  upon  or  rejected  as  the  voters  may 
decide.  If  a  majority  of  votes  are  cast  in  favor 
of  the  proposed  constitution,  it  will  become  the 
fundamental  law  of  the  State.  If  the  proposed 
constitution  fails  to  receive  a  majority  of  votes, 
the  old  constitution  will  remain  in  force. 

The  vote  on  the  new  constitution  for  New  York 
will  be  watched  closely  in  all  parts  of  the  country 
because  the  constitution  contains  some  provisions 
that  are  novel  and  also  very  important.  For  ex- 
ample the  proposed  constitution  provides  for 
what  is  known  as  the  "short  ballot."  In  many 
States  — and  New  York  is  one  of  these  — the  ballot 
is  sometimes  so  long,  it  contains  the  names  of  so 
many  candidates  that  it  resembles  a  page  in  a 
city  directory.  Such  a  ballot,  of  course,  be- 
wilders the  mind  of  the  voter;  in  the  multitude 


of  candidates  he  finds  it  almost  impossible  to 
make  an  intelligent  choice.  For  several  years 
past,  students  of  government  have  been  contend- 
ing that  only  a  few  ofificers  ought  to  be  elected  so 
that  the  ballot  may  contain  only  a  few  names.  Now 
the  new  constitution  of  New  York  has  applied 
the  principle  of  the  "short  ballot"  by  reducing  the 
number  of  state  elective  officers  from  seven  to 
four,  the  only  elective  officers  being  the  Gov- 
ernor, Lieutenant-Governor,  Attorney-General 
and  the  Comptroller.  Another  most  important 
provision  in  the  new  constitution  provides  for  a 
change  in  the  method  of  making  appropriations 
for  the  expenses  of  the  State.  At  present  the 
Legislature  makes  such  appropriations  as  it  sees 
fit,  leaving  it  to  the  Governor  to  cut  out  such 
items  as  he  may  regard  as  improper.  Under  this 
system  it  has  been  found  that  the  Legislature 
spenjis  money  in  a  haphazard,  extravagant  fash- 
ion. So  the  new  constitution  provides  that  the 
Governor  shall  submit  to  the  Legislature  an  item- 
ized statement  containing  estimates  of  the  appro- 
priations that  will  be  necessary  to  meet  the 
expenses  of  the  state  government.  This  state- 
ment is  known  as  the  "budget."  The  Legislature 
is  given  power  to  reduce  an  item  in  the  budget,  or 
to  strike  an  item  out  entirely,  but  it  may  not 
increase  the  amount  of  an  item.  Observe  that  the 
budget  system  will  institute  a  radical  change. 
Under  the  present  system  the  Legislature  is  per- 
mitted to  make  an  appropriation  for  any  purpose 
it  pleases,  and  it  may  make  an  appropriation  as 
large  as  it  pleases ;  under  the  budget  system  an 
appropriation  cannot  be  a  dollar  or  a  cent  greater 
than  the  Governor  wishes  it  to  be.  The  Legisla- 
ture may  spend  less  than  the  Governor  wishes  to 
spend,  but  it  cannot  spend  more. 


PUCK'S  FLOWER 

BY  JANE  BLAIR  RKID 


H.WE  you  read  that  pretty  play 
\\'here  a  mischief-making  fay 
Drew  a  juice  of  wondrous  power 
From  a  harmless-seeming  flower, 
Just  one  drop  of  which  distilled 
Made  all  love  go  as  he  willed? 

If  Zi'c  had  that  magic  spell 

We  could  make  folks  love  us  well ; 


But  alas  !  't  was  fairy  brew 
And  the  flower  in  Elfland  grew. 

Yet  there  is  another  flower 
That  has,  too,  the  charmer's  power. 
And  without  the  fairies'  arts 
We  can  make  it  win  us  hearts. 
Can  you  guess  what  it  can  be  ? 
'T  is  the  flower  of  courtesy. 
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Author  of  "  Foot-hall,  the  American  Ititercollegiate  Game,"  and 

Representative  f>l  Princeton  University  on  the  Rules  Committee 


BATTEKt.NG    DOWN    A   STONE    WALL. 


In  the  October  number,  St.  Nicholas  introiJuced 
to  its  readers  the  greatest  veteran  stars  of  the 
gridiron  who  will  play  this  autumn  and  whose 
distinction  has  been  achieved  especially  by  re- 
markable exploits  with  the  ball.  In  this  issue, 
St.  Nicholas  will  continue  and  complete  its 
pleasant  service  by  introducing  the  season's  great 
players  whose  distinction  has  been  achieved  by 
the  remarkable  skill  with  which  the}-  play  their 
positions,  regardless  of  their  special  exploits  with 
the  ball.  Naturally,  however,  all  of  those  great 
figures  who  appeared  in  the  previous  sketch  arc 
also  entitled  to  be  included  in  this  narrative, 
though  space  will  not  permit  a  repetition  of  their 
names  and  deeds,  for  which  the  reader  is  re- 
ferred to  the  previous  number  of  the  magazine. 
Logically,  our  attention  should  first  be  directed 
to  the  position  of  end.  A  critical  survey  of  the 
football  men  of  the  country  from  coast  to  coast 
reveals  only  eight  players  in  this  position  who 
have  attained  relatively  a  superstandard  degree 
of  skill.  These  eight  men  are:  M.  R.  Brann,  of 
Yale;  John  J.  Butler,  captain  of  Bates:  Denton 
H.  Sparks,  of  the  University  of  Chicago;  R.  A. 
Higgins,  of  Pennsylvania  State  College;  Roy  M. 
Homewood,  of  the  University  of  North  Carolina; 


J.  G.  \'owell,  of  the  University  of  Tennessee; 
Roy  C.  Hunt,  captain  of  the  University  of  Wash- 
ington ;  and  Jacob  Speelman,  captain  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Missouri. 

Let  us  for  a  moment  contemplate  at  close  range 
these  marvelous  exponents  of  end-rush  play.  M. 
R.  Brann,  whom  nature  has  equipped  with  the 
color  of  hair  which  immemorially  has  been  the 
badge  of  the  fighting  man,  is  a  product  of  An- 
dover.  Twenty-two  years  of  age,  six  feet  in 
height,  and  weighing  i8o  pounds,  "Red"  Brann  is 
a  name  that  will  imply  some  wonderful  football 
playing  this  fall.  The  second  representative  of 
New  England  is  John  J.  Butler,  of  Bates,  previ- 
ously famed  along  the  North  Atlantic  seaboard 
while  a  member  of  the  eleven  of  Maiden  High 
School.  In  the  Middle  Atlantic  section  of  our 
football  range  looms  the  impressive  figure  of 
Roy  M.  Homewood,  of  North  Carolina.  Not  only 
as  a  football  player,  but  also  as  a  baseball  and 
track  man,  Homewood  is  known  to  every  colle- 
gian and  school-boy  of  the  South.  R.  A.  Higgins, 
of  Pennsylvania  State,  is  interesting  to  us  also 
in  man}'  waj'S.  He  not  only  is  an  old  football 
player  from  Peddie  Institute,  but  he  once  was 
a  member  of  the  famous  Hamilton  "Tigers,"  a 
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M.  R.  BRANN  (YALE). 
A  hard-playing,  swift- 
footed     end-rush    of    the 
familiar  Vale  type. 


R.  A.  HIGGINS 
(PA.  STATE). 
A  famous  end,  sprinter, 
and      former     Canadian 
fuotball  player. 


JOHN    G.    VOWELL 
(TENNESSEE). 

An  end  who  scored  all 
points,  three  touchdowns 
for  his  team  against  Ken- 
tucky State,  Nov.,  1914. 


EOV  M.  HOMEWOOD 
(NORTH  CAROLINA). 
A  Celebrated    end    and 
all-round  athlete.  'One  of 
the  South's  be'it  tvpe-^. 


JOHN    J.    BITLKR 
(H.-\TES). 

An  end  and  captain 
Well  known  throughout 
New  England  for  his 
quick  wits  and  flying  feet. 


JACOB   SPEELMAN  JAMES    SKNTER  (GEOKGLV    "TECH."). 

(MISSOURI).  ^  famous  end-rush  celebrated  for  his  dashes  on  "end- 

End  and  captain.     A  re-       around  "  plays, 
markable    football    player 
and  all-round  heavy-weight 
athlete. 


ROY    C.   HUNT   (I'NIVKR- 
SITYOF  WASHINGTON). 

An  end-rush  whose  bril- 
liant playing  has  contrib- 
uted to  several  champion- 
ships.     Present  captain. 


THE   GREATEST   EXD-RUSHES   IN   THE    UNITED   STATES   WHO  ARE    PLAYING   THIS   SEASON. 
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JOHN    B.    MCAL-LIFFE 

(DARTMOUTH). 

One  of  the  greatest  tackles  in 

America  and  an  expert  hockey 

and   baseball  player.     Captain 

of  his  team. 


WALLACE   C.    MAXFIELI) 

(LAFAYETTE). 
A  giant  tackle  of  astounding 
mental  and  physical  activity. 


K.    L.    BERRY  (TEXAS). 
Captain   and   tackle.      Cham- 
]iion  Jiitercollegiate  wrestler  of 
the  South,  and  a  shot  and  ham- 
mer man. 


P.    P.     MAH.HES    (TULANE). 

One  of  the  greatest  tackles  of 
the  South  and  captain  of  his 
eleven.  Equally  famed  in  base- 
ball, basket-ball,  track  and  field 
athletics. 


A 


y'i 


f 


m 


PARK    H.    CRISF  (AKRON). 

An  athlete  of  amazing  skill  in 
fiiutliall,  baseball,  and  basket- 
ball.    Tackle  and  captain. 


CARL   B.  JKNKINS  (17NI0M. 

A  captain  whose  responsibili- 
ties do  not  affect  his  tackle  play; 
also  a  skilled  basket-ball  and 
baseball  player. 


\\ 


fefe^Sim 


t!,  T.  D<.Hii;iN--> 

(TENNESSEIC). 
A    celebrated     captain     and 
tackle.     A  formidable  performer 
at  basket-ball  and  witli  hammer 
and  shot. 


FIFTEEN    OF   THE   GREATEST 


THOMAS    F.    GOKMLEY 
(GEORGETOWN). 

A  giant  tackle  who  can  sprint 
in  even  time  and  who  can  hurl 
the  shot  and  liummer  surpris- 
ing distances. 
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PAUL  J.    WILKINSON 
{MARYLAND    STATE). 

A  fleet-footed,  hard-rushing 
tackle  with  a  head  full  of  fool- 
ball  sense. 


E.    B.    SCHULTZ 
{WASHINGTON    AND    LEEI. 
A   tackle,  now  captain,  who 
has  Won  many  a  victory  for  his 


J.    F.  CODY  (VANDERBILT). 

A  tackle  of  remarkable  ver- 
satility in  other  sports — base- 
ball, basket-ball,  and  track. 


DANIEL  G.    FRIES 

(CINCINNATI). 

A  brilliant  exponent  ofclever 

tackle  playing,  who  also  plays 

basket-ball  and  excels  in  track 

sports. 


HOWARD    BLXiC 
(WISCONSIN 
A  wrestler,  trac-k    man.  bas- 
ket-ball  and    baseball    player, 
and  captain  who  plays  tackle. 


LAl'RENS    C.    SHLLL 
(CHICAGO). 
A  tackle  of  great  speed  and 
remarkable     technical     clever- 
ness. 


TACKLES    IN   THE   COUNTRY. 
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MICHAEL   DORIZAS    (PA 

Guard.  A  native-born  Greek, 
a  veritable  Hercules,  champion 
heavy-weight  wrestler  of  inter- 
collegiate America. 


F.  A.  VOCUM  (OEERLIN), 

A  guard  upon  whose  sturdy 
shoulders  many  a  line  assault 
has  broken  to  pieces. 


A.  M.  WEVAXD  (WEST  P  T). 

A  T.guard  '  of  extraordinary 
strength,  and  swiftness.  Cap- 
tain of  the  Armv  team. 


FRANK    U.    MCKE.^.S 
(W.  A.ND   J.). 
A  magni6cent  guard  who  de- 


CHARLES  W.  BACHMAN  K.  K.  GoMKl.NGl-.U 

(NOTRE  DAM  El.  (IDAHO). 

A  guard  who  is  a  bulwark  in  Justly  celebrated  in  the  West 

the  center   that    no    team   can  as  a  great  offensive  and  dcfen- 

succcssfully  batter.  sive  guard. 

Canadian   Rugby  team,  and   also   is   an   amatonr 
record  boxer   in  that  country.     Leaping  now  in 


fends  his  entire  line. 
SIX    LE.ADI.N'G   GUARDS. 

fancy  to  the  Middle  West,  our  attention  first 
rests  upon  Denton  H.  Sparks,  of  Chicago,  for- 
merly an  old  Hyde  Park  High  School  player. 
Sparks  is  an  expert  not  only  as  an  end  in  football, 
but  also  as  a  tennis-player,  basket-ball  man,  shot- 
putter,  arid  hammer-  and  discus-thrower. 

J.  G.  \'owell,  of  Tennessee,  is  here  classed  as 
an  end,  where  he  has  achieved  his  laurels,  but 
this  autumn  he  may  be  found  e.xclusively  at  full- 
liack.  He  is  a  player  of  marvelous  scoring  power 
and  a  versatile  all-round  athlete.  Rivaling  him  in 
the  South  for  end-rush  honors  is  James  Senter, 
of  Georgia  "Tech."  Senter  is  a  giant,  six  feet 
and  two  inches  in  height ;  and.  besides  being  one 
of  the  best  ends  in  the  country,  is  a  baseball 
])itchcr  of  wide  fame.  A  little  farther  west  in 
this  southern  section  of  the  country  is  Homer 
Montgomery,  of  the  University  of  Oklahoma, 
whose  all-round  playing  has  been  a  feature  of 
that  brilliant  team.  A  name  too  celebrated  to  be 
confined  to  the  INIissouri  \"alley  corps  of  football 
teams  is  that  of  Jacob  Speelman,  captain  of  Mis- 
souri, and  once  a  player  at  Grand  Rapids  High 
School.  In  addition  to  his  football  honors  Speel- 
man is  well  known  as  a  heavy-weight  boxer  and 
wrestler,  an  exceptional  gymnast  and  swimmer, 
and  &  remarkable  basket-ball  man.  The  Pacific 
Coast  furnishes  a  worthy  member  of  this  galaxy 
of  ends  in  the  captain  of  the  University  of  Wash- 
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the   United 


ington,  Roy  C.  Hunt,  an  extraordinarily  clever 
player  in  various  positions,  but  most  famous  at 
end. 

As  the  number  of  great  ends 
States  vary  the  usual  ratio  by 
being  exceptionally  few.  so  the 
number  of  great  tackles  is  ex- 
ceptional by  being  unusually 
large.  Not  fewer  than  eighteen 
superstandard  players  in  this 
position  command  our  attention. 
These  men  are  fairly  well  dis- 
tributed throughout  the  United 
States,  excepting,  strange  to 
say.  New  England  and  the  Far 
West.  Of  the  old  and  great 
football  institutions  of  the  East, 
Dartmouth  alone  is  represented 
among  the  national  stars  in  the 
tackle  position,  and  Dartmouth, 
rich  indeed,  possesses  two. 
These  players  are  Chester  A. 
Pudrith,  who  was  featured  in 
our  October  article,  and  John 
B.  Mc.AulitYe.  The  latter  comes  from  Worcester 
Academy,  where  he  made  a  great  name  in  many 


ALOVSIUS    WESBECHER 

(VV.\SHINGTON  AND  JEFFERSON). 

A  center  who  as  captain  leads  a  great  team 


Three  institutions  of  the  Middle  States  which 
can  boast  wonderful  tackles  this  fall  are  Lafay- 
ette. Syracuse,  and  Union.  Lafayette's  champion 
in  this  position  is  Wallace  C.  Maxfield,  well 
known  previously  as  a  school- 
boy player  at  Bloomfield  High 
School,  and  Mercersburg  and 
Dean  Academies.  Similar  in 
physique  and  style  of  playing  to 
Maxfield  is  Harold  A.  White, 
of  Syracuse  Lhiiversity,  recog- 
nizable as  the  old  DeWitt 
Clinton  High  School  star  of 
New  York  City,  a  magnificent 
tackle  and  a  swimmer  with  a 
national  reputation.  The  third 
corner  of  this  triangle  of  stars 
is  Carl  B.  Jenkins,  captain  of 
Union,  as  famed  upon  the 
diamond  as  he  is  upon  the  grid- 
iron. 

Departing  now  from  the 
northeastern  part  of  the  United 
States  for  the  southern,  we  are 
amazed  by  the  abundance  of  extraordinary  tack- 
les  in   this   section.     With   the   first   step   across 


IRVING   R.    STANWOOU 
(COLBY). 

Widely  known  for  his  brilliant 
work  at  center.     Captain  of  his 


ROBERT    U.    PECK. 
(PITTSBURGH). 
A   perfect    player    at    center 
who  also  is  able  to  back  up  the 
other  line  positions. 


GEORGE    M.    TANDY 
(NORTH    CAROLINA). 
A   steady   center   who  backs 
up  every  play  and  can  till  any 
position  on  his  team. 


FOUR    REDOL'BT.\BI.E    CEMTERS. 


branches  of  sport.    .\t  Dartmouth  he  has  confined 
himself  to  football  and  hockey. 


Mason  and  Dixon's  line  we  encounter  the  heroic 
figure   of  John   J.    Dowdle,   captain   of   Mt.    St. 
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RICllAKll    B.    KLTHEKFORD 

(NEBRASKA). 

Captain,  half-back,  gymnast,  swimmer,  wres- 


\\  All.  \t    1.    1-.-    li  \M!1.  1  '  'N 

(MINNESOTA). 
A  famous  kicking  fulUback. 


tier,  basket-ball  and  track  man. 

M.NE   OF  THE   MOST   KOT.\BLE   OF  THE   SE.'^SON'S   BACKS 


.     V    B.    CHAMBERLIN 
(NEBKA.SK.\). 

A  half-back  whose  dashes  and  plunges  largely 
contributed  to  a  championship  at  his  university. 


Mary's,  who  appeared  prominently  in  our  previ- 
ous article.  Near  by  is  Paul  J.  A\"ilkinson,  of 
the  University  of  Maryland,  and  Thomas  F. 
Gorniley,  of  Georgetown.  This  former  \'illa 
Nova  star  stands  si.x  feet  and  one  inch  in  height 
and  weighs  225  pounds,  yet  he  possesses  as  fleet 
a  pair  of  feet  as  there  is  in  all  football.  A  rival 
and  opponent  of  this  cliister  of  great  tackles  is 
E.  B.  Schultz,  captain  of  Washington  and  Lee. 
On  the  western  side  of  the  Blue  Ridge  Mountains 
is  B.  T.  Dobbins,  captain  of  the  University  of 
the  South,  familiarly  and  aftectionately  known  as 
"Sewanee."  And  still  farther  south  is  Peter  P. 
Mailhes,  Tulane's  captain,  while  towering  in  the 
Texas  section  is  K.  L.  Berry,  captain  of  the  LTni- 
versity  of  Texas.  .All  of  these  men  are  players 
of  great  stature,  enormous  strength,  flashing 
speed,  and  with  a  technical  knowledge  and  skill 
in  the  game  that  is  dazzling. 

Before  leaving  the  South  we  are  arrested  by 
the  merits  of  J.  F.  Cody,  of  Vanderbilt  Univer- 
sity, an  old  Battle  Ground  Academy  player.  This 
clever  young  giant  can  stand  on  defense  like  a 
buttress  of  solid  rock,  and  can  run  and  tackle 
with  the  speed  of  the  lightest  player  on  his  team. 

N  ying  with  the  South  in  its  large  number  of 
extraordinary  tackles  is  the  Middle  West.  At  the 
University  of  Cincinnati  is  Daniel  G.  Fries,  an 
old  Covington  High  School  player,  and  a  basket- 
ball player  and  track-athlete  of  wide  reputation. 


At  the  ^Municipal  University  of  Akron,  once 
known  as  Buchtel  College,  is  Captain  Park  P. 
Crisp,  a  product  of  Akron  High  School,  and  a 
college  athlete  who  not  only  is  a  national  star  in 
football,  but  who  also  is  a  baseball  player  of  a 
skill  seldom  found  in  an  amateur.  The  Univer- 
sity of  Chicago  is  represented  in  this  class  by 
Laurens  C.  ShuU,  the  old  Sioux  City  High  School 
player,  who  can  face  on  an  equality  any  other 
tackle  in  the  United  States.  At  the  L'niversity  of 
\\'isconsin,  too,  is  Howard  Buck,  captain,  a  wres- 
tler, and  a  baseball,  basket-ball,  and  track  man. 
The  State  University  of  Iowa  obtains  a  place  in 
this  select  circle  of  tackles  through  its  captain, 
Irving  J.  Barron,  champion  heavy-weight  wres- 
tler of  his  intercollegiate  conference.  Harold  H. 
Corey,  of  the  L'niversity  of  Nebra.ska,  completes 
the  numlier  of  famous  tackles  in  this  section  of 
the  country. 

It  is  difficult  indeed  for  a  player  nowadays  to 
become  conspicuous  as  an  extraordinary  guard. 
Time  was  when  guards  could  "star"  equally  with 
ends  and  tackles.  In  1905.  however,  when  the 
final  blows  were  struck  by  the  reformers  against 
mass  interference,  a  rule  was  adopted  which  com- 
pelled the  five  central  men,  when  on  offense,  to 
place  either  both  hands,  or  both  feet,  or  one  hand 
and  foot,  upon  the  line  of  scrimmage.  The  ob- 
ject of  this  rule  was  to  prevent  these  heavy  men 
from  readily  getting  into  the  interference.     One 
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A.  J.  K'lBERTSON  (MONT.). 

Captain  and  quarter-back.  A 
player  of  exceptional  brilliance 
who  is  equally  famed  for  his 
skill  upon  the  diamond. 


JOHN    E.    P.\RLIM.\N 
(SOL'TH    DAKOT.\). 

A  superstandard  quarter- 
back who  also  plays  baseball, 
wrestles,  and  runs  in  the  sprints. 


GEORGE    E.    KIKK 

(MAINE). 

A  famous  running  half-back 


FREDERIC  A.    MOORE 
(GALLAUDET). 

A  versatile  athlete.     Pitcher, 
wrestler,  and  quarter-back. 


D.    T.    T.VVL'jt 

(north  carolin.v). 

A  player  of  extraordinar^' all- 
round  skill  and  one  of  the  fleet- 
est-footed  runners  in  all  football. 


HAKOED    P.    ANDREWS 
(BROWN). 

A  versatile  baseball,  football, 
basket-ball,  and  hockey  player. 
Captain  of  his  team. 


of  its  effects  has  been  to  reduce  the  guard  to  a 
mere  defensive  player,  and,  as  we  all  know,  the 


guard's  position  is  such  that  his  brilliant  work 
seldom  is  seen  by  the  spectators. 

Notwithstanding  this  handicap  upon  the 
guards,  eight  picturesque  figures  stand  out  be- 
fore all  others  as  exponents  of  guard  play.  All 
of  these  men  except  one  are  east  of  the  Missis- 
sippi River,  and  all  are  north  of  Mason  and 
Dixon's  line.  H.  P.  Tallman,  Rutgers'  captain, 
already  has  been  featured  in  the  preceding  arti- 
cle among  the  goal-kickers  and  punters.  As  a 
guard,  he  is  one  of  the  most  effective  men  that 
has  played  the  position  in  many  years.  A.  M. 
Weyand,  captain  at  West  Point,  is  a  guard  who 
differs  from  the  other  football  characters  in  this 
narrative  in  that  he  had  no  football  experience 
previous  to  entering  the  Military  Academy,  but 
has  learned  all  of  his  lore  upon  the  "Plains''  at 
West  Point.  Dartmouth,  which  has  appeared  so 
frequently  in  this  narrative,  again  obtains  a  place 
by  the  prowess  of  C.  Spears,  .the  heaviest  man 
Inlaying  football  in  the  country  to-day— 255 
pounds.  This  giant  also  has  kicked,  and  may 
kick  again,  goals  from  the  45-,  47-,  and  52-yard 
lines.     He  comes  from  Kewaunee  High  School. 

At  the  University  of  Pennsylvania  is  a  quiet, 
popular  young  Greek  Hercules  by  the  name  of 
Michael  Dorizas.  Those  who  follow  intercolle- 
giate sports  will  immediately  recognize  him  as 
the  champion  heavy-weight  wrestler  of  intercol- 
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legiafe  America,  a  javelin-  and  discus-thrower, 
and  a  strong  man  extraordinary.  \\'ith  singular 
aptness  he  has  learned  our  American  game  and 
promises  to  be  one  of  the  best  guards  in  the  coun- 
try this  fall.  Two  men,  light  in  weight  for 
guards,  have  overcome  this  handicap  and  have 
become  marvelous  players  in  the  position.  They 
are  Edward  A.  Robbins.  of  Hobart,  and  Frank 
W.  JMcKean,  of  Washington  and  Jefferson.  An- 
other player  who  has  won  a  place  in  any  classifi- 
cation of  great  guards  that  may  be  made  is 
Charles  W.  Bachman,  of  Notre  Dame,  formerly 
of  Englewood  High  School.  Taking  a  long  jump 
over  many  intervening  teams  to  the  University 
of  Idaho,  we  find  a  veritable  giant  in  the  person 
of  R.  R.  Gomringer,  a  guard  who  would  be  con- 
spicuous upon  any  team  in  the  country. 

Recent  development  of  the  central  position  in 
the  line  for  purposes  of  defensive  play  has  given 
to  that  post  opportunities  equal  to  those  of  any 
other  on  the  line  for  effective  and  spectacular 
work.  There  is.  notwithstanding,  a  surprising 
dearth  at  present  of  star  center-rushes  in  the 
country.  A  sweep  of  the  nation's  gridirons  re- 
veals only  four  superstandard  veteran  centers : 
George  M.  Tandy,  of  North  Carolina;  Irving 
Stanwood,  captain  of  Colby;  Robert  D.  Peck, 
University  of  Pittsburgh;  and  Aloysius  Wes- 
becher,  captain  of  Washington  and  Jefferson. 

George  M  .Tandy  was  a  finished  football  player 
when  he  left  Jacksonville  High  School,  in  Illi- 
nois, having  been  awarded  sixteen  "monograms" 
by  the  school  for  his  work  in  football,  baseball, 
basket-ball,  and  track  sports.  At  North  Caro- 
lina he  also  is  noted  for  his  field-goal  skill  as 
well  as  for  his  play  in  the  center  of  the  line. 
Irving  R.  Stanwood,  of  Colby,  is  an  old  player  of 
the  Needham  High  School,  and  Robert  D.  Peck 
owes  his  basic  experience  in  football  to  school 
teams.  A  phenomenal  center  for  Pittsburgh,  he 
also  is  that  university's  first  baseman  on  the  dia- 
mond. .\loysius  Wesbecher  in  his  time  has  played 
every  position  in  the  line.  He  is  a  product  of 
Greensburg  High  School.  Like  Peck,  his  great 
opponent  and  rival,  Wesbecher  is  a  famous  base- 
ball player  and  also  a  guard  in  -basket-ball. 

Of  the  large  number  of  notable  backs  some 
were  featured  in  the  October  number. 

For  the  first  great  back  to  be  considered  this 
month  let  us  select  a  celebrated  quarter-back  on 
the  Pacific  Coast,  Emory  M.  Hoover,  captain  of 
Whitman  College,  a  player  so  fleet  of  foot  that 
he  holds  a  record  of  io',-f.  seconds  for  the  loo- 
yard  dash.  At  the  University  of  Montana  is  to 
be  found  an  unusual  quarter-back.  Captain  Alfred 
J.  Robertson,  who  al.so  is  a  forward  on  the  uni- 
versity basket-ball  team  anil  a  third  baseman  on 


the  nine.  Robertson  originally  learned  his  foot- 
ball at  St.  Cloud  High  School,  in  Minnesota,  and 
later  starred  on  the  various  organizations  at 
Carleton  College.  Coming  eastward,  we  find  at 
the  University  of  South  Dakota  another  super- 
standard  quarter-back  in  John  E.  Parliman, 
boxer,  wrestler,  sprinter,  baseball  and  football 
man.  Still  a  fourth  back  of  national  dimensions 
to  be  found  in  this  trans-JIississippi  section  is 
Richard  B.  Rutherford,  captain  of  Nebraska.  He 
began  at  Beatrice  High  School. 

Gallaudet  College  this  autumn  will  possess  an 
extraordinary  quarter-back  in  its  former  cap- 
tain, Frederic  A.  Moore,  who  came  there  from 
the  Kansas  High  School.  For  two  successive  sea- 
sons Moore  has  captained  the  eleven.  He  also 
pitches  for  the  nine,  wrestles  in  the  light-weight 
class,  and  many  times  has  won  his  letter  in  inter- 
collegiate sports.  At  old  William  and  Mary  is 
a  doughty  little  quarter-back,  S.  L.  Bertschey.  an 
exceptional  all-round  football  player,  baseball, 
and  basket-ball  man. 

Harold  P.  Andrews.  Brown's  versatile  captain, 
must  not  be  overlooked  among  the  half-backs. 
This  sturdy  athlete  first  became  well  known  in 
high-school  sports  at  Providence.  At  Brown 
L'niversity  Andrews  has  won  his  letter  five  times 
—  three  times  in  baseball  and  twice  in  football. 

The  Pacific  Southwest  also  has  among  the  great 
half-backs  of  the  United  States  a  representative 
who  is  entitled  to  a  place  in  any  company.  This 
man  is  Samuel  H.  McClung,  captain  of  Occiden- 
tal College.  McClung  can  run,  dodge,  tackle, 
punt,  pass,  and  catch  with  any  back-field  man  in 
America  and  carry  off  equal  honors. 

A  half-back  whose  record  wins  for  him  a  place 
among  these  selections  is  George  E.  Kirk,  of  the 
L^niversity  of  Maine,  formerly  of  Bar  Harbor 
High  School,  a  huge  personality  in  New  England 
football.  D.  T.  Tayloe,  captain  and  half-back 
of  North  Carolina,  was  featured  in  our  preceding 
article  for  his  exploits  with  the  ball.  He  is  en- 
titled to  appear  again  in  this  narrative  by  the 
all-round  skill  with  which  he  plays  his  position. 

Two  more  magnificent  players  remain  to  be 
discussed,  and  our  task  is  done.  These  are  both 
full-backs,  G.  W.  Leadbetter,  captain  of  Bow- 
doin,  and  W.  E.  Hamilton,  of  the  Lhiiversity  of 
Minnesota.  Leadbetter  is  well  remembered  in 
Bangor,  Maine,  where  he  starred  in  the  various 
sports  of  the  high  school.  As  a  collegian,  he  has 
won  many  [)rizes  with  the  discus,  hamnier,  and 
shot,  and  he  is  a  wizard  at  kicking  a  football. 
Hamilton  became  a  famous  player  at  the  North 
High  School,  and  afterward  at  Carleton  College. 
Later,  he  entered  the  University  of  Minnesota, 
S])ecializing  upon  the  gridiron  and  the  track. 


MAKE  B'LIEVE 

BY  ETHI'LL  M.   KELLEY 


Make  b'lievc  I  was  your  dearest  dear. 
And  came  and  climbed  into  your  lap. 

Make  b'lieve  I  was  so  comfy  here 
I  did  n't  need  to  take  my  nap. 


Make  b'lieve  you  got  a  lovely  book 
And  read  me  stories— one,  two,  three; 

Make  b'lieve  we  turned  the  page  to  look 
At  little  picture-girls  like  me. 


Make  b'lieve  you  sang  a  little  song 
That  told  about  the  pretty  sheep. 

Make  b'lieve  — it  was  n't  — very  — long 
Before— your— baby— fell— asleep. 
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CHAkLKS  KIXGSLEV  AXI)  THE  GOLDEN 
AGE  OF  ENGLAND 

OxE  of  Charles  Kingsley's  friends  said  of  him, 
"Kingsley  would  have  made  an  enthusiastic  pirate 
if  he  had  not  been  a  parson."  And  if  you  can 
imagine  a  pirate  with  a  heart  of  gold,  who  w^ould 
not  hurt  a  soul  for  the  wealth  of  the  world,  but 
who  was  a  natural-born  fighter,  did  not  know 
fear,  and  had  a  spirit  in  which  poetry,  daring,  and 
enthusiasm  were  mixed  with  the  eternal  boy  in 
him,  then  you  come  rather  near  to  picturing 
Kingsley. 

Probably  not  over  middle  height,  he  was  so 
spare  and  lean  of  build  that  he  seemed  tall.  Rest- 
less as  the  wind  he  was,  never  still,  never  content 
to  sit  down,  never  content  to  be  silent.  He  used 
to  say  that  it  was  lucky  he  stammered,  for  if  he 
did  not,  and  so  were  not  forced  to  stop  talking 
when  the  fit  took  him,  he  would  never  have  heard 
anything  any  one  else  had  to  say.  Curiously,  this 
stammer,  which  was  pretty  bad,  left  him  entirely 
in  the  pulpit,  where  bis  full  and  beautiful  voice 
suffered  no  impediment.  He  had  a  fine  head,  with 
a  broad,  high  forehead,  a  big,  strong,  rather  Ro- 
man type  of  nose,  a  large  mouth  whose  lips  were 
firmly  held,  eyes  eager  and  flashing.  His  hair 
was  thick  and  dark,  till  it  turned  grav,  and  he 
wore  the  side  whiskers  that  were  the  fashion  of 
his  time. 

His  father  was  rector  of  Heine  Vicarage,  in 
Dartmoor,  Devon,  and  there  Charles  was  born  on 
June  12,  1819.  His  mother  was  a  West  Indian, 
coming  from  an  old  slave-holding  family,  a  bril- 


liant, charming  woman,  full  of  fancy,  love  of 
travel,  love  of  beauty.  His  father's  people  were 
soldiers,  huntsmen,  sturdy  squires,  and  sportsmen. 
So  the  lad  had  an  inheritance  of  vigor,  energy, 
imagination,  and  variety. 

Charles  was  a  baby  only  a  few  weeks  old  when 
the  family  moved  to  Barnack  Rectory,  Notting- 
hamshire, in  the  Fen  coimtry,  where  they  stayed 
till  the  boy  was  twelve.  Great  fun  he  had  there, 
for  there  was  fine  shooting  over  the  Fens ;  and  as 
soon  as  he  was  old  enough,  he  was  allowed  to 
mount  a  horse  in  front  of  the  groom  and  ride  out 
after  the  sportsmen  to  bring  back  the  game-bag. 
He  collected  butterflies,  too,  which  were  numerous 
and  included  many  rare  and  now  extinct  species. 
Altogether,  he  led  a  healthy,  happy,  outdoor  life, 
and  learned  to  love  the  country  passionately,  a 
love  that  lasted  him  all  his  life. 

In  1830,  the  Kingsleys  went  to  Clovelly,  in 
Devonshire,  and  from  the  flat  Fens  the  boy  was 
translated  to  rocky,  wild,  and  picturesque  coasts, 
the  great  roll  of  the  Atlantic,  a  fishing-village 
full  of  romance  and  adventure. 

Devon  folk  are  a  strange  people,  unusually 
good  to  look  at,  full  of  the  courage  and  the  pa- 
tience of  those  who  go  down  to  the  sea  for  their 
daily  bread,  loving  their  home  with  a  devotion 
that  is  almost  fierce,  telling  weird  stories  round 
the  fire  at  night.  Charles's  father,  a  big.  strap- 
ping man,  able  to  sail  a  boat  or  "shoot"  a  herring- 
net,  the  friendliest  and  humanest  of  parsons,  was 
soon  a  favorite  with  the  village.  When  the  fleet 
put  out  to  sea,  he,  with  his  wife  and  boys,  would 
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go  down  to  the  quay  to  give  a  parting  service. 
And  sometimes,  after  a  storm,  he  would  go  down 
to  help  the  wailing  women  carry  home  the  bodies 
of  sons  and  husbands  who  only  a  few  hours  be- 
fore had  sailed  away  full  of  strong  life.  There 
is  a  picture  of  one  of  these  terrible  home-comings 
in  Kingsley's  "Prose  Idylls,"  which  is  unforget- 
able,  and  shows  how  deep  an  impression  such 
scenes  had  made  on  the  boy.  His  poem  "Three 
Fishers,"  which  you  have  surely  read,  was  no 
make-believe  thing,  liut  a  memory  of  actual  hap- 
penings. 

Charles  was  educated  at  private  schools,  then 
at  King's  College,  London  ;  for  the  happy  coun- 
try days  ceased  in  1836,  the  family  going  to  the 
great  city.  Poor  Charles  hated  it,  for  he  loved 
nature  arid  knew  more  about  botany  and  geology 
when  he  was  but  seven  or  eight  than  most  young- 
sters of  twice  his  age. 

Ne.xt  came  Cambridge.  He  was  thoughtless 
enough  the  first  two  years  at  the  university,  and 
fully  intended,  as  soon  as  he  could  get  away,  to 
leave  for  America  and  become  a  hunter  and  trap- 
per in  the  ^^'ild  West.  Long  years  afterward, 
on  a  visit  to  America,  he  wrote  from  Omaha  to 
his  wife  that  this  was  the  very  spot  he  had  so 
often  dreamed  of  as  a  boy  and  a  young  man,  tlie 
starting-point  for  his  life  of  adventure. 

However,  things  were  to  fall  out  very  difFcr- 
enth',  and  that  soon.  One  lovely  summer  day  in 
July  he  met  a  young  girl,  Fanny  Grenfell,  at  a 
friend's  house.  "That  day  was  my  true  marriage- 
day,"  he  said,  long  afterw^ard.  It  was  love  at 
first  sight  for  both  of  them,  and  love  that  did  not 
run  smooth,  for  her  people  were  much  opposed 
to  her  engaging  herself  to  a  young  man  still  in 
college,  with  no  particular  prospects. 

But  Kingsley  was  not  the  sort  who  gives  up, 
nor  hesitates  because  the  way  looks  hard.  He 
left  off  all  his  fooling  and  loafing,  put  three  years' 
work  into  one,  graduated  with  honors,  and  in 
1842  was  made  a  curate  at  Eversley,  in  Hamp- 
shire. This,  though  he  little  thought  so  then,  was 
to  be  his  home  for  the  rest  of  his  life,  except 
when  he  made  trips  away  for  a  few  months.  He 
made  himself  loved  as  a  curate,  and  two  years 
later  he  became  rector.  He  had  married  a  short 
while  before,  and  now  he  settled  down  to  his 
life's  work. 

"Settled  down"  is  not  the  right  expression.  He 
got  up  and  went  for  that  work.  Day  or  night, 
early  and  late,  tireless  and  splendid,  he  was  at 
the  service  of  his  parishioners.  He  would  help 
them  thresh  their  wheat,  and  talk  to  them,  man 
to  man,  while  he  did  it.  The  farmers  came  to  him 
for  advice  on  their  crops,  so  did  the  game-keepers 
to  talk  of  pheasants,  and  the  trout-fishers  of  fish. 


He  loved  and  played  with  the  children,  and  chat- 
ted on  household  matters  with  the  mothers. 
Hardly  a  soul  in  the  parish  could  read  or  write, 
but  he  got  up  night-schools  and  taught  them;  he 
gave  talks,  and  he  saw  to  it  that  every  one  came 
to  church,  rounding  up  the  men  for  the  morning 
service,  and  the  women  and  children  in  the  after- 
noon. One  of  the  bishops  who  ordained  him  com- 
plained that  his   sermons   "were   too   colloquial," 
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but  the  people  liked  that.  They  understood  him 
when  he  preached,  and  they  liked  what  he  said. 

The  rectory  was  very  old,  adorably  pretty,  and 
simply  covered,  inches  deep,  with  ivy  and  climb- 
ing-rose and  jessamine.  It  was  low,  however, 
and  in  rainy  weather  the  near-by  pond  would  over- 
flow the  lawn,  and  then  the  lower  rooms  of  the 
house.  Several  nights,  before  they  got  the  drain- 
age properly  fixed,  Kingsley  and  his  wife,  with 
the  two  servants,  spent  hours  bailing  out  water 
and  plugging  leaks. 

But  that  was  in  the  early  days  of  their  life 
there.  Before  long,  with  loving  care  and  much 
labor,  the  rector  had  the  rectory  as  sound  and 
safe  as  it  was  lovely,  bowered  in  the  great  trees 
around  it,  in  sight  of  the  square-towered  church 
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of  red  brick,  and  the  quiet  churchyard  where  he 
now  lies  buried. 

Here,  then,  this  fiery-soukd  man  wrote,  and 
preached,  and  strove  mightily  to  set  all  things 
right,  or  to  do  as  much  toward  that  happy  con- 
summation as  he  could.  He  never  waited  around, 
putting  off  doing  what  seemed  to  him  to  need 
being  done.  He  simply  went  straight  for  it,  as  a 
knight-errant  in  the  golden  age  of  England  would 
have  gone  straight  at  the  foe  sword  in  hand.  In- 
deed, as  Andrew  Lang  once  wrote  of  him,  he 
always  seemed  to  be  waving  a  sword  and  cheer- 
ing, confident  that  what  was  right  must  win.  He 
had  no  patience  with  unkindness,  meanness, 
cruelty,  and  no  hesitation  in  saying  so. 

Every  one  who  ever  met  him  spoke  of  that  re- 
sistless energy  of  his,  which  shone  out  of  his 
restless,  glowing  eyes  and  spoke  in  his  strong, 
uplifting  talk  and  joyous  ringing  laugh.  He  was 
really  a  poet,  and  he  was  always  making  the 
mistakes  and  the  successes  of  a  poet.  He  thought 
anything  could  be  done  in  a  hurry,  if  it  could 
be  done  at  all;  he  felt  that,  if  people  only  saw 
what  was  good  and  beautiful,  they  would  imme- 
diately love  it;  and  if  his  arguments  were  often 
poor,  his  power  to  draw  a  splendid  picture,  to 
create  enthusiasm,  was  great. 

Kingsley's  life  was  a  series  of  ups  and  downs. 
He  would  work  with  such  fury,  —  writing  letters, 
preaching,  visiting  his  sick,  teaching,  smoking  all 
day,  and  at  night,  after  the  rest  of  the  house  were 
all  in  bed,  sitting  up  till  the  small  hours  writing 
at  one  of  his  novels  — that,  after  several  months 
of  this  kind  of  thing,  he  would  have  a  breakdown 
and  be  ordered  to  quit. 

At  first,  he  thought  what  he  needed  was  physi- 
cal exercise,  and  off  he  would  go  on  a  long  tramp 
or  a  fishing-trip.  But  soon  he  learned  that  what 
he  must  have  was  absolute  quiet ;  and  then  he 
would  sit  for  hours  in  the  sun,  soaking  in  some 
lovely  scene  before  him,  and  waiting  till  his  en- 
ergy returned,  as  peacefully  as  he  might.  Every 
now  and  then  he  was  subject  to  intense  fits  of 
depression,  such  as  men  of  his  temper  are  apt  to 
suffer,  but  his  buoyant  spirit  soon  came  singing 
hoiTie  again,  and  the  boy  in  him  waked  with  a 
shout,  ready  for  play  and  for  work. 

Kingsley  made  a  tremendous  impression  in  his 
lifetime,  not  so  much  from  anything  he  actually 
did,  but  because  of  all  he  hoped  and  wanted  to 
do,  and  tried  to  make  people  see  was  worth 
doing.  Many  honors  came  to  him.  He  was  Pro- 
fessor of  English  Literature  at  Queens'  College, 
and  of  Modern  History  at  Cambridge,  in  i860. 
Nine  years  later  he  became  Canon  of  Chester, 


and  in  1873  Canon  of  Westminster,  a  very  high 
post. 

His  sermons  were  listened  to  almost  breath- 
lessly; and  though  the  conventional  churchmen 
did  not  approve  of  him,  his  congregations  loved 
him.  Once  he  was  preaching  to  a  throng  of 
workingmen,  and,  when  he  had  finished,  the  In- 
cumbent, one  of  the  dignitaries  of  the  church, 
rose  and  said  that  he  did  not  believe  in  most  of 
what  Mr.  Kingsley  had  said,  and  had  expected  a 
very  different  sermon.  Kingsley  made  no  reply, 
simply  bowing  his  head.  But  as  he  walked  back 
through  the  aisle,  the  men  in  the  seats  near  him 
stretched  out  their  hands  to  touch  him  as  he 
passed,  and  murmured  blessings  on  him. 

He  loved  the  poor,  the  weak,  the  unhappy,  and 
he  gave  himself  to  them  with  a  fervor  it  is  hard 
to  realize.  He  loved  gay  and  gallant  doings, 
clean  and  bright,  as  you  can  see  in  his  books 
"Hereward  the  Wake,"  ''Westward  Ho,"  and 
"Hypatia."  And  he  loved  and  understood  little 
children,  as  you  can  find  in  the  story  of  "The 
Water  Babies." 

In  "At  Last,"  he  tells  the  story  of  how  he  went 
to  the  West  Indies  after  many  years  of  longing. 
It  is  a  good  description,  but,  oddly  enough,  not  so 
good  as  the  one  his  imagination  painted  of  the 
tropics  in  "Westward  Ho,"  before  ever  he  saw 
them. 

Every  one  who  knew  Kingsley  loved  him,  and 
he  was  adored  by  his  wife  and  his  children.  He 
died  in  his  fifty-sixth  year,  but  he  had  lived  ten 
long  lives  in  that  time.  No  one  ever  asked  any- 
thing of  him  in  vain  that  was  fit  and  right  for  a 
man  to  do  or  give.  His  wife  wrote,  after  his 
death,  that  in  him  the  age  of  chivalry  had  lived 
again,  that  he  fulfilled  every  ideal  of  a  "most  true 
and  perfect  knight."  He  had  a  hot  temper,  impa- 
tient and  proud,  but  he  had  a  tremendous  control 
over  it,  and  over  himself,  and  a  heart  the  biggest 
and  kindest  imaginable.  He  had  a  perfect  pas- 
sion for  knowledge  of  all  kinds,  particularly 
things  that  affected  men  and  women  and  children. 

I  can  only  give  you  the  slightest  impression  of 
a  character  so  varied  and  so  full  of  action,  but 
even  a  brief  glimpse  of  a  man  like  Charles  Kings- 
ley  is  worth  something.  It  is  like  stepping  sud- 
denly out  into  a  fresh  garden  full  of  sunlight, 
where  plants  and  flowers  crowd  the  beds,  where 
trees  rustle  in  the  wind,  birds  sing,  and  happy, 
healthy,  generous  life  is  in  full  swing,  giving 
itself  joyously  for  the  glory  of  God.  There  was 
nothing  stuffy,  nor  dark,  nor  small,  nor  cowardly 
in  any  minute  of  Charles  Kingsley's  life  or  inch 
of  his  being. 
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THE  MISCHIEF-MAKERS 

i;y  c.   f.  holder 

There  was  a  deep  mystery  hanging  over  Camp 
Sierra,  and  four  boys  with  very  much  puzzled 
faces  sat  around  the  camp-fire,  eagerly  talking. 
The  camp  was  high  on  the  slope  of  the  Southern 
Sierras,  overlooking  a  broad  valley  in  which  the 
boys  lived,  and  they  were  spending  their  vacation 
in  the  forests  and  caiions  of  the  great  range  to 
enjoy  the  outdoor  life  and  obtain  specimens  of 
animals  for  the  museum  of  the  natural  history  so- 
ciety of  which  they  were  members. 

Their  camp  was  a  simple  breakdown  of  brush, 
branches  of  spruce  and  pine  thrown  over  the 
lower  limbs  of  a  big  tree,  with  a  flooring  of  pine- 
needles,  soft  and  fragrant.  In  front  of  this,  by 
the  side  of  a  deep  canon,  blazed  the  log-fire  that 
never  went  out,  and  that  crackled  and  roared  as 
though  it  was  the  most  important  feature  of  the 
camp. 

The  mystery  surrounding  them  was  the  topic 
of  conversation  that  night,  and  the  campers  evi- 
dently were  devising  secret  plans  as  they  sat  close 
together  and  talked  low,  the  crackling  fire  drown- 
ing their  voices.  There  were  strange  noises 
abroad,  too :  loud  shrieks,  low  hootings,  and  occa- 
sionally a  wild  echoing  laugh  which  the  campers 


knew  iielonged  to  a  coj'ote, 
but,  heard  in  the  deep  for- 
est under  peculiar  circum- 
stances, was,  to  say  the 
least,  unpleasant. 

The  mystery  was  that  every  morning,  for  the 
three  days  the  boys  had  been  in  camp,  something, 
as  Fred  JMotley  expressed  it.  had  turned  up  miss- 
ing. First  it  was  a  collar  and  a  necktie.  The  sec- 
ond night  a  canvas  shoe  and  a  number  of  small 
articles  of  no  especial  value  had  disappeared, 
while  on  the  third  morning  Preston  May  an- 
nounced that  his  silver  watch  with  its  leather 
shoe-string   chain   had   been   added   to   the   list. 

At  first,  the  boys  thought  it  was  due  to  their 
carelessness ;  then  they  looked  upon  one  another 
with  suspicion,  each  thinking  that  the  other  was 
playing  a  practical  joke  upon  the  rest ;  but  they 
had  all  solemnly  affirmed  that  this  was  not  so. 

"I  'm  not  superstitious,"  said  Fred,  ''but  it  's 
the  most  mysterious  thing  I  ever  knew." 

"Not  a  single  footprint  about  the  camp ;  that  "s 
the  strangest  part  of  it  !"  rejoined  the  owner  of 
the  watch. 

"I  have  a  plan  !"  said  Ernest  Rowland  at  last. 
"Let  us  establish  a  watch.  I  will  keep  awake  un- 
til twelve,  then  Pres  can  take  my  place  until  two, 
and  Fred  and  Tony  can  divide  the  rest  of  the 
time  till  morning." 

"Good  !"  exclaimed  the  others. 

"But,"  suggested  Tony,  lowering  his  voice, 
"how  do  we  know  but  the  thief  is  listening  to  us 
now  ?" 

"That  's  true."  replied  Ernest,  looking  out  into 
the  shadows:  "Init  we  can't  help  it;  and  if  this 
method  does  n't  solve  the  mystery,  I  move  we 
strike  cami)  before  we  lose  everything." 

.•\  half -hour  later  the  boys  rolled  themselves  in 
their  blankets  and.  with  the  exception  of  Ernest, 
were  soon  fast  asleep.  The  feeling  that  he  was 
in  charge  and  responsible  for  the  capture  of  the 
robber  sharpened  his  sensibilities  and  drove  all 
desire  for  sleep  away.  The  pine-needles,  moved 
by  the  wind  that  swept  over  the  mountains,  made 


NATURE  AND  SCIENCE  FOR  YOUNG  FOLKS 


a  mnrmiiriiig  sound  like  a  great  ^-Eolian  harp; 
then  from  far  away  would  come  the  screech  of 
some  wild  animal,  and  out  of  the  canon  the  crash 
of  a  falling  tree  or  some  rock  that  went  rolling 
down  far  into  the  depths.  Then  all  about  were 
strange  sounds— insects,  perhaps;  then  crackling 
noises,  as  though  some  one  was  approaching. 

The  watcher's  eyes  grew  wider  and  wider  as 
the  strange  noises  increased  instead  of  diminish- 
ing; and  more  than  once  his  hand  rested  on  his 
rifle  as  he  imagined  he  heard  the  step  of  a  man 
or  large  animal  at  his  elbow. 

Finally,  the  moon  came  up  over  the  next  range, 
and,  being  full,  sent  a  blaze  of  light  into  the 
camp,  so  that  everything  could  be  plainly  seen. 

It  w'as  nearly  one  o'clock,  and  Ernest  was  about 
to  call  his  relief,  when  suddenly  he  noticed  some- 
thing move  a  few  feet  away.  Looking  intently, 
he  saw  to  his  amazement  that  it  was  a  shoe  which 
one  of  the  boys  had  taken  off  and  left  near  the 
fire ;  as  he  looked,  this  shoe  turned  partly  around, 
and  then  began  to  glide  away. 

To  say  that  the  sentinel  was  dumfoundetl 
faintly  expresses  it.  He  felt  like  pinching  him- 
self to  prove  that  he  was  awake;  but  he  certainly 
was,  and  there  was  the  shoe  moving  along  with  a 
hitching,  uncertain  motion,  as  though  some  one 
was  jerking  it  by  the  string. 

Ernest  had  raised  himself  up  to  see  more 
clearly  when  he  caught  sight  of  his  own  top- 
boots  not  many  feet  away.  The  upper  portion  of 
one  appeared  to  be  waving  to  and  fro,  and  he 
distinctly  heard  something  drop  with  a  sharp 
sound ;  and  then  he  saw,  peeping  out  from  the 
top  of  the  boot,  a  black  head  followed  by  a  little 
body,  and  a  small  creature,  no  larger  than  a  rat, 
hopped  to  the  ground  and  scampered  off. 

The  shoe  had  stopped  its  wandering  for  the 
moment,  but  almost  immediately  began  again ; 
and  the  watcher  now  saw  that  about  it,  evidently 


tugging  at  the  shoestring,  was  another,  or  pos- 
sibly several,  of  the  same  little  creatures. 

Here  were  the  thieves,  caught  red-handed;  and 


"THE    SHOn    BEG.\N    TO    GLIDE    AWAY. 

as  Ernest  remained  quiet,  holding  his  breath,  one 
ran  over  his  blanket,  apparently  hunting  for 
something,  while  another  scrambled  up  the  boot- 
leg. It  was  evident  that  the  camp  was  being 
sacked  by  these  creatures,  and,  after  watching 
them  a  while,  he  gave  a  shout  that  not  only  put 
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"THE    WATCH    HAD    BEEN    DRAGGED    KY 
ITS    LEATHEK    CHAIN." 

the  robbers  to  flight,  hut  brought  the  sleepers  to 
their  feet. 

The  sentinel  solemnly  announced  that  he  had 
discovered  the  thief  and  made  them  guess  who  or 
what  it  was;  but  after  everything  they  could 
think  of  had  been  named,  he  told  them  he  was 
sure  it  was  the  wood-rats,  which  proved  to  be 
the  case. 

The  next  morning  the  boys  began  their  search 
and  found,  not  fifty  feet  down  the  side  of  the 
canon,  a  great  mass  of  sticks  interwoven,  and, 
strewn  about  on  the  ground,  a  variety  of  curious 


objects,  among  them  the  lost  collar,  while  the 
necktie  was  stuffed  into  one  of  the  entrances  of 
the  nest.  Further  search  revealed  the  watch,  irs 
white  face  gleaming  in  the  sunlight,  which  had 
been  dragged  by  its  leather  chain  and  was  not 
much  the  worse  for  it.  What  the  wood-rats 
wanted  with  these  articles  cannot  be  surmised,  as 
shoes,  watches,  and  neckties  are  not  generally 
used  by  them. 

But  the  strangest  freak  was  that  connected 
with  the  top-boots,  about  which  Ernest  had  seen 
them  climbing.  One  boot  was  partially  filled 
with  barley  from  a  sack  near  by  which  had  been 
brought  for  the  campers"  burros,  so  it  was  evi- 
dent that  a  number  of 
rats  must  have  been  at 
work  all  night. 

One  of  the  boys  sug- 
gested that  they  hide  in 
the  vicinity  and  catch  a 
.glimpse  of  these  mis- 
chievous creatures  in 
the  daytime.  In  the 
meantime,  they  had  in- 
vestigated the  nest  and 
found  it  a  remarkalil<- 
affair.  It  took  them 
over  an  hour  to  tear  it 
apart,  so  closely  was  it 
woven  together ;  and 
the      interior      showed 
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that  these  small  creatures  have  very  decided 
ideas  in  matters  pertaining  to  personal  com- 
fort. There  were  two  general  rooms,  one 
evidently  intended  for  baby  wood-rats,  being 
almost  filled  with  the  soft  down  of  various  plants, 
bits  of  cotton-like  material,  and  soft  bark  — a  reg- 
ular feather-bed.  The  second  room  was  appar- 
ently a  lounging-place,  or  sitting-room  where,  as 
Fred  suggested,  they  originated  the  pranks  they 
were  to  indulge  in.  From  these  rooms  many  pas- 
sages led  in  various  directions,  one  or  more  ex- 
tending into  the  ground;  so  that,  while  the  boys 
surrounded  the  nest  and  were  jubilant  in  the 
anticipation  of  capturing  the  inhabitants,  the  lat- 
ter all  escaped,  passing  down  the  underground 
passage  and  coming  out  at  a  pile  of  rocks  a  hun- 
dred feet  away,  where,  the  boys  supposed  later 
on,  they  sat  and  watched  the  proceedings. 

SOME  TREE  CURIOSITIES 
The  immense  ceiba,  or  silk-cotton,  tree  at  Nas- 
sau, planted  by  John  Miller  over  two  centuries 
ago,  is  one  of  the  most  famous  of  its  species.  An 
old  print  of  Nassau,  made  in  1802,  shows  this  tree 
much  as  it  appears  to-day.  Because  the  coral 
formation  of  the  island  bears  little  soil,  it  has 
been  difficult  for  the  roots  to  penetrate  far  below 
the  surface.  As  they  could  not  grow  down,  they 
have  grown  up.  and  so  have  developed  into  im- 


mense buttresses,  which  radiate  forty-five  feet 
from  the  center,  while  the  branches  of  the  tree 
have  a  spread  of  over  one  hundred  feet. 

The  traveler"s-tree,the  leaves  of  which  resemble 
those  of  the  banana-tree,  grows  throughout  the 
West  Indies.  It  is  sometimes  termed  the  fan-tree 
(RaTciiala  Madagascariciisis).  because  its  leaves 
spread  like  a  fan.  It  is  called  the  traveler's-tree 
because  the  wayfarer  has  only  to  pierce  the  stem 
of  a  leaf  and  pure  cold  water  spurts  out. 
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Trees  grow  in  many  queer  places,  but  a  certain 
maple-tree  in  (ireensburg,  Indiana,  maintains  life 
where  such  a  thing  seems  impossible.     The  home 


THE    TKEE    OX    THE    COURT-HOUSE   TOWER. 

of  this  tree  is  on  the  court-house  tower,  and  there 
it   flourishes   more   than   a   hundred    feet   above 
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inches  in  diameter.  Formerly  there  were  four 
trees  on  this  tower.  The  largest  was  removed  in 
1887,  because  its  roots  had  begun  to  spread  apart 
the  stone  blocks  about  the  base.  The  other  two 
died  later,  during  an  intensely  hot,  dry  summer. 
The  remaining  tree  has  made  a  slow  but  steady 
growth,  and  its  healthy  condition  indicates  that 
it  will  live  for  many  years. 

On  the  island  of  Trinidad  is  to  be  seen  a  sturdy 
tree  growing  out  of  a  brick  chimney  which  be- 
longed at  one  time  to  an  old  sugar-mill,  located 
at  this  point.  The  building  has  long  since  been 
reduced  to  ruins  and  is  overgrown  with  vegeta- 
tion. The  more  solidly  built  chimney  has  re- 
mained intact,  and  up  through  its  center  one  of 
the     quick-growing    trees     of     the     tropics     has 
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the  ground.     The  tree  has  been  growing  thirty- 
five  vears;  it  is  about  fifteen  feet  high,  and  four 


.\   TKI.E   GUIIWIXG    OUT    OF    THE    TOP   OF   .\    CHIMXF.Y. 

sprung,  spreading  its  branches  out  of  the  top  of 
it  as  shown  in  our  picture,  evidently  thriving 
on  the  sjjecial  allowance  of  air  and  sunshine 
which  its  lofty  and  isolated  position  gives  it. 

In  the  central  part  of  Florida,  near  Ft.  Pierce, 
in  the  heart  of  a  pine  forest,  stands  an  old  dead 
pine-tree,  absolutely  devoid  of  foliage.  Lodged 
in  a  fork  of  this  pine,  fifty  feet  above  ground, 
is  a  rubber-tree,  that  has  sent  a  single  root  to 
earth,  fiftv  feet  below:  and  from  this  it  receives 
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Bolivia— a  veritable  monarch  of  its  kind.  It 
measures  twenty-seven  feet  around  its  base,  and 
yields  more  than  twenty  pounds  of  rubber  every 
day  for  a  hundred  and  twenty  days  of  the  year. 
At  the  present  price  of  rubber  the  tree  is  worth 
about  sixty  thousand  dollars,  and  the  income  de- 
rived from  it  supports  an  entire  family  in  comfort. 

A  REVERSIBLE  PHOTOGRAPH 

The  camera  sometimes  plays  tricks,  —  as  every 
one  who  has  ever  used  one  knows,— but  rarely 
such  a  curious  one  as  this  snap-shot  of  a  child 
watching  the  swans  in  the  park  at  Victoria,  Brit- 
ish   Columljia.      The    photographer    saw    nothing 
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its  entire  sustenance.  The  root  may  be  plainly 
seen  in  the  photograph  at  the  left  of  the  trunk 
of  the  dead  pine. 

But  an  even  more  important  rubber-tree  was 
reported    last    year    as    having    been    found    in 
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nnusual  in  the  picture  until  a  keen-eyed  friend 
turned  it  upside  down  and  pointed  out  the  profile 
of  a  human  face  formed  by  the  central  group  of 
swans  and  the  reflected  light  in  the  water. 


THE  "ROLY-POLY" SQUARE 
THAT  DECEIVES  THE  EYE 

This  is  the  famous  "Roly- 
Poly"  Square  of  Lisbon,  Por- 
tugal, so-called  because  of 
the  peculiar  pattern  of  its 
mosaic  pavement,  which  is 
the  most  remarkable  of  its 
kind  in  the  world.  The  pave- 
ment is  really  level,  but  by 
this  pattern  is  made  to  appear 
undulating,  and,  as  shown  in 
the  photograph,  the  eye  is 
completely  deceived  by  it. 
The  official  name  of  the 
square  is  Praca  de  Dom 
Pedro  Quarto.  This  square 
contains  two  bronze  foun- 
tains, and  a  lofty  pillar  sur- 
mounted with  a  statue  of 
Pedro  W. 
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HOP,   HOP,   HOP,    HE   WENT,   AND   THEY   FOLLOWED  HIM. 


HOW  THE  BLUEBIRD  CAME  TO  BE  BLUE 

A  FANCIFUL  STORY 
RE-TOLD  BY  ELLEN  C.  BABBITT 

Once  upon  a  time,  a  woman  and  her  two  children  were  lost  in  the  woods 

On  and  on  they  walked,  and  the  woods  grew  thicker  and  thicker. 

The  children  cried,  "Oh,  Mother,  Mother!  We  are  so  hungry,  do  give  us 
something  to  eat !  " 

The  mother  had  to  say,  "  Dear  children,  I  have  nothing  to  give  you  to  eat." 

She  had  been  hungry  for  a  long  time  herself,  but  she  had  said  nothing  about  it 
to  the  children. 

By  and  by  they  cried  again,  saying,  "Oh,  Mother,  do  give  us  just  a  drink  of  water!" 

But  she  said,  "  I  can  find  no  water  for  you  to  drink." 

She  had  been  thirsty  for  a  long  time,  but  she  had  said  nothing  about  it  to  the 
children. 

On,  on  they  went,  hunting  for  a  path,  and  food,  and  water. 

They  were  badly  scratched  liy  the  briers  of  berry-l)ushes,  but  they  found  no 
berries. 

The  streams  were  all  dr\-,  and  they  found  no  spring  of  watt;r. 

At  last  they  sat  down  on  the  ground  and  cried,  all  together. 

As  they  sat  there,  they  heard  a  voice.    They  listened.     It  said,  "  Come,  come!" 

They  were  glad  to  hear  the  voice,  but  they  saw  no  one. 

But  soon  one  of  the  children  saw  a  Little  Gray  Bird,  peeping  down  from  a  tree. 

Looking  right  into  the  mother's  eyes,  it  said,  "  Come,  come,  come  !  "  in  the 
sweetest  way.      "  Come,  children,"  she  said;   "we  will  follow  the  little  bird." 

8r. 
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The  bird  hopped  along  slowly,  for  he  knew  that  the  mother  and  the  children 
were  very  tired.      Hop,  hop,  hop,  he  went,  and  they  followed  him. 

He  first  led  them  to  a  spring.  There  they  drank  as  if  they  could  never  get 
enough. 

When  they  stopped  drinking  the  Little  Bird  went  on  again,  hop,  hop,  hop,  and 
they  followed  him. 

He  now  led  them  to  a  tree  full  of  ripe  fruits. 

They  ate,  and  ate,  and  ate. 

Now  the  night  was  upon  them. 

The  Little  Bird  led  them  to  a  tree  that  had  branches  near  the  ground. 

The  mother  easily  climbed  up  into  the  tree  and  lifted  her  children  up  out  of  the 
reach  of  wolves. 

While  the  mother  and  children  slept,  the  Little  Gray  Bird  watched  over  them. 

The  next  day  the  Little  Bird  cared  for  them,  showing  them  other  springs  and 
fruit-trees.      Again,  at  night,  he  led  them  to  a  tree  where  they  could  sleep  safely. 

The  day  after  that,  the  mother  found  that  she  was  on  the  path  that  led  to  her 
home. 

How  happy  they  were  to  be  at  home  once  more !  They  looked  up  to  thank  the 
Little  Gray  Bird. 

But  the  Little  Gray  Bird  had  feathers  the  color  of  the  sky.  Now  he  was  a 
Bluebird. 

And  to  this  day  the  Bluebirds  are  proud  of  their  coats.  For  the  beautiful  blue 
feathers  were  given  to  that  Little  Gray  Bird  because  he  had  been  so  kind. 

From  "Voodoo  Tales,"  by  Mary  E.  Owen. 
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Look  out!  look  out!     .\n  engine 
train 
Ls  coming  at  you  down  the  track, 
And  you  would  get  a  dretful  pain 
If  it  should  hit  you  in  the  back. 
An'  ain't  you  scared  as  you  can  be, 
An'  can't  you  hear  it  puff  and 
smoke  ? 

Oh,  don't  you  sec  it  's  oiilv  iiic. 
Just  pi  a  viuo-  cuo'nn-  Jor  a  joke  . ' 

Look  out!  look  out!     A  great  big 
bear 

Is  creeping  out  behind  the  door. 
And  don't  you  feel  an  awful  scare, 

Worse  than  you  ever  felt  before? 
An'can't  you  hearhim  growl,  and  see 

How  fierce  he  is,  and  oh,  how  tall? 
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/  //  '\  oiitj  iiic, 
4nd  not  a  orcat  l)/o-  bear  at  all .' 


r 


V 


\ 


.--^-^\ 


^^1 


'■V^ 


.r-J 


^(4 


'  %1i  r  ^ 


I9I5] 


FOR  VERY   LITTLE   FOLK 


83 


QDOaSIE 


'a    IIKAUING    FOR    NOVEMIIER."       LY    KUBIU^r    MARTIN,  AGE    14.       (HONOR    MFMUFr;,) 


This  month  marks  another  anniversary;  for  the  St. 
Nicholas  League  began  just  sixteen  years  ago — in  No- 
vember, 1899.  And  the  boys  and  girls  flocked  to  its 
standard  literally  by  the  thousand — a  vast  army  of  in- 
telligent, ardent  American  young  folk,  bent  upon  ex- 
pressing through  "their  own  particular  department  of 
their  own  special  magazine"  the  best  that  was  in  them. 
Never  before  had  they  found  such  an  opportunity  for 
self-development,  and  under  no  compulsion  except  joy- 
ous competition  with  like-minded  comrades.  And  what 
a  record  they  have  made  !  How  many  gems  of  prose 
and  verse  could  be  culled  from  their  clever  contribu- 
tions!     Many  a  little  masterpiece,  indeed,  has  won  the 


unstinted  admiration,  and  even  env\'.  of  grown-up  writ- 
ers. The  young  League  illustrators,  too, — both  artists 
and  photographers — with  what  argosies  of  beautiful  pic- 
tures ha\'e  they  enriched  our  pages,  month  after  month  ! 
More  than  si.xty  thousand  boys  and  girls  have  been 
enrolled  in  the  League,  and  more  than  five  thousand 
have  won  gold-  and  silver-badges  and  become  Honor 
Members.  We  may  all  rejoice,  moreover,  in  the  fact 
that  the  League  has  ne\-er  reached  a  greater  height  of 
achievement  and  popularity  than  it  enjoys  to-day.  Nor 
has  the  host  of  boys  and  girls  who  have  made  it  what 
it  is  ever  evinced  a  more  loyal  and  enthusiastic  appre- 
ciation of  its  benefits  and  ideals. 


PRIZE-WINNERS,  COMPETITION  No.   189 

In  making  the  awards,  contributors'  ages  are  ctinsidered. 

PROSE.      Silver  badges,  Marie  W.  Smith  (age  14),  Massachusetts;   Emma  G.  Jacobs  (age    15),  Michigan;    Frances 

Knoche  Marlatt  (age  14),  New  York;   Alice  Hines  (age  14),  Te.xas;   Zelma  Owen  (age  15),  Indiana. 

VERSE.     C,ii]d  badges,  Mary  S.  Benson  (age  12),  California;   Margaret  Tildsley  (age  14),  Maine. 

Silver  badges,  Annette  Auslander  (age   15),  New  York;   Louise  Guyol  (age  1,5),  New   Hampshire;  Elizabeth  Kieffer 

(age  15),  Maryland;   Linda  Van  Norden  (age  ii),  California. 

DRAWINGS.      Cold  ba.ige.  Ruth  S.  Thorp  (age  15),  Pennsylvania. 

Silver  badges,  Edward  L.  Palmer  (age  17),  New  York  ;  Marian  AUardt  (age  12),  California. 

PHOTOGRAPHS,     (iold  badges,  Margaret  Alice  Keith  (age  15),  Ohio;  Charles  B.  Cooper  (age  13),  New  York. 

Silver  badges,   Roger  Wood  Wentworth   (age    15),    iSIassachusetts;   Virginia   L.   Rust  (age  13),    L'tah;   Wendell  S. 

Clampitt  (age  17),  Iowa;   Eleanor  P.  Sloan  (ageii),  Pennsylvania;    Frederick  A.  Small  (age  15),  Canada;   Parker  B. 

Newell  (age  15),  New  Jersey. 

PUZZLE-MAKING.     Cold  badge.  Myrtle  Winter  (age  15).  New  Jersey. 

Silver  badges,  Leona  M.  Fassett  (age  id).  California;  Phyllis  Young  (age  lO,  Canada. 

PUZZLE  ANSWERS.      IJold  badge,  Hubert  Barentzen  (age  U>),  Porto  Rico. 

Silver  badge,  Elisabeth  Allen  (age  16),   Pennsylvania. 
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THE  AUTUMN  HILLS 

BY    ANNETTE    AUSLANDEK    (AGE     I5) 

(Silver  Badge) 
The   vapor  lifts,   and   through   the   drifts  the  autumn 

hills  look  bleak  and  bare  ; 
The   birds  are  gone,   and,   one  by   one.   the  chestnuts 

rattle  in  the  air  ; 
The  wild  winds  whirl  about  and  hurl  and  crash  against 

the  hills  that  stand 
Erect  and  strong,  the  ages  long,  like  orags  upon  a 

raging  strand. 

What    mist   e'er   chills   the   autumn    hills   so   plain,   so 

patient,  and  so  great ! 
They  point  a  truth   for  age  and  youth:   be  persevering 

— work  and  wait ! 
Perform    the   task    God   gave   thee ;    ask    no    other   boon 

than  work  itself — 
To  serve  the  Lord  is  thy  reward,  far  finer  than  all 

worldly  pelf. 

Year   follows   year;   new  things   appear;   but   never 

change  the  grand  old  hills. 
Though  autumn  gray  will   soon  be  gay   with   green  and 

gold  of  daffodils. — 
Yet  now  winds  whirl  the  leaves  and  swirl  around  those 

hills,  and  strive  to  shake. 
While  thunders  black  with  crooked  crack  of  lightning 

strike,  but  never  break  ! 


WHAT    MIGHT   HAVE   HAPPENED— 
AND  WHAT  HAPPENED! 

BY    MARIE    W.    SMITH     (AGE    I4) 

(Silver  Badge) 
Jimmy  Jones  was  not  a  model  boy;  consequently,  when 
his  mother  forbade  him  to  go  fishing  he  was  all  the 
more  anxious  to  go.  After  thinking  over  his  hard  lot 
for  some  time,  Jimmy  decided  to  go  fishing — punish- 
ment, or  no  punishment.  He  then  rose  and  sauntered 
leisurely  out  to  the  barn,  where  he  collected  his  fishing 
paraphernalia,  and  set  out  at  a  brisk  walk  for  the  pond. 


[•.y   NO(iKFi    \V.     WENTWOK  in,   AGK 
(SILVER    BADGE.) 


It  happened  that  on  this  particular  day  Mrs.  Jones 
was  giving  a  luncheon-party.  The  lunch  was  to  be 
served  at  one-thirty.  At  ten  minutes  past  one  Mrs. 
Jones   excused   herself  and   hurried  into   the   kitchen. 

"Has  n't  the  fish  man  come  yet?"  she  inquired  ner- 
vously of  the  cook. 

"No  'm,  he  has  n't  come  yet  !  And  I  have  n't  got 
any  more  time  than   I  need  now,"  the  cook  replied. 

At    this    moment    the    kitcht-n    dour    opened    and    in 


stepped  Jimmy.  In  his  right  hand  he  held  a  string 
with  eight  good-sized  pickerel  on  it. 

"Oh  Jimmy!  let  me  have  those  fish.  The  fish  man 
has  n't  come  yet,  and  the  guests  have  all  arrived !" 
cried  Mrs.  Jones. 

Jimmy  handed  her  the  string  without  a  word  and 
then  went  quietly  to  his  room,  for  he  felt  that  il  be- 
hooved him  to  be  very  good,  since  he  had  just  dis- 
obeyed his  mother. 

At  the  supper-table  Jimmy  was  greeted  with,  "Con- 
c;ratulations,   Mr.   Fisherman!"   from   his  father,  and: 
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"Oh  Jimmy,  how  could  you  disobey  me  !  You  might 
have  been  drowned  or  injured!"  from  his  mother. 

Jimmy  was  silent  a  moment  and  then  he  cried,  jubi- 
lantly, "And  your  lunch-party  might  'a'  turned  out 
worse  than  it  did  I" 

"True,  my  son,"  his  father  replied,  "and  I  won't  pun- 
ish you  this  time.  But  see  that  you  don't  disobey 
manuna  again." 

"Yes,  pa,"  Jimmy  replied  meekly. 

THE  AUTUMN  HILLS 

BY    FLORENCE    M.    TREAT    (AGE    i6) 

(Honor  Member) 
In  gorgeous  festal  raiment  clad,  the  autumn  woodlands 

shine. 
Oh,  hurry  up!     I  can't  wait  long!     Come  on,  old  chum 

o'  mine  ! 
For  every  leaf  and  vine  is  splashed  with  gaudy 

crimson  dye. 
And  through  the  shivering,  swaying  pines  a   boisterous 

wind  sweeps  by. 
Against  the  oak-trees'  bronze  and  gold  the  sumac 

flaunts  its  flame. 
While  perched  above,  in  saucy  spite,  the  blue-jay  screams 

his  blame 
Of  squirrels  and  chipmunks  on  the  ground  ;  and  gay 

bright  mosses  creep 
O'er  fallen  logs,  and  worn  old  paths,  and  hillsides  rough 

and   steep, 
Where  wintergreen   and   sassafras  and   partridge-tjerries 

grow. 
And  up  on  top  the  winds  blow  strong, — -and  blow,  and 

blow,  and  blow  ! 
-And  everv  rustling  calls  vou  on.  and  every  twig-snap 

thrills— 
Oh,  hurry  up.  old  chum  o'  mine!      Lt-t   's  go  and  cKmb 

the  hills! 
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THE  AUTUMN  HILLS  IN  CALIFORNIA 

BV    MARY    S.    BENSON     (AGE    12) 

(Gold  Badge.    Siher  Badge  won  February,  igij) 

We  have  not  the  brilliant  glory- 
That  adorns  the  Eastern  fall ; 

Not   for  us  the  scarlet   forests. 

Nor  the   song-birds'   farewell  call. 


'A    HEADING    FOR   NOVEMBER."       BV    EDWARD    L.    PALMER,  AGE    17. 
(SILVER  BADGE.) 

But  we  have  the  bright  green  hillslopes. 
Where  the   birds  sing  all  the  day; 

Where  doth  grow  the  scarlet  holly  : 
Where  the  spotted  fawn  doth  play; 

Where  the  shining  green  of  summer 
Hath    not    faded    from   the   trees; 

Where  no  signs  of  coming  winter 
Are  brought  by  the  gentle  breeze. 

Where,  although  the  months  go  by  us. 
Still  there  is  a  changeless  scene  : 

For  the  Eastern  glory  fadeth. 
But  our  hills  are  alwavs  green! 


WH.AT  MIGHT  HAVE  HAPPENED— 
AND  WHAT  HAPPENED! 

BY    EMMA    C.    JACOBS     (AGE    I5) 

(Silver  Badge) 
A    MVRMVR    of    excitement    filled    the    school-room    the 
Friday    before    Thanksgiving,    for    the    school    principal 
had  just  announced  that  he  would  present  a  five-dollar 
gold-piece  to   the   boy   who   would  compose   and  deliver 


best-intentioned.  but  laziest  boy  in  town.  As  he  walked 
home  from  school,  a  wonderful  picture  formed  in  his 
mind. 

He  saw  the  school-room  crowded  with  friends  and 
relatives,  and  himself  modestly  mounting  the  platform 
stairs  and  delivering  such  an  oration  that  a  silence, 
greater  than  that  which  greeted  Lincoln's  immortal 
speech,  followed  ;  then  such  a  mighty  burst  of  applause 
that  the  very  rafters  trembled.  Of  cour.se  his  speech 
was  the  best,  and  he  beheld  the  principal  bestow  on  him 
the  coveted  prize,  .and  foretell  for  him  a  future  as  great 
as  W^ebster's  or — well,  some  other  fellow  in  the  history- 
book. — Then  he  pictured  himself  borne  by  the  admiring 
audience  to  the  town  hall,  while  the  band  played  "Hail ! 
the  Conquering  Hero  Comes." 

"Say.  Johnny,  coming  coasting?"  A  rude  voice  broke 
the  shining  dream. 

"Sure,  Bub!"  And,  essay  forgotten,  the  would-be 
hero  hurried  off. 

So  the  week  passed.     Each  day  the  dream  was  elabo- 
rated       till        the 
President    himself 
conferred  the 

honor  on  him,  but 
coasting  was 

good,  and  the 
essay  was  not 
started. 

Finally.  the 

great  day  came. 
Speech  after 

speech  was  deliv- 
ered, and  duly 
applauded.  till 

finally  Johnny 

Grant's  turn  came. 
But  lo !  instead 
of  the  modest 
hero-to-be,  a 

flushed,  embar- 
rassed boy  mut- 
tered two  words. 
"Not  prepared." 
and  sank  into  his 
seat. 

When  the  prize 
was  awarded, 

Johnny,  with  head  aloft,  expressed  contempt  for  such 
"baby"  things.  But  in  his  mind  there  still  lingered  a 
wonderful,  shattered  romance. 


'SOMETHING   ROVND.  BV   VIRGINIA 

BRADFIELD,   ACE    17. 
(honor   MEMBER.) 


"  ALL  ABOARD."      nv 
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r^.  AGE   fi. 
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the  best  oration  on  "Thanksgiving."  Every  one  was 
obliged  to  compete,  so  the  contest  would  be  an  exciting 
one. 

Among  the  most  enthusiastic  was  Johnny  Grant,  the 


THE  AUTUMN   Hll.I.S 
A    Sonnet 

BY    MARGARET    TII.DSLEY    (aGE    I4) 

(Gold  Badge.     Siher  Badge  k'Oh  September,  191 A 
Above  the  meadows,  decked  with  gold  and  blue 

Of  goldenrod  and  asters,  fair  and  tall. 

Rose  hills,  aflame  with  colors  of  the   fall. 
With    reds   and   yellows. — other  colors,  too. 
I  thought  not  of  their  beauty,  it  is  true  : 

The  colors  of  the  hills  to  me  were  gall 

And  deepest  bitterness,  for  each  and  all 
Reminded  me  that  school-time  was  nigh  due! 

Vacation  days  had  all  fled  swiftly  bv. 
And   with   them   all  the  gaiety  th.nt   fills 
The  summer  time  with  rare  delight  and  joy 

For  man  and  woman,  as  for  girl  and  boy. 
And  so  it  was  that  with  a  heavv  siyh 
I  looked  upon  the  glory  of  the  hills ! 
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BY    rRKSCiiTT    B.    HUNTINGTijN,  AGE  lO. 


BY    INEZ    WATKINS,  AGE    15. 


BY    VIRGINIA    L.     RLSr,   AGIi    1 3, 
(SILVER    BADGE.) 


BV    \\  b.;,DIJ.L    1-.- 


17.       (,.1LV1...    1;..;.^,   ., 


(SILVER    BADGE.) 


DVELEAXOR  HILLVER.  A'.H  lu. 

"ALL  ABOARD!" 


SV  HENUY  DU  KOV  HAKT,  AGE  II. 
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THE  AUTUMN  HILLS 

BY    LOUISE    GUVOL,    JR.     (AGE     Ij) 

(Silver  Badge) 
Blue  in  the  distance,  misty,  indistinct. 
But,  as  we  nearer  draw,  the  green  of  pine 
And  hemlock,  interspersed   with  red  and  gold 
Of  maple,  flash  upon  our  wond'ring  eyes. 
About  them  twine  the  vines  of  wild-wood  grapes. 
Clusters  of   fragrance  filled  with   sun   and  dew  ; 
And  stately  oaks  above  us  tower  high. 
Their  ruddy  lea\es  a-glisten  in  the  sun  ; 


Clear  mountain   streams  that   sparkle   'neath   its  beams. 
And  leap  o'er  rocks  that  do  their  course  impede. 
Then  as  the  sun  doth  sink,  a  crimson  fire 
Spreads  o'er  the  hills  a  rosy,  golden  glow. 
And  as  the  darkness  falls,  their  outline  vague 
Becomes  more  indistinct  against  the  stars. 
And  fades  at  last  into  the  evening  sky. 

WHAT  MIGHT  HAVE  HAPPENED— 

AND  WH./\T   DID   HAPPEN 

BY  Grack  canfikld  freesk  (age  17) 

(Honor  Member) 

Last  summer,  in  the  very  shadow  «f  Mt.  Monadnock, 

by   the    shores   of    Lake    Thorndike.    we    had    our   camp. 


■      ■    ■li    i  IIIM,     I   .  .1    ,.  1.  I    ,      M  \IilA.N    Al.l  AH[l'r,    AGE    i:-. 

(su.\ek  hadge.) 

As  our  sleeping-quarters  were  rather  crani|ncl.  four  of 
us  slept  in  an  empty  building  not  far  from  the  rest, 
which  we  labeled  "Apartment  23." 

We  were  forbidden  canoes,  though  we  all  could 
swim,  consequently  our  one  desire  was  to  slip  out  some 
bright  night  and  steal  a  ride.    Accordingly,  on  a  beauti- 


ful moonlit  night  in  July,  we  set  an  alarm-clock  at 
twelve,  and,  mufiling  it,  placed  it  between  two  of  us. 

We  planned  to  slip  out,  take  two  canoes  from  the 
boat-house  near  by  and  have  a  midnight  ride.  The 
stars  were  all  out — that  is,  I  did  n't  count  them,  but  it 
looked  as  if  they  were, — and  the  lovely  summer  moon 
shed  a  soft  radiance  o\'er  e\er>'thing.  W'e  were  to 
steal  away  from  the  rest  of  the  camp  toward  the  road 
and  make  our  way  through  the  bushes  to  the  boat- 
house.  We  were  to  paddle  behind  the  island  and.  after 
a  long  ride,  refresh  ourselves  with  the  stock  of  "eats" 
we  had  brought  and  return  as  silently  as  we  had  come. 

I  say  we  had  l^ltnined  to  do  all  this.  But  alas!  We 
muffled  the  clock  a  little  too  much,  and  it  stopped  at 
11.45.     We  awoke  just  in  time  to  dress  for  breakfast. 

WHAT  MIGHT  HAVE  HAPPENED 
AND  WHAT  HAPPENED 

BY    VIOLA    STERN     WERTHEIM     (aGE    8) 

In  the  cozy  nursery  of  number  27.  seated  at  the  large 
table,  two  little  girls,  Helen  and  Dorothy  Gale,  were 
busy  making  cardboard   houses  out  of  boxes. 

Helen  Gale  was  ten  years  old,  while  her  sister  Dor- 
othy was  nine. 

They  were  eagerly  awaiting  the  following  Monday, 
when  they  were  to  go  on  a  visit  to  their  cousin,  Ethel 
Porter,   for  two  weeks  at  her  country  home. 

"Won't  it  be  lovely?"  asked  Dorothy,  enthusiasti- 
cally, her  eyes  sparkling.  As  she  spoke,  she  turned 
around  to  face  her 
sister.  But  when 
she  turned. she  ac- 
cidentally knocked 
down  one  of 
Helen's  houses 
with    her   elbow. 

"Oh,  I  'm  so 
sorry  !"  cried  Dor- 
othy. "I  '11  help 
you  build  it  over 
again."  But  Helen 
would  not  listen  to 
her  sister's  apolo- 
gies, as  she  had  a 
rather  quick  tem- 
per. 

"I  'm  going  to 
tell  Mamma  right 
straight  now!" 
said  she.  As  she 
walked  out  of  the 
room,  Dorothy's 
eyes  filled  with 
tears. 

"Oh,  Mamma!" 
mother's  room. 

Mrs.  CJale  listened  to  her  daughter's  story,  and  then 
said  :  "Have  I  not  told  you  often  enough  not  to  tell  on 
your   sister?" 

"But  Mamma,  think  what  she  did!  She  spoiled  my 
whole  house  on  purpose.  Please  don't  let  her  go  to 
Ethel's  on    Monday,   will   you?" 

"Helen,"  said  her  mother  severely,  "you  shall  be  the 
one  to  stay  at  home,  not  Dorothy,  unless  you  beg  lier 
pardon  at  once  for  being  so  cross,  because  I  'ni  sure 
■she  did   not   mean  to  upset  your  house." 

But  Helen  refused  to  apologize,  and  so  was  not  al- 
lowed to  go  to  her  cousin's. 

So  what  might  have  happened  to  Dorothy  happened 
to  Helen! 


SO.METHlNt;    KUI:Mj,"      BV  LOUISE   GRr\HAM, 
AGE  17.      (HONOR   MEMBER.) 

ied    Helen    as    she    burst    into    her 
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THE  AUTUMN  HILLS 

BY    ELIZABETH    KIEFFER    (AGE    I  5) 

(Sili'er  Badge) 
Oh,  the  hills  are  fair  in  winter,  lass, 

A  snow-sheet   sparkling  white. 
When  we  skim  the  glittering  lake  by  day, 

The  glistening  slope  by  night ! 

And  the  hills  are  fair  in  springtime,  lass, 

When  birds  begin  to  sing; 
When  the  woods  are  all  a  misty  green. 

And  chimes  of  bluebells  ring. 

And  the  woods  are  fine  in  summer,  lass, 

All  purple  through  the  day. 
And  along  the  glory  of  their  slopes 

The  dark-ling  shadows  play. 


ALL   ABOARD."    BY    PARKER  B.  NEWELL,  AGE  15.    (SILVER    BADGE.) 

But  the  hills  are  best  in  autumn,  lass, 

When  all  the  trees  are  gold, 
And  the  glory  of  the  season's  joy 

Is  all  the  heart  can  hold  ! 

And  it  's  oh,  the  purple  asters,  lass. 

That  grow  beside  the  brook, 
And  the  riches  of  the  goldenrod 

In  every  quiet   nook  ! 

Oh,   I   love  them   well   in   winter,   lass. 

In  spring  and  summer,  too, 
But  best  I  love  the  autumn. 

In  my  happy  hills  of  blue! 


WH.AT   MIGHT   HAVE  HAPPENED— 
AND  WHAT  HAPPENED! 

BY    FRANCES     KNOCHE     MARLATT     (AGE     I4) 

(Silver  Badge) 
Mother  Partridge  was  a  plump,  fluffy  creature  with 
twelve  three-days-old  chicks.  In  the  short  period  of 
their  existence  she  had  taught  her  babies  many  things, 
including  her  signals.  They  knew  that  "cluck,  cluck" 
meant  to  hide,  and  also  that  their  lives  depended  on 
obedience. 

One   day,    when    Mother    Partridge   was   sitting   with 
her  chicks  in  the  depth  of  the  forest,  she  spied  a  fo.\. 


Almost  immediately  came  the  "cluck,  cluck"  signal. 
L'nder  the  leaves  went  each  chick  until  not  one  was 
in  sight. 

Mother  Partridge  now  undertook  to  lead  Mr.  Fox 
away  from  her  babies.  She  threw  herself  fearlessly  in 
front  of  the  fox.  as  though  begging  for  mercy — for  she 
now  had  a  wounded  wing.  The  sly  old  fo.x  was  having 
\isions  of  a  delicious  feast,  easily  won,  as  he  went  to 
grab  poor  Mrs.  Partridge.  But  somehow  .she  had  hob- 
bled away  quicker  than  he  could  reach  her.  It  was  most 
irritating  to  have  a  lamed  partridge  go  quicker  than  a 
fo.x  could  run !  But  as  Mr.  Fo.x  quickened  his  pace, 
the  partridge  quickened  hers.  A  most  peculiar  thing! 
This  kept  up  for  a  mile  or  so.  Suddenly  the  partridge 
took  to  wing — for  her  wing  was  well  now — and  flew 
back  to  her  babies,  still  huddled  among  the  leaves. 
The  fo.x  stared  after  her  blankly.  He  had  been  fooled 
— he  who  was  considered  so  cunning  ! 

Mother  Partridge's  babies  were  safe,  whereas,  if  she 
had  not  known  how  to  lead  a  fox  astray,  he  would 
have  had  twel\-e  little  partridges  for  dinner. 

WHAT  MIGHT  HAVE  HAPPENED— 
AND  WHAT  HAPPENED 

BY    ALICE    HINE.S     (aGE     I4) 

(Silver  Badge) 
."Vrita  is  a  little  village  in  Japan  almost  entirely  de- 
\oted  to  the  making  of  porcelain.  While  we  were  in 
Japan,  we  visited  this  quaint  \illage  and  saw  all  the 
little  o\ens  where  they  bake  the  china.  We  saw  hun- 
dreds of  men,  women,  and  children  devoting  their  lives 
to  the  manufacture  of  the  dishes,  cups,  and  saucers  we 
eat  and  drink  from. 

The  day  we  were  there,  the  proprietors  had  received 
an  order  from  the  Emperor  for  some  cups  to  be  used  at 
a  dinner  he  was  soon  going  to  gi\'e.  Every  one  was 
busy  trying  to  fill  this  order  so  that  the  cups  could  be 
sent  on  time.  We  looked  all  around  us  with  interest, 
watching  one  person  and  then  another.  Finally,  we 
paused  in  front  of  an  old  woman  who  had  a  dozen 
cups  spread  out 
before  her  on  a 
board. 

Suddenly  one 
end  of  the  boar^i 
went  up  in  the 
air,  and  all  of 
the  cups  fell  oft. 
Alas !  all  were 
broken  but  three 
The  cause  of  this 
disaster  was  jn\' 
small  brother, 

who,  in  his  eager- 
ness to  see,  had 
stumbled  against 
the  board  and 
knocked  it  over. 
Immediately  there 
was  an  uproar, 
and  loud  and  many  were  the  exclamations,  both  in 
English  and  Japanese.  In  the  midst  of  this,  both  my 
brother  and  myself  were  banished  to  sit  in  our  jin- 
rikishas  and  weep  over  our  misfortunes. 

We  could  not  pay  for  the  cups  as  they  were  almost 
priceless,  but  we  bought  some  bowls,  to  atone  slightly 
for  the  unfortunate  accident.  A  sign  was  later  put  up 
"No  Children  Allowed." 

The  Emperor  of  Japan  might  have  gotten  his  cups 
sooner   if   it   had   not   been   for   a   small   American  boy 


SOftlETHING    ROUND.  BY  RUTH    S.  THORl", 

AGE  15.      (GOLD  BADGE.      SILVER  BADGE 

WON    OCT.,    1914  ) 
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six  years  old.  who  has  been  called  ever  since,  by  a 
humorous  uncle.  "The  honorable  cup-breaker  to  His 
Majesty,  the   Mikado." 


ThANKSDIVINO 


'a    heading    for    NuVF.MBF-K. 


{'.\     ALMA     KF,Hl.)E,    AGE    T^, 


THE  AUTUMN  HILLS 
(/)!  Ilie  Sierra  Nn'ada  Mountains) 

BY     LIND.A     VAN     NORDEN'     (aGF.     II) 

(Silver  Badge) 
The  mystic   autumn   hills, 
The  purple  autumn   hills. 

Are   touched   with   rolling  mist. 
A  dream  before  my  eyes. 
Hill  upon  hill  doth  rise. 

By  golden   .sunshine  kissed. 

Beyond  them,  mountains  white. 
In   gleaming  golden   light. 

Snow-capped   and  mantled  too  ! 
Like  kings  who  rule  the  land. 
There  they  majestic  stand 

Against  the  sky  so  blue. 

In    softened   glory,    down 
Slope   orchard    hills,   red-brown 

And  golden  in  the  sun  ; 
And  o'er  them,   cloudlets  white 
Smile  at  them  from  their  height, 

Then  float  on,  one  by  one. 

I  in  my  hammock  lie. 
Dreaming  of  earth  and  sky, 

Of  joys  which  soon  must  cease. 
Oh.  if  Time's  hand  could  stay. 
And  leave  all.  as  to-day, 

A  golden   dream   of  peace  ! 

WH.AT  MIGHT  H.AVE   HAPPENED— 
AND  WHAT  DID  HAPPEN 

BY    ZELMA    OWEN    (AGE    I5) 

(Silver  Badge) 

"But  suppose  he  should  get  crippled  for  life?"  ques- 
tioned Mother.  "It  is  really  dangerous.  He  is  so 
young,  too.  He  would  be  more  apt  to  get  hurt  than 
the  others." 

"It  '11  be  a  good  thing  for  him.  He  's  shielded  so 
much  at  home  that  it  '11  be  good  for  him  to  learn  that 
he  can't  always  get  along  so  easy.  Why.  these  street 
waifs  know  more  trouble  at  Phil's  age  than  our  children 
do  at  twenty."     And  so  it  was  decided. 

This    conversation    between    Mollier    and    Father    fol- 


lowed   the    request    of    Phil,    our    four-year-old    family 
baby,  to  run  in  the  Rosedale  Pushmobile  race. 

At  the  appointed  time,  Mother.  Father,  and  I  were 
at  the  speedway.  The  race  had  merely  begun  when  the 
ntost  promising  pushmobile  collapsed,  almost  blockading 
the  way.  just  then  Phil  appeared  with  Jack,  my  thir- 
teen-year-old brother,  as  his  runner.  Phil  waved  at  us, 
for  he  had  not  seen  the  wreck  !  He  was  scarcely  ten 
feet  from  it !  In  an  instant.  Jack  threw  himself  over 
Phil  and  grasped  the  steering-wheel.  Oh,  zvould  he  be 
able  to  steer  past  the  wreck  !  Jack's  weight  slackened 
the  speed  and  he  was  successful !  I  knew  by  the  ex- 
pressions on  Mother's  and  Father's  faces  that  in  that 
instant   they    had   pictured    Phil    as   an    invalid    for   life. 

At  the  finish.  Father  lifted  a  crying  boy  to  his  shoul- 
der. For  a  week  Phil  had  pictured  the  possibilities 
of  the  five-dollar  prize. 

"Ne\-er   mind,    Sonny.   I    '11   give   you   five   dollars!"' 

"I  thought  you  wished  to  introduce  him  to  hardship?'' 
(juestioned  Motiier. 

"Too  early,"  commented  Father,  and   Mother  smiled. 

At  dinner  the  promised  five  dollars  was  at  Phil's 
place.  Another  five  dollars  was  at  Jack's  place,  and 
on  a  card  beside  it  was  written,  "From  Mother,  to  her 
own  hero." 

We  had  forgotten  our  hero  ! 
>. 

THE  AUTUMN  HILLS 

BY    BALDWIN    SPRINGER    MAULL    (AGE    I4) 

So  far  away  they  seem  to  be 

That  I  ha\'e  peopled  them  all  fair. 
Have  made  a  land  of  Mystery, 

And  oft  I  spend  my  hours  there. 
I  never  cease  adventures  till 

The  dinner  bell  begins  to  ring. 
For  then  it  seems  that  if  I  will. 

I  may,  in  good  sooth,  be  a  king. 

Imagination  fills  all  blanks 

.■\nd  puts   me   into   awful   scrapes. 
But  then    it   starts   with   wilful   pranks 

To  help  me  make  my  hard  escapes. 
The  crowd  is  quite  a  motley  one. 

Detectives,   pirates,   brigands  bold. 
Fair  ladies,   knights :   and   just    for   fun 

I   sometimes  find   some  pirate  gold  ! 

For.  as  I   said,   I   've  peopled  it 

With  people  from  my  books  and  mind. 
And  when  I  take  a  restive  fit 

I  go  and  see  what  I  can  find. 
And  as  I  gaze  across  the  plain. 

The  purpled  hills  are  made  to  be 
Alive    with    Indians   yet   again, — 

And  all  is  real  as  real  to  me. 

THE  ROLL  OF  HONOR 

A  list  of  those  whose  work  would  have  been  used  had  space 
permitted. 

PROSK 


Eleanor  Amidon 
Anna  Michaels 
Susanna  Paxton 
Page  Williams 
F'thel  Karle 

iuliet  Meyer 
:ita  Fuguet 
Miltun  Rogers 
Icaiiette  C.  Sperr>* 
jean  Tolman 
C,  Ro<alind  Holmes 
Rliaa  Anne  Peterson 
Louise  Sanfotd 


Fdna  Harley 
Dorothy  Dinsmore 
Margaret  Mead 
Dorothv  Blatter 
Kdna  Welch 
Anna  Volkell 
Josephine  MacDonald 
Ruth  Parnily 
Janet  Newkirk 
Helen  Drevfath 
Katherinel.  Clancy 
Dorothy  J.  Teatl 
loseph  \V^.  Richards 
Pauline  Heller 
Ruth  M.  Smith 


Caroline  Dean 
Cilory  Mavis  Dwyer 
Klizabelh  J.  Cope 
I'riscilla  Safford 
Eleanor  P.  Allen 
Bessie  Rosenman 
Lena  B.  Klarman 
Elizabeth  Warren 
\"irginia  Allan 
tliems  Eraser 
Elizabeth  Smith 
Elizabeth  Wright 
Bernard  Wci^s 
Frank  Kohn 
Norma  R.  Gutlctte 
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Benita  Clarke 
Anne  Wilkinson 
Frances  B.  Brooks 
Marcella  H.  Foster 
Rosalie  Dunlap 
Rebecca  Emery 
Hester  Alida  Emmet 
Dorothy  Levy 
Sarah  F.  Borock 
Eleanor  Johnson 
Llewellyn  A.  Wilcox 
Margaret  H.  Laidlaw 
Sabin  Robbins 
Margaret  Phelps 
Ruth  Barcher 
Frances  Catherine 

Ellsworth 
Phoebe  Wilson 
Margaret  Walker 


Ruth  E.  Baker 
Ruth  Burgess 
J.  Brooks  Fenns 
Edith  Anna  Lukens 
Frances  W.  Bicknell 
Ruth  Jackson 
Esther  J.  Lowell 
Alfred  Stewart 

Valentine 
Elizabeth  Graves 
Edna  Lawver 
Robert  W.  Lewis,  Jr. 
Samuel  Ferster 
Gertrude  Smith 
Marian  Hull 
Elizabeth  Wadleigh 
Marion  Walker 
Margaret  V.  Stamm 
Hannah  Ratisher 
J.James  Young,  Jr. 
Louise  B.  Poole 
Elizabeth  Diller 
Constance  V.  Hall 
Joe  Williams 
Margaret  Klein 
Marjorie  Bartlett 
Frances  Kinney 
Helena  Dolfin 
Emeline  H.  Conway 
Louise  Carnahan 

Thompson 
Eliza  Finnesey 
Margaret  C.  Bland 

B.  Eloise  Pinney 
Dolly  Duane 
Freda  Wolfe 
Elizabeth  Gray 
Florence  Bradley 

C.  B,  Courville 
Arthur  Krom 
Constance  Chapman 
Ruth  C.  Leary 
Gertrude  Zimmerman 
Lillian  Brenton 
Edna  R.  Walls 
Morgan  D.  Evans 
Rebekah  Harte 
Kathleen  Colt 
Sally  Sage 
Gertrude  Nelson 
Eunice  Clayton 
Abel  Greenstein 
Elizabeth  Riviere 
Margaret  Brown  Cage 
Mary  Aydelolt 

Diana  H.  S.  Wertheim  Elizabeth  Stamps 
Ursula  Chase  Margery  Barker 

Batchelder  Helen  Lucek 

M.  A,  Sharpless  Yvonne  Smith 

Mary  Louise  Brennan    Judith  Brewin 
Mar>-  H.  Howland  Cora  Louise  Butterfield 

Alice  Josephine  Isabel  Rathborne 

Loughran  Beatrice  G.  Stein 


Lawrence   B.  Goodilcl 
Doris  Johnson 

DRAWINGS 

Sarah  M     Bradley 
Josephine  Hopkins 
Lois  Loeffler 
Barbara  Prosser 
Anne  Eunice  Moffelt 
Marian  Hoyt 
Joseph  Horowitz 
Alicia  Foster 
Jean  M.  Clarke 
Josephine  Smith 
Helen  E,  Johnson 
Gertrude  Harms 
Bernice  Mee 
Aileeii  G.  Spitzli 


NOVr  iBER 


\    HEADING    FOR    NOVEMBER. 
BV  LIDA  KAYMOND,  AGE  12. 


Margaret  Pond 
Jean  P.  Robertson 
Robert  Murray 
Elizabeth  Gerould 


Beatrice  Stewart 
Lucile  Kapp 
Marjorie  Selignian 
Julia  Strachey 


Mary  Robertson  Evans  Isolde  D'Aulby 


Celestine  Morgan 
Wesley  A.  De  Laney 
Margaret  Loveweil 
Eleanor  Hull 
Helena  Marsh 
Isabelle  M.  Craig 
Jessie  Marilla 

Thompson 
Francis  Dawson 


A    HEADING    FOR   NOVEMBER.  B' 

MACGREGOR  ORMISTON,  AGE  l6. 


Marion  Schalter 
Betty  Scudder 
Marian  Henning 

VERSE 

Constance  Winsor 
McLaughlin 


Francis  S.  Watts 
Robert  Beyle 
Frederick  W.  Agnew 
Mary  Adele  Larrabee 
Jane  D.  Mclntyre 
Deborah  H.  Jones 
Minnie  Russell 
Catherine  S.  Krupa 
Overton  0.  Ellis,  Jr. 
Jessie  L.  Remington 
l.)tlo  Tennigkeitt 
Evelyn  Ringemann 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

Loyal  T.  Tves 
Ellen  Lacy 
Robert  R-  Andrews 
Dorothy  Thorndike 
Harriet  M.  Butler 
Mary   Beggs 
Mary  Cunningham 
koina  Kauffman 
Hiiward  L. 

Sherman,  Jr. 
Dorothy  Burr 
Elizabeth  Sanderson 
Eva   Blackwell 
Sarah  Miles 
Esther  B.  White 
Joyce  W.  Butler 
Ralph  Soby 
Mary  Louise  Schaal 
Helen  P.  Loudenslager 
Helena  W    Jelliffe 
I'urothy  Ktich 
Helena  A.  Dillingham 
Nathalie  G.  Nelson 
Virginia  Elizabeth 

McConkey 
Caroline  Ormsley 
Margaret  S.  Anderson 
Rosalie  A.  Wilson 


Marthedlth  Furnas 
Margaret  L.  Andersen    Betty  Lowe 

Marie  Mirvis  Margaret  Worcester 

Grace  E.  Bassett  Helen  Ida  Graves 

Alice  Beaver  Dorothy  Dyer 

Henry  Redmond  Philip  M,  Alden 

Elizabeth  Ferry  Alfhild  Beatrice 
Coonley  Trondsen 


Jeannette  C-  Buzert 
Elliott  T.  Merrick 
Grace  H.  Parker 
Beatrice  Quackenbush 
Elizabeth  Crosby 
Newton  M. 

Argabrite.  Jr. 
Gerald  H.  Loomis 
Helen  C.  Kirkwood 
Dessa  K.  Paimerlee 


Alice  D.  Sims 
Dorothy  Croel 
Mary  Louise  Mulhall 
Elizabeth  Gordon 

PUZZLES 

Marion  Ames 

Anna  Atkinson  Sellers 

Dorothy  Besuden 


Luther  B    Arrington 
James  A     Miller 
Marion  F    Hunt 
Saul  Borock 
E,  Curtis  Bennett 
Arthur  Poulin,  Jr. 
Charles  Morris  Rich 
Caroline  Graves 
Katherine  Wenzel 
Sydney  Borock 


PRIZE  COMPETITION  No.  193 

The  Sl".  Nicholas  League  awards  gold  and  silver  badges 
each  month  for  the  best  original  poems,  stories,  drawings, 
photographs,  puzzles,  and  puzzle  answers.  Also,  occasion- 
ally, cash  prizes  to  Honor  Members,  when  the  contribution 
printed  is  of  unusual  merit. 

Competition  No.  193  will  close  November  24  (for  for- 
eign members  November  30).  Prize  announcements  will 
be  made  and  the  selected  contribtitiuns  published  in  St. 
Nicholas  for  March. 

Verse.  To  contain  not  more  than  twenty-four  lines. 
Subject,  "A  Star,"  or  "The  Stars." 

Prose.  Essay  or  story  of  not  more  than  three  hundred 
words.      Subject,  "An  Evening  I  Have  Enjoyed." 

Photograph.  Any  size,  mounted  or  unmounted  ;  no  blue 
prints  or  negatives.      Subject,  "A  Travel  Picture." 

Drawing.  India  ink,  very  black  writing  ink.  or  wash. 
Subject,  "A  Decoration,"  or  a  Heading  for  March. 

Puzzle.  Any  sort,  but  must  be  accompanied  by  the 
answer  in  full,  and  must  be  indorsed. 

Puzzle  Answers.  Best,  neatest,  and  most  complete  set 
of  answers  to  puzzles  in  this  issue  of  Si'.  NICHOLAS. 
Must  be  indorsed  and  must  be  addressed  as  e.\plained  on 
the  first  page  of  the  "  Riddle-box." 

Wild  Creature  Photography.  To  encourage  the  pur 
suing  oi  game  with  a  camera  instead  of  with  a  gun.  The 
prizes  in  the  "Wild  Creature  Photography"  competition 
shall  be  in  four  classes,  as  follows:  Prize.  Class  A,  a  gold 
badge  and  three  dollars.  Prize,  Class  B.  a  gold  badge 
and  one  dollar.  Prize,  Class  C,  a  gold  badge.  Prize, 
Class  D,  a  silver  badge.  But  prize-winners  in  this  com- 
petition (as  in  all  the  other  competitions)  will  not  receive  a 
second  gold  or  silver  badge.  Photographs  must  not  be 
of  "protected"  game,  as  in  zoological  gardens  organic 
reservations.  Contributors  must  state  in  a  fe-w  woriis  where 
and  under  what  circumstances   the  photograph  was  taken. 

No  unused  contribution  can  be  returned  unless  it  is 
aeioiiipanied  by  a  self-addressed  and  slam  fed  envelop  of  the 
proper  size  to  hold  the  manuscript,  drawing,  or  photograph. 


RULES 

Any  reader  of  St.  Nicholas,  whether  a  subscriber  or  not, 
is  entitled  to  League  membership,  and  a  League  badge  and 
leaflet,  which  will  be  sent  free.  No  League  member  who 
has  reached  the  age  of  eighteen  years  may  compete. 

Every  contribution,  of  whatever  kind,  must  bear  the 
name,  age,  and  address  of  the  sender,  and  be  indorsed  as 
"original"  by  parent,  teacher,  or  guardian,  m'/;o  must  he 
eonvineed  hevond  doubt — and  tuust  state  in  writing — //;.;/ 
the  eontribittion  is  not  eopied,  but  wholly  the  work  and  idea 
of  the  sender.  If  prose,  the  number  of  words  should  also 
be  added.  These  notes  must  not  be  on  a  separate  sheet, 
but  on  the  contribution  itself —  if  manuscript,  on  the  upper 
margin ;  if  a  picture,  on  the  margin  or  hack.  Write  or 
draw  on  one  side  of  the  paper  only.  A  contributor  may  send 
but  one  contribution  a  month — not  one  of  each  kind,  but 
one  only  ;  this,  however,  does  not  include  the  "  advertising 
competition"  (see  advertising  pages)  or  " Answers  to 
Puzzles." 
Address:  The  St.  Nicholas  League, 

353  Fourth  .\venue,  New  York. 
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EDITORIAL  NOTE 
The  inspiring  words  of  "America  the  Beautiful,"  by 
Professor  Katherine  Lee  Bates  of  Wellesley  College,  are 
no  doubt  familiar  to  all,  or  nearly  all,  the  readers  of 
St.  Nicholas:  but  while  the  text  has  several  times 
been  set  to  music,  the  arrangement  by  Mrs.  Edith  S. 
Pettee,  printed  on  pages  72  and  73  of  this  number,  is 
regarded  by  many  as  the  one  best  suited  to  children's 
voices.  It  was  composed  for  the  Hartford  High  School 
Glee  Club,  and  has  been  successfully  sung  in  other 
schools  as  well.  We  therefore  commend  this  setting,  as 
within  the  reach  of  young  voices  and  the  mass  of  sing- 
ers, and  therefore  likely  to  be  found  especially  satis- 
factory both  for  the  home  and  the  school-room. 


A  CORRECTION 
De.\r    St.    Nicholas  :    In    the    September    issue   of    St. 
Nicholas,  there  is,  in  the  Nature  and  Science  Depart- 
ment, a  short  article  of  mine  on  "The  Money-Stones  of 
Yap." 

The  legend  of  the  accompanying  illustration  is  "From 
a  sketch  by  the  Author." 

Unfortunately,  in  forwarding  this  sketch,  I  forgot  to 
say  that  the  original  was  drawn  by  Lieutenant  Philip  V. 
Lansdale,  U.  S.  N.,  a  gallant  officer  who,  later,  was 
killed  in  action  in  Samoa. 

The  copy  which  I  sent  you  I  had  made,  with  Mr. 
Lansdale's  permission,  in  Naples.  He  and  I  were  ship- 
mates on  the  Pacific  cruise  during  which  we  went  to 
Yap. 

Will  you  kindly  print  this  necessary  correction  and 
oblige  Yours  faithfully,     William  L.  Cathcart. 

El  Paso,  Tex. 
Dear    St.    Nicholas  :    Though    I    have    taken    you    for 
more    than    two    years,    I    have    never    written    to    you 
before. 

I  think  "The  Lost  Prince"  is  one  of  the  loveliest 
stories  I  have  ever  read,  and  I  hope  that,  when  it  ends, 
you  will  have  another  story  by  Mrs.  Frances  Hodgson 
Burnett,  for  her  stories  are  always  so  good. 

I  am  especially  interested  in  "Chained  Lightning," 
because  it  describes  El  Paso  just  as  it  was  when  Mother 
was  here  when  she  was  a  little  girl.  I  also  know  two 
of  the  characters  in  the  story,  Mr.  Luis  Terrazas  and 
his  son,  Mr.  Luis  Terrazas,  Jr.  Last  summer  their 
family  lived  ne.\t  door  to  us.  The  elder  Mr.  Terrazas 
is   now  living   in    El    Paso   with   his   family. 

The  story  pictures  El  Paso  as  a  very  small  town, 
and  it  was  when  the  story  was  written,  but  now  it  is  a 
big  city  with  seventy-five  thousand  inhabitants.  It  is 
right  on  the  border. 

I  have  seen  two  battles,  and  I  have  seen  Villa  and 
his  army  march  in  and  take  the  little  town  of  Juarez 
without  even  a  battle.  During  one  of  the  battles  many 
shots  were  fired  into  El  Paso  and  a  few  people  were 
killed  and  wounded.  One  shot  was  fired  into  Father's 
office  and   one  into  our  house. 

There  has  been  ([uite  a  lot  of  trouble  here  lately,  for 
Huerta,  e.\-president  of  Mexico,  and  Orozco  were  held 
prisoners.      Orozco   escaped,   but   Huerta   is  still   held. 

We  have  grown  quite  used  to  excitement   for  all  the 
Mexican   generals  come   here   to   form   their  campaigns. 
Your  loving  reader,  Margaret  Neff. 


McKeesport,  Pa. 
Dear   St.    Nicholas  :    You   have  been   a   welcome  addi- 
tion to  the  reading  at  our  house  for  about  eight  years. 

I  am  writing  to  tell  you  about  a  large  gas-well,  dis- 
covered near  here  on  July  8.  It  kept  discharging  be- 
tween 25,000,000  and  75,000,000  cubic  feet  of  gas  per 
day  for  four  days.  It  is  the  largest  ever  discovered  in 
Pennsylvania.  The  noise  it  makes  can  be  heard  at  a 
distance  of  four  miles  or  less,  according  to  the  wind. 

People  from  all  around  went  to  visit  the  well,  and 
.gas  experts  from  this  and  other  States  went  to  see  it. 
.^uto-buses  ran  to  it.  We  went  in  one  of  these  and 
had  a  very  bumpy  ride  to  the  well. 

That  the  power  is  very  great  can  be  seen  by  the  fact 
that  it  blew  the  derrick  down  in  about  thirty-six  hours. 
Also  to  date  they  have  not  been  able  to  put  an  effectual 
cap  on,  because,  while  they  are  lowering  it  into  place, 
it  sways  back  and   forth   in  the  current  of  gas. 

It  looks  like  a  large  steam-pipe  coming  out  of  the 
ground.  The  gas  is  a  bluish-white  mist  for  about  sixty 
feet  above.  When  you  are  near  it  and  try  to  talk,  you 
get  the  sensation  of  having  your  words  pushed  back 
into  your  mouth.  The  loss  of  gas  is  great  and  I  hope 
they  will  get  it   capped  'soon. 

Your  devoted  reader. 

Philip  K.  Hoerr  (age  ij). 


Fremantle,  West  Austr.\lia. 
Dear    St.   Nicholas  :   As   I   have   not   seen   any   letters 
from  Western  Australia  I  thought  you  would  like  one. 
We  live  near  the  Swan  River,  so  called  because  of  the 
number  of  black  swans  that  swim  on  it. 

To-day  two  troop  ships  took  away  some  of  our  sol- 
diers. We  have  had  the  French  and  Japanese  boats  in 
here.  My  sister  got  a  French  penny  and  we  tx)th  got 
a  little  flag  from  the  Japanese,  whose  boats  we  went 
over. 

My  mother's  mother  used  to  take  St.  Nicholas  for 
her  when  she  was  a  little  girl  twenty-five  years  ago. 

We  have  just  come  back  from  the  hills,  where  a 
friend  of  ours  has  a  little  bush-house.  The  orange-trees 
are  so  loaded  with  fruit  that  the  boughs  have  to  be  sup- 
ported by  sticks.  It  was  very  cold  there  for  this  coun- 
try ;  the  thermometer  registered  40°  and  we  are  used  to 
having  it  100°,  and  in  summer  it  is  often  from  112° 
to  115°. 

The  school  I  go  to  was  named  by  our  present  queen, 
when  she  visited  here,  and  is  called  Princess  May 
Girls'  School. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Audrey  Rowe  (age  9). 


ROSLYN,   N.  Y. 
Dear  St.   Nicholas:   I  want  to  thank  you  for  sending 
me   the    St.    Nicholas    certificate   and    badge.      I    have 
been  a  long  time  in   writing,  and   I   am  very  sorry,  but 
I  have  so  many  pets  that  I  don't  have  much  time. 

I  have  five  guinea-pigs  (I  did  have  ten  but  five  were 
killed  by  a  dog),  two  cats  and  one  kitten,  four  goldfish, 
some  pigeons,  a  canary,  and  a  poUy  parrot. 

The  kitten's  name  is  Lady  Charlotte,  and  her  mother's 
name  is  Queen  Natalie.  Her  brother  died — his  name 
was  Sir  Mortimer.  The  canary's  name  is  Woodrow 
Wilson.  We  said  that  we  would  name  him  after  which- 
e\-er  President   was  elected,  and  so  we  called  him  that. 

We  saw  the  President  a  week  ago  to-day.  He  was 
going   to    see    Colonel    House,    whose   daughter   lives   in 
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Roslyn.     There  was  a  crowd  there  to  welcome  him,  ;ind 
he  bowed  while  we  all  cheered. 

One  of  my  guinea-pigs  that  died  was  called  Jean 
Valjean.  because  Mother  had  been  reading  that  book 
to  us,  and  Jean  Valjean  said.  "If  you  are  troubled  with 
rats,  get  guinea-pigs."  and  so  we  did,  and  named  one 
after  him. 

The  parrot's  name  is  Patrick  Henry,  and  as  he  is  still 
a  young  bird  and  cannot  talk  yet,  we  want  to  teach  him 
soon,  hoping  he  will  be  as  great  an  orator  as  Patrick 
Henry.  To-day  he  did  a  funny  thing  which  made  us 
all  laugh.  Mother  had  made  caramels  and  set  the 
pan  out  in  the  laundry  to  cool  (luckily  they  were  cool 
by  that  time).  Patrick  was  out  of  his  cage,  and,  as  he 
dearly  loves  candy  (or  at  least  he  thinks  he  does  for  he 
has  never  had  very  much),  he  went  for  it.  He  put  in 
both  feet  and  they  stuck  fast.  He  could  not  get  out 
until  we  helped  him. 

I  am  going  to  have  my  St.  Nicholas  certificate 
framed.  I  love  you  very  much,  and  when  you  come  I 
just  devour  you.  I  like  all  the  continued  stories,  but 
"Peg  o'  the  Ring"  and  "The  Lost  Prince"  are  the  best. 
I  have  read  "The  Lucky  Sixpence"  which  is  all  about 
Bee  and  Peg  when  they  were  children,  and  that  makes 
"Peg  o'  the  Ring"  more  familiar. 

I  have  seen  Mrs.  Frances  Hodgson  Burnett.  Some 
of  the  children  here  gave  a  "Secret  Garden"  fair.  It 
was  on  the  stage  in  the  hall.  There  was  a  high  brick 
wall  all  around  it  (made  of  frame  work  and  covered 
with  red  brick  crape-paper).  Inside  we  each  had  a 
booth  to  represent  nursery  rhymes. 

My  cousin  was  Queen  of  Hearts  and  sold  cakes  and 
candies  shaped  like  hearts.  She  had  her  booth  made 
like  a  casement  window  which  would  open  and  shut. 
I  was  Mistress  Mary  Quite  Contrary  and  sold  plants  and 
bulbs.  Some  one  was  Old  Mother  Hubbard  and  had  a 
cupboard  and  sold  mystery  packages  for  bones.  There 
were  a  lot  more.  We  were  all  dressed  to  look  just  like 
the  pictures. 

The   garden    wall    had    a    door   with    a   great    big   key, 
and  Mrs.   Burnett  opened  the  door  herself. 
Sincerely  yours, 

LvDfA  T.  Hicks   (age  13). 


Gloucester,  Mass. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  am  very  glad  that  my  mother 
gave  you  to  me  for  my  birthday.  I  am  at  the  sea-shore 
and  all  my  little  friends  like  you  so  much  that  they  buy 
you  at  the  hotel  every  month.  To-day  I  was  sick  in 
bed  and  I  don't  know  what  I  should  have  done  without 
you.  "The  Lost  Prince"  is  my  favorite  story.  I  love 
to  read  "The  Letter-Box"  and  look  for  advertising 
poster-stamps.  All  my  little  friends  have  a  St.  Nicho- 
las Poster  Stamp  album  and  mine  is  already  full. 

Sometimes  we  sit  on  the  rocks  and  knit,  and  we  take 
turns  reading  your  stories.  I  hope  1  shall  still  have  you 
for  many  more  years. 

Your  devoted  reader, 

Dorothy  D.  Bosler  (age  10). 

New  Brunswick,  N.  J. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  I  have  taken  you  for  three  years 
and  this  is  my  fourth  year.     My  sister  and   I   look  for- 
ward   with    the    greatest    pleasure    for    the    first    of    the 
month,  when  you  come. 

I  belong  to  the  League  and  love  to  see  if  I  can  get 
anything  good  enough  to  send  in.  I  want  a  badge  very 
much  and   I  am  trying  for  one. 

In  the  summer  time  we  go  to  Northfield,  Massachu- 
setts, where  Grandpa  has  a  big  house.  Every  morning 
we    go    swimming    in    the    Connecticut    River.       In    the 


later  part  of  the  summer  the  logs  come  down  the  river 
and  we  sit  on  them  and  take  rides.  Another  thing  we 
do  is  to  see  who  can  stand  on  the  logs  without  rolling 
over  in  the  water.  It  sounds  very  easy,  but  it  is  a 
hard  thing  to  do.  When  my  father  is  trying  to  get  on 
a  log,  I  often  roll  the  log  over  and  give  him  a  good 
ducking.  I  am  always  sure  to  get  one  back,  but  I  don't 
mind  it  as  I  love  the  water.  We  also  dive  and  go  out 
in  the  canoe.  My  sister  when  she  was  seven  years  old 
swam  one  mile.  Some  people  won't  believe  it,  but  it  is 
true.  In  the  afternoon  we  go  swimming  again  and  in 
the  evening  we  play  all  sorts  of  games  with  the  boys 
and  girls. 

I  love  to  read  the  letters  in  the  Lcttcr-Bo.x,  they  are 
always  so  interesting. 

I  love  "Peg  o'  the  Ring,"  "The  Boarded-up  House," 
and  "The  Lost  Prince,"  and  it  is  hard  to  tell  which  I 
like  best. 

With  best  wishes  for  your  future  welfare. 
Your  most  interested  reader, 

Betty  Scudder  (age  12). 


Edceware,  Va. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  never  can  tell  you  how  I  love 
your  magazine.  I  read  one  story  every  day.  so  that, 
when  I  have  finished  it,  I  won't  have  nearly  as  long  to 
wait  for  the  next  number.  After  the  whole  family 
reads  it,  I  give  it  to  our  school  library,  where  it  gives 
more  than  one  hundred  school-children  pleasure.  I 
don't  know  what  story  I  like  the  best,  they  're  all  so 
interesting. 

I  have  n't  very  many  playmates  where  I  live,  but  we 
are  right  on  the  water,  and  so,  all  through  the  summer- 
time, we  went  in  swimming  every  day.  I  jumped  otf  a 
lighthouse  20  feet  high.  I  love  the  water  and  can  do  any- 
thing in  it.  We  have  a  little  portable  motor  for  our 
boat,  and  it  is  the  finest  thing  in  the  world,  we  think. 

We  have  chickens  and  ducks  and  all  sorts  of  poultry. 

We  have  two  automobiles,  one  for  my  brother  and 
me  to  go  to  school  in  next  winter  because  we  live  six 
miles  from  there. 

I  go  riding  lots.  I  love  to  be  on  a  horse.  We  play 
tennis  almost  every  day.  I  think  it  is  a  fine  game  al- 
though  Brother  likes  baseball  much  better. 

I  am  now  poring  o\'er  two  bound  \'olumes  of  St. 
Nicholas,  dated  1S85.  which  were  Mother's  when  she 
was  a  little  girl. 

Your  affectionate  reader, 

Elizabeth  Turner. 


Athens,  Greece. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  My  sisters  and  I  have  all  enjoyed 
you  during  the   four  years  we  have  subscribed  for  you. 

We  have  been  in  Athens  about  six  months  and  like 
it  very  much.  It  seems  so  wonderful  to  live  in  sight 
of  the  Acropolis  (for  we  have  a  good  view  of  it  from 
our  house),  and  more  wonderful  still  to  go  up  there, 
which  we  never  tire  of  doing. 

I  have  a  good  many  Greek  friends,  and  all  of  them 
speak  English  and  French  fluently,  and  other  languages, 
too,  beside  their  own.  For  example,  I  know  two  girls 
who  are  only  twelve  and  seventeen  years  of  age,  and 
both  speak,  read,  and  write  English,  French,  German. 
Italian,  and  Greek.  It  makes  me  quite  ashamed,  and 
although  1113-  sisters  and  I  go  to  a  French  school,  to 
study  French,  we  can't  speak  very  well  yet.  What  a 
pity  that  more  of  us  .Americans  do  not  learn  to  speak 
and  write  another  modern  language  beside  our  own. 

I  have  been  on  many  short  excursions  from  Athens, 
but  only  two  long  trips.  From  the  top  of  Mount  Pen- 
telicus  (about  ten  miles  from  .Athens),  where  there  are 
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ancient  and  modern  marble  quarries,  there  is  a  won- 
derful view  of  the  bays  of  Marathon,  Piraus,  Phaleron, 
and  Salamis.  the  whole  stretch  of  the  island  of  Eubcea, 
the  Attic  Plain,  and,  in  the  distance,  Parnassus,  Heli- 
con and  the  Peloponnesus. 

My  two  long  trips  were  to  Corinth  and  Crete.  I  was 
at  the  former  when  the  American  School  of  .^rchse- 
ology  was  there,  actually  at  work,  and  it  certainly  was 
interestin.ti  to  watch  them  exca\'ating.  We  were  there 
two  days,  and  it  seemed  hard  luck'  that  just  half  an 
hour  after  our  party  left  a  wonderful  head  was  found, 
and  later,  a  statue.  However,  I  did  have  the  pleasure 
of  sceini,'  an  arm  of  a  statue  and  a  piece  of  drapery 
unearthed.  Before  the  American  School  began  their 
work  at  Corinth  in  igoo,  there  was  very  little  evidence 
of  the  aiTcient  luxurious  city,  but  now  there  are  many 
interesting  traces  of  the  former  busy  life.  It  is  here 
that  we  are  shown  the  Fountain  of  Pirene,  and  other 
things  interesting  in  mythology  and  history. 

I  spent  ten  days  in  Crete.  We  made  our  headquar- 
ters at  Candia.  That  city  is  enclosed  with  thick  Vene- 
tian walls,  with  se\'eral  very  picturescjue  gates,  orna- 
mented with  the  Lion  of  St.  Mark.  There  are  many 
Turks  in  the  city,  who  wear  the  fez,  and  women  with 
hea\  ily-veiled  faces.  The  regular  Cretan  costume  is 
very  picturesque  and  original, — very,  very  full,  baggy 
trousers,  with  short  embroidered  jackets,  red  sashes, 
and  high  boots.  The  men  always  carry  a  knife  stuck 
into  the  l)elt,  so  they  look  quite  pirate-like  at  times,  but 
are  harmless.  The  ancient  Minoan  city  of  Cnosus, 
which  is  about  four  miles  from  Candia,  has  two  very 
old  palaces,  one  of  which  is  supposed  to  be  the  laby- 
rinth where  Theseus  slew  the  Minotaur !  The  palaces 
are  entirely  in  ruins,  but  there  are  evidences  of  long 
corridors,  and  three-  or  four-story  buildings.  While 
we  were  in  Crete,  we  took  a  three  days'  trip  across  the 
island  to  Pha;stos  and  Gortyna,  the  former  being  simi- 
lar to  Cnosus,  and  the  latter  mostly  Roman  excava- 
tions. The  country  is  beautiful,  and  most  of  it  seems 
quite  fertile.  The  higher  mountains  were  covered  with 
snow  when  we  were  there,  and  Mt.  Ida,  the  highest 
point  in  Crete,   is  white   all  the  year. 

In  America  we  live  in  Williamstown,  Massachusetts, 
so  here  it  seems  queer  not  to  have  snow.  We  play 
tennis  all  winter,  which  is  very  nice,  but  I  would  rather 
see  snow  for  part  of  the  year.  There  was  snow  on  the 
mountains   here  last   winter,   but   none  in  .Athens   itself. 

I    want    to    tell    you    how    much    we    liked    the    play 
"Everygirl,"    and    a    group    of    our    Camp-fire    Girls    in 
Williamstown    acted    it    in    an    entertainment.      We    all 
wait  for  you  each  month  with  great  interest. 
Sincerely  yours, 

Cora   Droppers   (age   14). 


We   went    back   to    Big    .Stone   Gap   that   night   and    I 
was  glad  to  get  back  to  Virginia  soil  again. 
Your  loving  reader. 

F.MiLv  Jeffrey. 


Marion,  Va. 
Dear  .St.  Nicholas:  I  have  taken  you  for  seven  years 
and  I  am  now  twelve  years  old. 

I  thought  I  would  write  and  tell  you  about  being 
invited  to  assist  in  unveiling  the  Daniel  Boone  monu- 
ment, on  June  30th,  erected  by  the  Daughters  of  the 
American    Revolution,    at    Cumberland    Gap,    Tennessee. 

First  I  went  to  Big  Stone  Gap  and  was  invited  to  a 
reception  where  I  met  Mr.  John  Fox,  author  of  "The 
Trail  of  the  Lonesome  Pine"  and  other  books.  Then 
we  took  the  train  for  Cumberland  Gap  and  arrived 
about  9:30  A.M.  Here  we  took  motor-cars  for  the 
monument,  which  is  located  on  "Dixie  Highway,"  at 
the  end  of  the  Boone  Trail.  When  we  arrived  there 
John  Preston  (jray  and  myself  represented  our  State, 
and  unveiled  the  Virginia  tablet.  Then  we  h.id  a  lovely 
picnic  on  the  mountain  ■^ide. 


HofGHTON,  Mich. 
Df.ar  St.  Nicholas:  I  think  that  St.  Nicholas  is  the 
best  magazine  published.      I  have  many  reasons;   I  will 
name  some  : 

In  the  first  place,  there  's  always  some  story  for  a 
boy,  girl,  father  and  mother. 

In  the  second,  there  's  always  something  for  the 
children  (no  matter  how  big  or  how  small,  boy  or  girl) 
to  do. 

Third,  the  stories  give  the  reader  things  to  think  about. 

I  am  trying  out  the  model  ai^roplane,  and  it  looks 
pretty  good  so  far. 

My  favorite  stories  are  "The  Lost  Prince,"  "Peg  o' 
the  Ring,"  "The  Letter-box,"  and  "Nature  and  Science 
for  Young  Folks." 

Your  loving  reader, 

George  Potter  (age  10). 


Neosho,  Mo. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  In  the  Letter-Box  of  March, 
IQ15,  I  notice  that  Bradford  Cook,  of  Chevy  Chase, 
D.  C.,  says  he  believes  he  is  the  smallest  boy  that  ever 
went  up  in  an  aeroplane.  I  do  not  know  how  old  he  is. 
so  I  cannot  state  definitely  whether  he  is  or  is  not  the 
smallest.  However,  a  friend  of  mine,  Harold  Robinson, 
the  son  of  an  aviator  who  resides  here,  has  gone  up 
with  his  father.  He  is  now  ten  years  old  but  it  was 
some  time  ago  when  he  first  went  up.  I  have  been  un- 
able to  obtain  a  photograph  of  my  friend  so  I  cannot 
.send  you  one. 

His  father  built  the  first  automobile  ever  seen  in  this 
part  of  the  country.  He  has  flown  before  many 
crowned  heads  in  Europe,  at  one  time  he  recklessly  let 
his  machine  fall  into  the  Mediterranean  Sea  and  escaped 
unhurt. 

Faithfully  yours, 

Pitts  Elmore. 


I  WONDER 
(To  the  Members  of  the  St.  Nicholas  League) 

I  LIKE  to  read  your  verses, 

Oh,  little  friends  of  mine  : 
And  I  like  to  read  your  stories. 

And  see  your  pictures  fine. 

I  often  wonder  how  you  look. 

And  what  you  think  about. 
Perhaps  you  like  to  sit  by  a  brook 

And  fish  for  a  salmon-trout. 

Perhaps  you  like  to  lie  and  read, 

Awl  hear  the  buzzing  bee. 
All  down  among  the  soft  green  grass. 

Beneath  the  shady  tree. 

Perhaps  you  like  to  ride  a  horse, 

Over  both  hill  and  dale. 
Or  like  to  pick  the  dainty  flower. 

That  grows  in  some  woodsy  vale. 

I  often  wonder  what  you  do. 

And  what  you  like  to  play. 
And  1  hope  you  are  as  happy 

As  I  am,  the  whole  long  day. 

Chvrlotte  D,  \'-\N'nFRi,ip  (ac^e  o>. 


Novel  Acrostic.  Primals,  Jane  Austen:  fourth  row,  "Persua- 
sion." Cross-words:  i.  Jumper.  2.  Appear.  3.  Nearly.  4.  Exisis 
5.  Assure.    6.  Umlaut.    7.  Soused.    8.  Traits.    9.  Enjoin.    10.  Nounal. 

SKXTuri-Tt:  Beheadings  and  Sextuple  Curtailings.     The  Iliad. 

1.  Illimi-tab-Ieness.  2.  Compre-hen-sively.  3.  Invuln-era-bility.  4, 
Microm-ill-imeter.  5.  Chrono-log-ically.  6.  Incons-ide-rately.  7, 
Disadv-ant-ageuus.    8.   Commen-dab-leness. 

Imdedded  Word-square.  I.  i.  Cora.  2.  Owen.  3.  Reed.  4. 
Anda.     II.      i.  Tret.     2.   Rine.      3.   Ends.     4.  Test.      III.     i.   Abet. 

2.  Bone.  3.  Ends.  4.  Test.  IV.  i.  Nape.  2.  Atop.  3.  Pori.  4. 
Epic.     V.     I.   Eden.     2.  Date.     3.   Etna.     4.  Neat. 

DounLE  Acrostic.  Primals,  Bonaparte:  fourth  row,  Wellesley. 
Cross-words:  i.  Browse.  2.  Oswego.  3.  Naples.  4.  Angles.  5. 
Pigeon.     6.  Amuses.     7.   Rifles.     8.  Toledo.     9.   Encyst. 


ANSWERS  TO    PUZZLES    IN   THE  OCTOBER  NUMBER 

Anagram.     Christopher  Columbus. 

Beheadings  and  Curtailings.     Surrender  of  Saratoga. 
3,   Urn.     4.  Arm.     5.   Few.     6.  And 


2.   Sun. 
Art.      10. 
16.  Ate. 


Ton.     II.    Aft. 
17.   Bog.     18.  Ago. 


Use. 
7.    Ode.     8.  Net.     9, 
Ask.     13.    Had.     14.   Arc.     15.    Fat. 
19.   Lax. 


CoNNFCTED  SQUARES.  I.  I.  Dogs.  2.  Ofjre.  3.  Grin.  4.  Send. 
II.  T.  Mass.  2.  Ache.  3.  Shun.  4.  Send.  III.  i.  Send.  2,  Erie. 
3.  Nine.  4.  Deed.  IV.  i.  Deed.  2.  F.bro.  3.  Errs.  4.  Dose.  V. 
I.   Deed.     2.   Emma.     3.   Emit.     4.  Date. 

Charade.     Crab-bed. 

A  Pod  OF  Peas.  i.  P-urge.  2.  Place.  3.  Pant.  4.  P-inch.  5. 
P-lay.     6.   Parable.     7.  Palms.    8.   Plead.    9.   Pounce.     10.   P-rank. 


An  October  Numerical  Enigma.     "Snowbound." 
"And,  close  at  hand,  the  basket  stood 
With  nuts  from  brown  October's  wood." 


Illustrated  Zigzag.    John  Keats,     i.  Jewel.    2.  Doves.    3.  Buhea. 
4.  Crane.     5.  Brick.     6.  Seven.      7.    Slate.      8.    Stove.     9.  Spike. 

Solvers  wishing  to  compete  for  prizes  must  give  answers  in  full,  following  the  plan  of  the  above-printed  answers  to  puzzles. 

To  OUR  Puzzlers:  Answers  to  be  acknowledged  in  the  magazine  must  be  received  not  later  than  the  24th  of  each  month,  and  should  be 
addressed  to  St.  Nicholas  Riddle-box,  care  of  The  Centurv  Co.,  353  Fourth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Answers  to  all  the  Puzzles  m  the  August  Number  were  received  before  August  24  from  Edmund  Burke — Hubert  Barenfzen — Elisabeth 
Allen — Elsie  B.  Jones — Evelyn  Hillman — Catharine  Rhoads — "Allil  and  Adi" — Dorothy  Patterson  Koller — "Chums" — Jean  Ruhl. 

Answers  to  Puzzles  in  the  August  Number  were  received  before  August  ^4  from  Sam  Cohen,  9 — Gladys  H.  Pew,  9 — Louise  Sennevatt,  8 
^Frances  K.  Marlatt.  8 — Ellen  M.  Chisholm,  7 — Helen  A-  Vance,  7— L)orothy  Berrall,  6 — Arthur  Poulin,  Jr  ,  6 — Alice  K.  Cobb,  6 — Emily 
Hayne,  6 — Edwin  R.  Clark,  6 — Ignatius  Vado,  6— Nathan  H.  Goldstein,  2— Jacob  Kaufman,  2 — J,  Bernard  Joseph,  2 — Joe  Earnest,  2 — Whitney 
Ashbridge,  2 — Paula  T.  Siedenburg,  2— A.  M.  Scott,  i — E.  F,  Coonley,  i  — R.  Turner,  i— H.  Tyroler,  1 — B.  Miller,  i— ^t.  Applebaum,  i  — I,. 
Marple,  i--R.  Drowne,  i  — H.  Murphy,  i  — H.  J.  Roper,  i— M.  C.  Bostwick,  1  — M.  L.  Copeland,  i— M.  E.  Newhall.  t  — B-  Finkelstein,  1— S. 
Taylor,  1  —  A.  N.  Farrar,  i— C.  Crane,  1 — R.  Levinson,  1 — S.  Welsman,  i— J.  Schoen,  1 — E.  Devoe,  1 — K.  Peterson,  i  —  M.  N.  Schwartz,  i  —  E. 
Purdy,  I — V.  G.  Kaufman,  1  —  C.  Hoyt,  1 — D.  Anderson,  1 — A.  McDonald,  i  — .S.  Peille,  i  —  M.  Gregor,  i. 


WORD-SQUARE 

I.  A    PLOT    of    ground.      2.  To    invest.      3.   Decree.      4. 
Riches.     5.  To  prevent  by  fear. 

OWENS  HAND  BROWNK  (age  1 5).  League  Member. 

OVERLAPPING  DIAMONDS 

{Silver  Baci£;e,  St-  Nicholas  League  Competition) 


burden.     3.  A  Greek  letter.     4.  A  drug.     5.  A  long,  nar- 
row piece  cut  or  torn  off.     6.  Help.     7.  In  cans. 

IV.  Right-h.\nd    Di.^mond  :    i.    In    dine.      2.   An    in- 
sect.    3.  An  iron  block.     4.  Null.     5.  Covered  with  tiles. 

6.  A  cover.     7.  In  dine. 

V.  Lower  Diamond:    i.   In  mine.     2.  A  number.     3. 
Put  out.     4.  Time  intervening.     5.  Weird.     6.  To  expire. 

7.  In  mine. 

PHYLLIS    YOUNG    (age    15). 


+   +   +   +   + 


+   *   *    * 


T.  Upper  Diamond:  i.  In  pans.  2.  A  rodent.  3.  An 
Indian  prince.  4,  A  suit  for  night  wear.  5.  Subdued. 
6.  Possessed.     7.  In  pans. 

II.  Left-hand  Diamond:  i.  In  bans.  2.  To  entangle. 
3-  Saps.  4.  Tropical  fruit.  5.  Dogma.  6.  Perched.  7. 
In  bans. 

III.  Central  Diamond:    i.   In  cans.     2.  A  beast  of 


DIAGONAL 

All  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  diagonal,  beginning  with  the  upper,  left- 
hand  letter  and  ending  with  the  lower,  right-hand  let- 
ter, will  spell  the  name  of  a  famous  Spanish  explorer. 
Cross-words:  i.  Purchased.  2.  A  fortified  residence. 
3.  A  kind  of  hawk.  4.  Pliant.  5.  A  small  firearm.  6. 
The  capital  of  one  of  the  United  States. 

ROBERTA  L.  DTiNBACHER   (age   12).  League  Member. 

NOVEL  ACROSTIC 

All  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  primals  will  spell  the  surname  of  a  Presi- 
dent of  the  LInited  States  ;  and  another  row  of  letters 
will  spell  the  surname  of  another  President. 

Cross-words  :  i.  Pertaining  to  pottery.  2.  Freeing. 
3.  Frugality.  4.  A  Prussian  river.  5.  To  raise.  6.  A 
young  hare.  7.  A  great  country.  8.  To  make  void.  9. 
To  decry. 

ELOISE  PECKHAM  (age  12),  League  Member. 


96 


THE   RIDDLE-BOX 


"^^ 


■.V.  *?;     - 


■^- 


'^'  ^i 


^6-7;*- 


10-^9-^-1-3^-15-1? 


In  this  enigma  the  words  are  pictured  instead  of  de- 
scribed. The  answer,  consisting  of  thirty-nine  letters, 
is  a  quotation  from  Charles  Kingsley. 

THE  FROG  IN  THE  WEI.t. 

There  is  a  well  nine  feet  deep  and  a  frog  is  at  the  bot- 
tom. If  he  jumps  three  feet  and  falls  back  two  feet 
every  day,  how  long  will  it  take  him  to  reach  the  top? 

Sgl'ABES  CONNECTED  BY  DIAMONDS 

{GoU  B.ii/^i',  St.  Nicholas  League  Competition) 


***** 
***** 
***** 
***** 
***** 


***** 
***** 
***** 
***** 
***** 


***** 
»****.     .     . 
******     •     • 
**♦**•     ■     . 
***** 

•  •     •  ***** 

***** 

***** 

***** 

•  .     ■  ***** 


I.  Upper.  Left-haxd  Diamond:  i.  In  president.  2. 
A  color.      3.   To   fit   wood   for  insertion   into  a  mortise. 

4.  A  bread  basket.     5.  Sound.     6.  Born.     -.  In  president. 

II.  Upper,  Right-hand  Diamond:  i.  In  president. 
2.  A  number.  3.  Peculiarity.  4.  A  red  mineral.  5.  An 
African  river.     6.  A  sailor.     7.  In  president. 

III.  Central  Diamond:  1.  In  president.  2.  A 
meadow.  3.  A  water  worm.  4.  To  enter  again.  5.  A 
theatrical  performer.     6.  A  pronoun.     7.  In  president. 

IV.  Lower,  Left-hand  Diamond:  i.  In  president. 
2.  A  cap.  3.  Subdued.  4.  A  kind  of  rose.  5.  A  juicy 
fruit.     6.  A  cave.     7.  In  president. 

V.  Lower,  Right-hand  Diamond:  i.  In  president. 
2.  A  number.  3.  Lukewarm.  4.  To  lay  up.  5.  A  Jewish 
month.     0.   Clamor.     7.   In  president. 

VI.  Upper  Square:  i.  Severe.  2.  A  place  of  public 
contest.    3.  To  allude.   4.  To  scoff.    5.  A  masculine  name. 

VII.  Left-hand  SyiARE:  i.  A  veranda.  2.  A  musi- 
cal drama.     3.  To  appeal.     4.  The  best  part  of  a  thing. 

5.  Injures. 

VIII.  Right-hand  Square:  i.  Stringed  instruments. 
2.  Ablaze.  3.  A  large  stream  of  water.  4.  .A.  make  of 
camera.     5.  Two  hundred  pounds  of  Paraguay  tea. 


IX.  Lower  Squ.^re:  i.  A  month.  2.  To  worship.  3. 
A  wanderer.  4.  A  summary  of  belief.  5.  Crowds  of 
low  people.  myrtle  winter  (age   15). 

GEOGKAPHICAr  ZIGZAG 

.All  the  names  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  zigzag,  beginning  at  the  upper,  left-hand 
letter  and  ending  with  the  lower,  left-hand  letter,  will 
spell  the  name  of  a  fine  city  of  the  United  States. 

Cross-words:  i.  A  river  of  Germany.  2.  -An  English 
seaport.  3.  A  range  of  mountains.  4.  A  city  of  Ne- 
braska. 5.  One  of  the  L'nited  States.  6.  A  city  of  Idaho. 
7.  A  mountain  system  of  .Asia.  S.  .A  city  of  India.  9. 
A  seaport  on  the  Gulf  of  Finland. 

ANKER  wi.vther  (age  9),  League  Member. 

CHARADE 

My  first  is  twelve  times  a  dozen, 

My  second,  the  bill  of  a  bird  : 
My  whole  is  a  dear  little  creature 
Whose  song  very  often  is  heard. 
MARION  p.  HALLOCK  (age  13),  League  Member. 

EXPOSITION  NVMERIC.\L  ACROSTIC 

(5/;'trr  Batf^f,  St.  Nicholas  League  Competition) 

Crosswords:  i.  Easily 
tickled.  2.  Wisdom.  3. 
To  produce.  4.  Youthful. 
5.  Stately.  6.  Somewhat 
sweet.  7.  Motherly.  S. 
The  science  of  the  fer- 
mentation of  liquors.  9. 
Wholly  blind.  10.  A 
short,  broad  sword.  11. 
A  pretender  to  wisdom. 
12.  An  agreeable  harmony 
of  sounds.  13.  The  place 
where  a  smith  shoes 
horses. 

When  the  above  words  have  been  rightly  guessed  *he 
lill;rs  represented  by  the  figures  from  i  to  13  will  spell 
the  name  of  the  central  feature  of  the  Panama-Pacific 
Exposition:  from  14  to  25.  the  building  where  musical 
enlerlaimnenis  are  given  ;  from  26  to  32,  the  amuse- 
ment district  :  from  33  to  43.  the  famous  artist  who 
devised  the  color-scheme  :  from  44  to  50,  the  designer 
of  the  Palace  of  Fine  .Arts;  from  51  to  58.  the  boy- 
aviator  of  the  Exposition  ;  from  59  to  65,  from  66  to 
70,  and  from  71  to  75  each  name  a  country  represented 
at  the  Exposition  :  from  76  to  78,  a  large  body  of  water; 
79,  one  thousand.  leona  m.  fassett  (age   16). 
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WHERE  JOURNEYS  END 

BY  BETH  BRADFORD  GILCHRIST 


Chapter  I 

The  letter   redirected  at  her   New  York   school 
had  said  pleasantly: 

My  dear  Mary. — yes,  my  dear  Mary. — for.  though  I  have 
never  seen  you.  your  mother  and  I  were  school-girls 
together,  which  surely  entitles  me  to  call  her  daughter 
what  I  please — can  you  come  to  us  for  the  Christmas 
holidays?  I  will  not  deny  that  this  eleventh  hour  in- 
vitation means  exactly  what  you  will  surmise,  failure 
of  an  expected  guest.  Repay  my  honesty,  if  you  can. 
by  your  alacrity.  The  car  will  meet  the  train  which  I 
have  marked.  With  plenty  of  young  people  in  the 
house  I  think  we  can  promise  you  a  cheerful  week, 
possibly  indeed  some  little  excitement.  And  surely  my 
daughter  and  your  mother's  should  know  each  other  ! 
Cordially,  your  mother's  friend  and  yours. 

Alicia  Coleman  White. 

Established  in  her  parlor-car,  magazine  in  lap, 
cushion  at  feet,  Mary  Strong  was  not  thinking 
of  the  letter.  Neither  was  she  thinking  of  her 
father's  elderly  cousin,  the  family  hotel,  and  the 
dull  games  of  checkers  from  which  she  had  fled. 
Si.xteen  years  of  wandering  with  a  father  and 
mother  who  pursued  around  the  world  a  will- 
o'-the-wisp  of  health  had  accustomed  the  girl  to 
taking  things  as  they  came,  for  better  or  worse. 
Steamers  and  railway-trains,  summer  camps  and 
boarding-schools,  east,  west,  and  overseas,  held 
no  surprises  for  her.  She  had  grown  used  to 
meeting  strange  people,  falling  into  step  with 
them  for  a  few  days  or  a  few  weeks,  and  passing 
out  of  sight  of  them  as  easily.  Therefore  she 
speculated  little  on  the  household  to  which  she 
was  going.  Alicia  Coleman  was  one  of  the  few 
names  connected  with  her  mother's  youth  which 
she  had  heard  her  mother  mention.     There  ap- 


peared to  be  a  daughter.  A  son  ?  More  than 
one?  "Alicia's  houseful  of  boys"  returned  as  a 
hazy  memory.  A  recent  letter  of  her  mother's 
had  mentioned  hearing  through  a  mutual  friend 
of  the  engagement  of  a  niece  of  Mrs.  White  who 
lived  with  her  at  Crawford.  "The  little  one  she 
called  'Pet.'"  What  was  the  daughter's  name? 
.•\Iice  ?  Mary's  recollections  appeared  scanty. 
Some  faint  curiosity  stirred  in  her  mind  regard- 
ing Christmas  outside  a  hotel  or  school.  Life  in 
a  private  house  must  in  some  ways  be  different, 
she  supposed,  from  life  as  she  knew  it.  Mary 
Strong  had  never  experienced  a  home  in  her  life. 
She  knew  nothing  about  homes. 

So  she  had  a  perfect  right  to  be  bored,  sitting 
in  the  train  two  days  before  Christmas,  idling 
through  the  pages  of  her  magazine.  Affection 
gives  zest  to  life,  and  Mary's  affections  had  never 
been  allowed  time  to  become  rooted.  She  knew 
no  ties,  deep  and  far-reaching  and  strong,  ties 
with  a  tug  to  them.  Even  with  her  father  and 
mother  it  had  always  been  touch  and  go.  In  her 
correctly  tailored  blue  suit  with  her  becoming 
Parisian  hat  she  looked  capable,  carefully  bred, 
charming,  but  she  had  an  unwarmed  look.  Noth- 
ing about  her  suggested  that  .she  was  used  to  the 
embraces  of  mother-arms  or  the  hugs  of  brothers 
and  sisters.  To  shake  her  out  of  her  cosmopoli- 
tan ruts  and  show  her  the  breadth  and  height  and 
depth  of  the  things  that  she  did  not  know,  she 
needed  to  be  taken  up  by  life  and  dropped  into 
the  midst  of  a  big  quiet  homy  kind  of  adventure. 

The  adventure  was  on  the  way.  It  could  not 
very  well  have  happened ;  nevertheless,  it  did 
happen — one  of  those  incidents  that  prove  the 
strangeness  of  truth.    It  did  not  begin  pleasantly. 
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It  involved  an  accident  on  a  connecting  road, 
vague  delays,  a  missed  train,  and  four  tedious 
hours  at  an  impossible  junction  wet  with  fast 
blackening  snow.  The  junction  had  but  one 
redeeming  feature  — a  college  boy.  Without  ap- 
pearing to  do  so,  Mary  inspected  him.  She  liked 
his  laugh,  his  voice,  his  face,  clean  cut  and 
strongly  modeled,  lightened  by  the  twinkle  in 
his  eye.  She  liked  the  breadth  of  his  shoulders 
and  the  lithe  ease  of  his  athletic  body.  Best  of 
all  she  liked  his  method,  collegiate  probably. 
Other  people  liked  it  too:  tired  eyes  brightened. 
A  child  or  two  got  mi.\ed  up  with  the  zest  and 
energy  of  the  boy  and  his  friends;  smiles  grew 
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to  laughter.  Then  the  collegians  disappeared  and 
!Mary  herself  annexed  a  small  boy  and  girl  for 
a  walk  through  the  village.  Once  annexed,  they 
stuck  like  flies  to  the  honey-pot.  Even  after  the 
train  had  roared  out  of  the  darkness  they  mur- 
mured, "Go  on,"  whenever  she  drew  breath. 
Mercifully,  they  left  at  an  early  station. 


But  the  train  had  been  late.  Moreover  it  had 
no  parlor-car  and  it  stopped  at  every  hen  roost. 
And  Mary  had  made  an  early  start.  She  con- 
sulted her  watch  and  her  time-table.  It  would 
be  nine  o'clock  when  she  reached  Crawford.  A 
yawn  refused  to  be  diverted.  The  rattle  and 
swing  of  the  train  lulled  her.  Despite  herself, 
her  eyelids  drooped.  Once  or  twice  she  nodded. 
She  rolled  her  coat  into  a  ball  and  pillowed  her 
head  on  it.  Between  her  cat-naps  the  brakeman 
bawled  unintelligible  stations.  Drowsily  she 
wondered  what  he  said.  She  was  too  sleepy  to 
look  up  her  time-table  again. 

-Hat/fv.'    Hat\ey\" 

There  was  no  mistaking  Hatley.  Hatley,  East 
Crawford,  Crawford.  Her  station  was  still  two 
stops  away.  The  man  would  call  it  with  just 
that  lift  and  fall  of  his  voice,  she  supposed. 
Craw/o ;■(/.'  Cr(7M'ford  !  She  practised  it  sleepily 
in  imagination. 

She  woke  with  a  sense  of  having  done  more 
than  lose  herself  for  a  moment.  She  had  been 
dreaming.  For  an  instant  she  did  not  know  where 
she  was.  The  wheels  were  groaning  to  a  stand- 
still. Outside  her  window  glimmered  the  dim 
lights  of  a  country  station.  In  her  ears  re- 
sounded the  brakeman's  shout.  His  stressed  syl- 
lables resolved  themselves  in  her  brain  into  the 
two  for  which  she  waited.  Unmistakably  he  was 
calling  Crawford. 

Afterward  she  remembered  jumping  up,  half 
awake,  hurriedly  collecting  her  things,  stumbling 
down  the  aisle  to  the  door,  and  stepping  down, 
still  sleepily,  into  snowy  blankness.  Behind  her, 
the  train  began  to  move  again.  With  the  sound 
of  its  wheels  the  cold  air  stung  her  brain  to  hor- 
rid activity.  Could  she  have  got  oft'  at  the  wrong 
station  ? 

"This  way,  Miss.     I  'm  to  take  you  up." 

It  was  all  right  then.  Mechanically  she  ex- 
tended her  bag  to  the  fur-coated  man. 

"Have  you  a  trunk  ?" 

"Not  on  this  train.  I  could  not  find  it  at  the 
junction." 

"Better    give    the    check    to    some    one    at 
house,  then." 

Beside  the  wooden  platform 
long  dark  body  of  a  limousine, 
settled  down  in  its  warm  rugs. 
body  and  mind.  Mrs.  White  had 
car  would  meet  her. 

"Hello,  John  !"  .\  voice  struck  familiarly  on 
her  ears,     "tjoing  to  take  me  up,  too?" 

So  the  collegian  with  the  jolly  laugh  belonged 
in  Crawford.     Was  he  one  of  "Alicia's  boys"? 

Mary  had  no  long  time  for  speculation.  The 
car  drew  up  before  a  house  brightly  lighted.   The 
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collegian  jumped  clown  from  the  driver's  seat  and 
opened  the  door  for  her.  At  the  top  of  the  steps 
stood  a  girl  of  about  Mary's  age.  Her  face  wr.s 
joyous  with  welcome.  Her  hands  closed  on  the 
guest's  eagerly. 

"Oh.  I  'm  so  glad  you  're  here  at  last !"  she 
said.     "I   've  always  heard  so  much  about  you." 

Chapter  II 

In  the  hall  Mary  Strong  looked  about  her  with 
covert  curiosity.  She  saw  everything 
without  appearing  to  see  anything  ex- 
cept her  happy  young  hostess.  Mary 
thought  that  she  had  never  been  in 
any  place  that  looked  in  the  least  as 
this  house  did  on  its  very  threshold, 
and  she  wondered  why.  Had  she  liut 
known  it,  the  house  was  quite  an  ordi- 
nary house.  To  Mary  it  appeared  an 
extraordinary  place.  The  sheer  liv- 
ableness  of  it  warmed  her,  as  did  the 
smile  of  the  girl  whose  tongue  ran 
glibly  on. 

''It  was  lovely  of  you  to  come  !  1  'ni 
Sail)'.  You  don't  know,  of  course. 
Please  call  me  it  right  away.  \\'e 
need  n't  waste  time  being  formal, 
need  we  ?" 

"Not  if  you  will  call  mc  Mary." 

"Mary?  '  Oh,    I   like    Mary.     'l   "m 
glad  you  call  yourself  Mary.    I  did  n't     i 
like  your  other  name."  j 

It   gave    Mary   a   fellow-feeling   to     ' 
find  another  girl  who  disliked  Grace. 

''My  cousin.  Bob  Travers.  What  a 
pity  that  you  did  n't  know  each  other  !" 

"If  I  'd  known  you  were  you,"  said  the  col- 
legian, "I  'd  have  scraped  acquaintance." 

"I  wish  you  had.     Is  n't  that  junction  fearful?" 

"The  limit !  Seems  to  me,  Sally.  Mrs.  Lane 
might  have  told  John  to  run  down  with  the  car 
and  bring  us  up." 

Sally  laughed.  "I  think  it  's  quite  nice  enough 
of  her  to  tell  us  to  use  it  to-day  and  to-morrow 
just  as  though  it  were  our  own.  But  are  n't  you 
both  hungry?  \\'ill  you  go  upstairs  before  sup- 
per, Mary?     I  forgot  to  ask  about  your  trunk." 

"It  has  n't  come  yet."  Mary  repeated  her  ex- 
planations. 

'"The  blue  room,  Bob,"  Sally  directed,  as  he 
picked  up  Mary's  bag. 

"You  have  n't  told  us  yet,"  he  said,  "where 
everybody  is.     I  want  Aunt  Barby  and  Nell." 

Sally  turned  to  Mary.  "He  has  called  Mother 
'Aunt  Barby'  ever  since  he  was  a  little  tad.  Now 
neither   of  them   will   hear  of  any  other   name. 


She  's  in  the  city,  Boh,  with  Nell,  buying  Nell's 
trousseau.  They  hoped  to  get  back  to-night,  but 
they  did  n't  quite  finish.  To-morrow  we  sfifill 
be  busy.  Father  went  up  to  Edgerton  to  see 
about  flowers.  He  and  Jim  come  down  at  mid- 
night. Tracy  is  out  doing  errands.  He  hoped 
to  get  back  in  time  to  meet  Mary's  train.  Midget 
and  Molly  have  gone  to  Mrs.  Lamb's  to  see  about 
cakes.  Katie  is  doing  the  cake,  of  course.  And 
the  children  are  in  bed.  There,  that  accounts  for 
us  all.     Here  is  the  blue  room,  Mary.     Mine  is 


'  THIS   VV.\Y,  MIS.S. 
I  'M   TO   TAKE 
YOU    UP.'" 


just  beyond  this  wall.     .\s  soon  as  you  're  ready, 
come  tlown,  please.     I  know  you    re  starved." 

The  blue  and  white  room  folded  a  bewildered 
girl  within  its  crisp  daintiness.  A  wedding  !  So 
that  was  what  Mrs.  White  had  meant  by  her 
vague  reference  to  excitement.  But  how  odd  to 
invite  an  utter  stranger  to  a  wedding,  even  if 
she  was  the  daughter  of  an  old  friend.  Nell 
was  the  niece's  name — Bob  Travers'  sister — 
formerly  called  "Pet.''  The  "young  people" — 
Tracy,  Jim,  Bob,  Midget,  Molly,  Sally— what  a 
family  for  nicknames !  Even  "Aunt  Barby" ! 
And  what  a  darling  room  !   Mary  had  never  loved 
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a  room  in  her  life.  She  had  n't  known  that  it 
was  done.  Rooms  were  for  shelter,  mere  con- 
veniences, made  to  sort  people  out  in.  But  at 
sight,  tiny  as  it  was,  she  loved  this  room. 

In  the  dining-room  Bob  Travers  was  saying  to 
Sally:  "So  that  's  the  girl  with  the  jaw-breaking 
name.     You  did  n't  introduce  her,  I  noticed." 

"Why,  Bob!    Indeed,  I-" 

"No,  you  did  n't.  Introduced  nic  all  right. 
Only  "Mary'-ed  her.  I  '11  'Mary'  her.  too.  Think 
she  '11  let  me?" 

"Of  course  not— so  soon  as  this." 

"You  bet  I  won't  call  her  the  other  thing.  Not 
your  Uncle  Robert.     Good  looker,  is  n't  she?" 

"Bob,  she  's  lovely  !     And  her  clothes !" 

"They  '11  pass  muster.  Why  did  n't  anybody 
have  her  here  before?" 

"Mother  's  tried,  jilenty  of  times,  but  some- 
thing always  interfered.  Remember,  Bob,"  Sally 
twinkled  at  him,  "you  're  going  to  be  busy  to- 
morrow." 

"She  's  going  to  be  busy,  too— helping  me." 

Mary  stood  on  the  threshold,  but  had  not  heard 
his  remark.  "I  did  n't  know  they  were  going  to 
be  married  so  soon,"  she  said. 

"Nobody  did,"  Sally  told  her  promptly.  "Please 
sit  here.  You  like  chocolate,  don't  you  ?  Four 
days  ago  a  night-letter  came  from  Grant  Frank- 
lin. He  was  ordered  to  South  America,  sailing 
Saturday  from  New  York  to  be  gone  a  year,  and 
would  Nell  be  married  right  now  and  go  with 
him?  Of  course,  she  thought  at  first  she  could 
n't  possibly  get  ready ;  but  it  made  her  sick  to 
think  of  letting  him  go  off  so  far  alone.  The 
things  we  had  ready,  table-cloths  and  napkins  and 
towels,  would  n't  help  her  in  South  America. 
Then  Mother  said,  'Nell,  dear,  you  and  I  will  go 
to  the  city  and  buy  what  you  need.'  They  're 
even  getting  the  wedding-dress.  And  it  's  our 
job  to  trim  the  house  to-morrow.  \Ye  always  do 
it  anyway  at  Christmas  time.  Grant  comes  at 
five;  the  wedding  is  at  eight  to-morrow  night." 

"To-morrow  night !"  gasped  Mary. 

Sally  nodded  excitedly.  "Christmas  eve.  Did 
n't  Mother  tell  you?  She  wrote  again  after  the 
telegram  came." 

"What  Aunt  Barby  did  n't  tell,  you  've  made 
up  for  by  now,  Sally,"  said  Bob.  "I  always  for- 
get between  vacations  just  how  much  information 
you  can  squeeze  into  a  minute." 

"The  second  letter  never  reached  me."  Mary 
told  them. 

Then  Midget  and  Molly  came  in  and  there 
were  more  greetings,  more  voices  repeating 
Sally's  friendly  "Mary."  "It  "s  so  much  simpler 
than  remembering  always  to  say  'Miss.'  " 

"It  is  pleasanter,"  smiled  iMary.     She  was  so 


used  to  the  sound  of  her  last  name  that  its  ab- 
sence in  this  house  chimed  with  the  exhilarating 
strangeness  of  everything  about  her. 

"Let  's  make  a  rule  !"  cried  Sally.  "-\  Christ- 
mas rule  — may  we,  Mary?  Nobody  shall  call  her 
anything  but  ]\Iary,  not  a  person  in  the  house. 
It  will  make  it  so  much  more  homy." 

Bob  turned  to  the  guest  ceremoniously.  "Do 
you  second  the  motion  ?" 

"Yes,  I  second  the  motion." 

"All  in  favor— unanimous  vote!  All  handles 
to  be  permanently  mislaid  from  now  on.  Will 
you  help  me  rig  out  the  house  with  evergreens  to- 
morrow morning,  Mary?" 

"Surely  I  will." 

"Surely  you  will — what?" 

"Surely  I  will  — Bob." 

"Done.  Ice  broken,  gone  to  smash.  Hello, 
Tracy,  old  boy.  Let  your  grandfather  grip  your 
hand.     Having  a  try-out  for  Santa  ?" 

It  had  all  been  like  that,  Mary  thought  that 
night,  as  she  snuggled  down  into  the  little  white 
bed  in  the  lovable  room,- all  jolly,  friendly,  and 
gay,  and  very  new  to  her.  It  was  like  that  the 
next  morning,  from  the  moment  when  she  strug- 
gled up  through  folds  on  folds  of  sleep  and  de- 
scried two  small  white  figures  standing  beside 
her  bed,  to  the  time  when  Sally's  father's  gravely 
smiling,  "Mary  it  shall  be  then,"  drew  her  within 
the  breakfast  circle,  as  one  who  "belonged."  He 
was  dignified  to  look  at,  was  Sally's  father,  but 
Mary  had  not  been  at  table  five  minutes  before 
she  learned  that  he  was  as  big  a  boy  as  any  there. 
Gradually  .she  pieced  together  relationships.  Jim, 
huge  of  body  and  gay  of  eye,  and  tall  stately 
Midget  were  cousins  to  little  Tom  and  Marian, 
to  cordial  Sally,  and  piquant  Molly,  and  grave 
dark  homely  Tracy  with  the  face  that  made  you 
want  to  know  him,  but  they  were  not  brother 
and  sister  to  Nell  and  Bob.  These  two  stood  for 
another  branch  of  the  family  tree,  Mary  decided. 
She  did  not  like  to  ask.  Asking  would  reveal 
too  dense  an  ignorance,  and  already  her  igno- 
rance appalled  her.  Why  had  she, never  thought 
to  question  her  mother  about  those  old  girlhood 
friends  of  hers?  Names,  whose  identity  it  was 
assiuned  she  knew,  flashed  from  mouth  to  mouth. 
Her  ignorance  reflected  on  her  mother's  con- 
stancy to  old  ties,  and  suddenly  Mary  became 
passionately  jealous  of  her  mother's  good  repute. 

■'Everybody  help  trim,"  Molly  was  saying. 
"We  simply  must  have  the  house  done  before 
Mother  and  Nell  come  at  noon." 

"Come  along,  Jim,"  said  Tracy.  "Let  's  be  off 
for  a  la.st  load  of  green.  You  have  a  trunk 
check,  have  n't  you,  Mary?  We  '11  bring  your 
trunk  along  when  we  come  back." 
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Five  minutes  later  Mary  descended  the  stairs 
into  a  tangle  of  ground-pine  and  holly.  "I  can't 
find  it,"  she  breathed.  "I  never  did  such'  a  thing 
in  my  life  before  as  to  lose  a  check.  I  'm  thor- 
oughly ashamed.    But  I  took  the  number.    Father 


"I  did  n"t  mean  that !     You  've  a  pretty  long 
memory  to  remember  his  saying  it." 
She  looked  puzzled. 

"Come  along  and  help  me  do  the  right  thing 
by  this  window,  Mary,"  called  Bob. 

"Guess  I  can  get  it  by  the 
number,"  Tracy  told  her. 
"More  errands,  Molly? 
Ready  in  a  jiff,  Jim." 

The  big  fellow,  leaning 
against  the  stair-rail  beside 
her,  surveyed  Mary  smil- 
ing. "So  you  're  'Marcia's 
little  cousin.'  I  'd  a  notion 
you  were  a  tiny  thing." 

"I  'm  not  very  big  beside 
you.       But— 'Marcia's     little 
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impressed  on  me  that  I  must  always  know  the 
number  of  my  check." 

"He  did,  did  he?  You  've  a  fairly  long  mem- 
ory." 

"Oh,  I  wrote  it  down." 


"VVe     always     called     you 
that.     Come  to  think  of   it, 
Marcia  was  some  kind  of  a 
j  thing-in-law  to  your  father, 

was       n't       she  ?        Coming, 
Trace.  " 

Marcia !      Mary    searched 

her  memory.     What  had  her 

I        father   once   said   of   a   rela- 

i       tiou    or    near-relation    other 

I       than      the      checker-playing 

cousin  ?     But  was  her  name 

Marcia?    It  was  dreadful  to 

be  a  girl  who  did  n't  know 

her  own  people. 

Bob    pranced    to    the    foot 

of    the   stairs.      '"Won't   you 

please    get    onto    your    job? 

Midget  says  my  window  's  a 

\    nightmare." 

Mary  smiled  and  went 
with  him.  Ground-pine 
passed  through  her  fingers. 
Holly  pricked  them.  In  the 
rising  tide  of  joyous  excite- 
ment she  forgot  the  surpris- 
ing number  of  things  that 
she  did  not  remember,  the 
relatives,  her  ov^'n  and 
others',  to  whom  she  was  a 
stranger.  Something  within 
her  seemed  to  be  growing, 
putting  out  little  tendrils  like 
the  tendrils  of  a  vine  that 
curl  and  cling.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she 
knew  what  it  would  be  like  to  care  for  one  spot 
of  earth  more  than  you  cared  for  any  other  spot. 
Whole-heartedly  she  echoed  Sally's  rapturous  ex- 
clamation; "Don't  vou  love  it?    Don't  vou?" 


(SEE    NE.\T    PAGE.) 
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"No  Other  house  I  was  ever  in  has  the  smell 
of  ours  at  Christmas  time,"  Sally  told  her.  "Tell 
me,  have  j'ou  ever  smelled  any  like  it  ?" 

"Never.  But  you  know  I  have  n't  seen  many 
houses." 

"Forgive  me."  Sally  embraced  her  swiftly. 
"How  stupid  I  am !  You  and  Bob  have  made  this 
room  look  delicious.  When  we  bring  in  the  red 
roses  to-night  —  " 

"Your  trunk  has  n't  come  yet,  Mary,"  Tracy 
announced  from  the  door.  "I  looked  around 
again  this  last  trip.  Nell  "s  doing  pretty  well, 
is  n't  she,  for  a  girl  who  has  an  emergency  wed- 
ding?"' 

W'ith  his  arms  full  of  packages  he  disappeared 
upstairs. 

Bob  cavorted  in  from  the  kitchen,  munching 
one  doughnut  and  waving  another  which  he  pre- 
sented to  IMary. 

"I  'm  off  for  the  station.  Take  your  last  look 
at  this  house,  partner.  You  won't  know  it  for 
the  same  place  when  Aunt  Barby  's  inside  it." 

"\^'hat  did  he  mean  ?"  Mary  asked  Sally. 

"Wait  and  see.  I  did  n't  know  Bob  felt  that 
way,  though.  This  house  never  feels  the  same 
without  Jklother."' 

"Everybody  sit  down,"  commanded  r\Iolly,  "and 
pretend  we  have  oceans  of  time.  I  "m  sure  it 
will  give  Mother  and  Nell  a  nice  leisurely  feeling 
to  see  us  with  nothing  to  do." 

"I  get  your  idea."  Midget  sank  into  a  chair 
and  assumed  a  bored  expression.  "Really,"  she 
drawled,  "how  does  one  ever  manage  to  kill  time 
on  the  day  before  Christmas  with  a  wedding  in 
the  house?" 

The  honk  of  a  motor-car  banished  the  rest- 
fulness  of  the  scene.  Mary,  lingering  behind 
the  rush,  saw  them  fly  down  the  path  and  swallow 
the  new-comers  from  her  sight.  She  did  not  "be- 
long" in  that  gay.  welcoming  rout.  She  wished 
she  did.  The  wishing  startled  her  into  conscious- 
ness of  a  strange  stabbing  loneliness. 

The  next  minute  she  heard  Sally's  voice.  ".She 
calls  herself  Mary,  Mother,  and  we  do,  too.  Oh. 
here  she  is  !" 

Mary  turned,  quietly  at  case,  perfect  mannered, 
to  meet  her  hostess.  She  did  not  know,  after- 
ward, what  words  she  spoke.  .\  face  looked 
into  hers,  a  face  like  Molly's,  older  but  more 
beautiful.  Madonna-like  in  its  grave  loveliness. 
The  great  dark  eyes  smiled  at  her.  As  she  looked 
into  them,  it  seemed  to  Mary  Strong  that  .she  was 
looking  into  fathomless  love.  .She  lost  her  head 
a  little,  lost  her  heart  completely. 

"Mary  is  a  beautiful  name,"  said  the  tender 
lips,  giving  voice  to  the  sweetest  music  Mary 
thought  she  had  ever  heard.    "I  am  sorrv  I  was 


not  here  to  greet  you,  Mary,  when  you  came.  We 
have  wanted  you  for  so  long,  dear,  and  now  we 
welcome  you  with  bustle  and  turmoil." 

"I  like  the  turmoil,"  Mary  managed  to  say. 

"You  must  let  us  make  up  for  it  later,"  said 
the  lovely  voice.  "Nell,  you  and  Mary  have  not 
had  a  chance  to  speak  to  each  other  yet.  How 
beautiful  this  room  is!" 

"Me  and  Mary  did  it.  Aunt  Barby  !''  grinned 
Bob.  "Going  to  be  married  in  here,  Nell  ?  You  'd 
better." 

"I  '11  see,  Bob,"  the  pretty  bride-to-be  threw 
over  her  shoulder.  "It  is  sweet  of  you  to  come 
and  work  for  my  wedding  just  like  the  others," 
she  said  to  Mary,  with  a  radiant  look. 

The  girl  answered  in  a  smiling  dream.  In  a 
dream  she  moved  about,  talked,  ate  luncheon, 
helped  open  the  bride's  presents.  Outwardly  she 
conducted  herself  much  like  the  self-assured 
young  person  that  she  was.  Inwardly  she  burned 
with  a  passion  to  be  near  Sally's  mother,  to  watch 
her  smile,  to  see  her  eyes,  to  hear  her  voice.  Ev- 
erything she  had  ever  known  seemed  to  fall  into 
insignificance  beside  Sally's  mother. 

The  chorus  rose  around  her : 

"What  now.  Aunt  Barby?'' 

"I  've  found  another  freezer,  Mother." 

"Oh,  .\unty,  look  at  this  exquisite  scarf  1" 

"Give  me  your  advice  for  a  minute,  Mother." 

"She  says  she  will  be  over  at  four.  Aunt  Babs." 

"There  's  a  woman  downstairs  wants  to  know 
if  she  can't  help,  mum,  if  it  's  only  to  wash 
dishes,  mum,  on  account  of  your  having  been  so 
good  to  her  and  hers.  Angel  Aunt." 

"Muvver,  can't  I  have  a  piece  of  cake  to-night 
—  two  pieces?" 

"Aunt  Barby,  somebody  "s  swallowed  every 
hannner  in  this  house  !" 

"Did  you  send  all  Nell's  new  clothes  on  to 
New  York,  except  the  wedding-dress  and  the 
going-away  dress,  ^Mother?"' 

Since  she  had  come.  !Mary  wondered  how  for 
an  hour  the  household  had  existed  without  the 
brown-eyed  Madonna-faced  woman. 

"What  did  I  tell  you?"  Bob  asked.  "Nobody 
sees  anything  but  Aunt  Barby  when  she  's 
around.  Your  trunk  did  n't  come  on  their  train. 
Naturally  it  would  n't.  No  harm  looking, 
though." 

What  did  Mary  care  about  trunks?  What  did 
she  care  about  anything  except  the  gracious  pres- 
ence on  which  she  was  feeding  her  starved  girl- 
soul?  The  presence  that  smiled  and  answered 
hard  questions  readily,  adjusted  difficulties  by  a 
single  sentence,  and  never  hurried  its  quiet 
speech.  In  the  morning  Mary  .had  begun  to 
fathom  .the  meaning  of  the  word  home.     Now 
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she  knew  it  from  h  to  e,  knew  it  intuitively  after 
a  single  look  into  the  face  of  a  woman  who  stood, 
children  clinging  to  her  skirts  and  young  people 
laughing  around  her,  in  a  friendly,  woodsy-smell- 
ing house. 

"If  your  trunk  does  n't  come,  but  of  course  it 
will,"  Sally  told  her,  "you  can  wear  something  of 
mine.  It  would  n't  be  as  pretty,  I  'm  sure,  but  I  'd 
love  to  have  you." 


"■WOULD    YOU    MIND    TELLING    ME    WHO    YOU    THINK    I 
(SEE   NEXT   PAGE.) 

Mary  squeezed  her  arm.  She  was  catching 
family  ways.  She  was  catching  family  habits  of 
thought.  Was  this  girl  who  ran  gleefully  up  and 
down  stairs,  who  cajoled  tired  little  Tom  out  of 
an  incipient  fret,  who  helped  Sally  set  forth  the 
glittering  gifts,  who  fitted  in  happily  anywhere 
and  everywhere,  the  same  young  person  who  had 
sat  bored  and  blase  in  the  parlor-car  yesterday? 

Afterward,  Mary  realized  that  if  they  had  not 
all  been  so  busy,  it  could  not  have  gone  on  so 
long.  If  the  sudden  wedding  had  not  absorbed 
everybody's  thought  and  conversation:  if  Sally's 
mother  had  not  been  away  from  home  when  .she 
came;  if  the  family  had  not  had  the  habit  of  pet 


names;  if  — there  were  so  many  ifs  !     It  was  only 
a  question  of  time  anyway. 

"Really,"  Midget  remarked,  strolling  into  the 
room  where  Sally  and  Mary  were  putting  in 
place  the  last  wedding  present,  "what  can  you 
girls  find  to  do?  Soon  I  shall  be  forced  to  twid- 
dle my  thumbs  for  lack  of  an  occupation." 

"You  can  always  look  at  presents,", said  Molly, 
"and  later— oh  much  later  I— you  can  show  Katie 
how  to  garnish  the  ices.  Moreover,  there  is  the 
woodshed." 

'"The  woodshed?"  questioned  Mary. 
That  question,  innocent  as  it  seemed,  was  her 
undoing. 

"Come  and  see,"  said  Sally.  "Then  I  must  put 
Tom  to  bed.  If  he  does  n't  have  a 
good  nap,  he  will  be  cross  to-night." 
Mary  came.  On  the  threshold  of 
the  woodshed  she  paused,  dim  memo- 
ries stirring  within  her,  sedate,  sober 
memories,  nevertheless  akin  to  the 
prancing,  breath-catching  recollec- 
tions of  a  girl  with  a  different  back- 
ground. 

"To-morrow  is  Christmas  !"  she  ex- 
claimed as  she  saw  the  shimmering 
tree.     "I  had  forgotten  all  about  it." 

Tracy  and  Sally  laughed  at  the 
surprise  on  their  guest's  face. 

"You  funny  girl!  How  could  you 
ever  forget  Christmas?  But  I  don't 
believe  you  ever  had  a  really  truly 
merry  Christmas!  Did  you,  Mary?" 
"Not  what  you  would  probably 
mean  by  a  merry  Christmas,  Sally.  I 
did  n't  know  the  difference,  so  it  could 
n't  hurt  me.  You  will  have  to  show 
me  the  right  sort  to-morrow." 

"It  makes  me  want  to  cry,"  Sally 
told  her. 

"Hand   over   that   box   of   stuff  on 
'^'*'''"'  the    shelf,    will    you,    Sal,"    said    her 

brother. 
She  handed  it  and  fled  to  Tom  and  the  wooing 
of  his  reluctant  nap. 

"So  this  is  the  first  tree  you  ever  helped  trim?" 
Tracy  asked,  pulling  shining  things  out  of  a  box. 
'I  see  that  from  the  way  you. do  other  things." 

"The  first  real  tree.  But  there  have  been 
make-believe  trees  at  school,  and  in  foreign  pen- 
sions the  boarders  generally  unite  for  a  celebra- 
tion of  some  kind." 

He  threw  the  girl  a  curious  glance.  "So  you 
've  been  abroad?" 

"Oh,  yes."  Her  whole  attention  was  given  to 
the  placing  of  an  iridescent  bird.  "You  have 
the  loveliest  things  for  this  tree  I  ever  saw." 
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"It  looks  well,  lighted  up.  We  don"t  generally 
dress  it  out  here,  and  usually  we  have  a  bigger 
tree.  When  people  get  away  and  things  quiet 
down  to-night.  Father  and  I  will  bring  it  in  and 
fix  the  lights.  Could  n't  disappoint  the  kiddies 
in  the  morning." 

"Then  you  always  have  a  tree  on  Christmas 
morning?" 

"Always—with  presents  for  everybody.  We 
had  a  great  tree  the  winter  I  was  ten,  tip  touched 
the  ceiling."  Tracy's  eye  kindled.  Mary,  listen- 
ing and  watching,  made  discoveries  about  Christ- 
mas trees.  The  shapely  young  spruce  before  her, 
taking  to  itself  glittering  beauty  under  their 
hands,  stood  forth  a  symbol  of  all  that  she  had 
missed.  The  winter  festival  of  home— pathetic 
travesty  as  celebrated  in  hotels  and  pensions- 
loomed  before  her  for  the  first  time,  imminent, 
wonderful.  The  day  before  Christmas !  Even 
the  snow  she  glimpsed  through  the  shed  window 
looked  new  to  her;  passing  sleigh-bells  jingled 
with  a  fresh  joy.  A  well  defined  thrill  ran  up 
her  spine. 

She  hurried  to  her  room.  There  were  things 
in  her  trunk,  if  it  would  only  come !  Things  she 
could  give  away  on  the  Christmas  tree.  Mary's 
heart  longed  to  pour  itself  out  in  giving.  If  she 
could  only  find  her  check  !  Xot  that  finding  her 
check  would  make  any  difference ;  at  such  a  little 
station  a  trunk  could  not  pass  unnoticed :  but 
hunting  gave  her  a  sensation  of  hastening  its 
arrival. 

It  was  really  pitiful,  the  zeal  of  Mary's  search. 
She  emptied  her  bag  inside  out.  She  looked 
through  the  bureau  drawers.  She  turned  up  the 
edges  of  the  rugs.  She  peered  under  the  bed. 
And  then,  behind  the  dressing  table,  she  saw  it. 

"I  've  found  my  check,  Bob  !"  she  cried,  flying 
down  the  green-wound  staircase. 

"Good  !"  Bob  turned  back  from  the  front  door. 
"Let  's  have  it,  and  I  '11  take  a  turn  by  the  sta- 
tion on  my  cake-collecting." 

She  put  the  pasteboard  in  his  hands,  her  eyes 
joyous  with  hope.  Save  for  the  two,  the  hall 
was  empty. 

Bob  glanced  at  the  slip. 

"Hello !  Why  look  here,  you  checked  it  to  the 
wrong  i)lace.  No  wonder  you  don't  get  the 
thing." 

"The  wrong  place?  No,  I  did  n't.  Let  me 
see." 

"I  '11  telephone,"  Bob  was  saying.  "I  '11  tele- 
phone right  away.  We  '11  have  that  trunk  here 
to-night  if  I  have  to  send  a  man  over  with  a 
team  to  get  it." 

"Why  no.     This  check  says  Crawford  plainly." 


"Crawford,  yes.  That  's  what  I  'm  telling  you. 
It  says  Crawford." 

"But  Crawford  is  just  what  it  ought  to  say." 

"Just  Crawford  is  what  it  ought  not  to  say.  It 
ought  to  say  East  Crawford,  the  same  as  your 
ticket." 

"But  my  ticket  said  Crawford." 

"Then  j-ou  did  n't  get  your  money's  worth. 
The  conductor  was  napping." 

"/  was  napping.  But  I  don't  understand.  Your 
aunt's  letter  was  dated  Crawford.  She  had 
marked  Crawford  on  the  time-table.  I  bought 
my  ticket  to  the  address  she  gave  nie." 

"My  dear  girl,  pardon  me  — but  you  're  crazy!" 

"I  am  not  crazy.  Have  n't  I  bought  enough 
tickets,  miles  of  them,  to  know  where  I  buy  them 
to?" 

"You  may  have  bought  your  ticket  to  Craw- 
ford. Aunt  Barby  knows  where  she  lives, 
though." 

"But  Mrs.  White  dated  her  letter  at  Crawford. 
I  have  it  upstairs.     I  '11  get  it." 

Returning,  she  put  it  into  his  hand  trium- 
phantly. 

"That  's  no  letter  from  Aunt  Barby  !" 

"Who  is  it  from  then  ?" 

"Alicia  Coleman  White,"  he  read  the  name 
slowlv.  "Who  on  earth  is  .\licia  Coleman 
White?" 

"Your  aunt."  She  clutched  the  stair-rail,  read- 
ing the  blankness  in  his  face.  "Ts  n't  she  Mrs. 
White?" 

".She  's  Mrs.  White  all  right.  Mrs.  Howard 
White.  But  her  name  is  Katherine- Oh,  I  say, 
what  's  the  matter?" 

".\nd  this  place  is  — " 

"It  's  East  Crawford,  of  course.  What  have 
you  been  thinking  it  was?  " 

Mary  Strong  sat  dowit  heavily  on  the  stairs. 
Her  brain  reeled.  Memory  of  that  horrid  mo- 
ment at  the  station  assailed  her.  Recollection  of 
references,  names,  allusions,  not  understood, 
flooded  her  mind  in  one  desperately  illuminating 
second. 

"It  was  the  car  that  did  it!''  she  gasped.  "She 
said  the  car  would  meet  me." 

She  clutched  at  one  final  straw. 

"Would  you  mind  telling  me  — who  you  think 
—  I  am?" 

"Emnielinc  Rittensanger.  Emmeline  M..  I  sup- 
pose. You  're  not  German,  but  your  stepfather 
was,  and  you  took  his  name.  .\re  n't  you  ? 
Don't  say  you  are  n't !" 

"I  did !"  she  cried.  "I  did  get  oflf  at  the  wrong 
station.  I  don't  belong  here  at  all !  I  don't 
belong !" 
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It  was  Christmas  Eve  in  Ijongalec. 

And  the  castle  hall  was  light. 

The  greens  were  hung,  and  the  wreaths  they  swuu; 

\\  here  the  candles  glittered  bright. 

,\nd  many  the  guests  assembled  where 

The  tables  groaned  with  the  royal  fare. 

Xow  every  year,  as  the  feast  drew  near, 

The  cook  prepared  with  zest 

A  marvelous  pie,  to  tempt  the  eye. 

Of  the  kind  the  king  loved  best. 

For  the  monarch  of  B,  like  most  wise  kings. 

Was  a  capital  judge  of  all  good  things. 
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Chicken  and  ham,  with  veal  and  lamh : 

Pepper  and  spice  to  suit ; 

Olives  and  nuts,  and  strawberry  jam, 

Raisins,  sugar,  and  fruit. 

Partridge  eggs,  and  froggywog  legs; 

With  cranberry  jelly  galore; 

Pickles  and  peas,  and  honey,  and  cheese. 

And  a  host  of  good  things  more. 

You  never  could  guess  if  you  were  to  try 

The  dainties  stored  in  that  famous  pie. 


f^'kA 


The  guests  they  sate  at  the  board  in  state 
When  the  cook  appeared  at  the  door. 
He  was  tearing  his  hair,  in  wild  despair. 
For  terrible  news  he  bore  — 
Some  villain  dire,  at  the  kitchen  fire. 
Had  eaten  the  Christmas  pie  entire  I 
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Then  the  king  looked  up,  and  the  king  looked  down,     

And  the  king  he  racked  his  brains ; 

For  what  's  to  be  done  when  the  pie  "s  all  gone 

And  naught  but  the  dish  remains  ! 

Then  he  stamped  his  foot,  and  he  nodded  his  head, 

And  thus  to  his  minions  sternly  said  : 


Let  search  be  made  the  castle  through 
For  the  wretch  that  did  the  deed ! 
Whoe'er  he  be,  when  his  face  we  see. 
He  shall  rue  his  shameful  greed- 
It  shall  fare  but  ill  with  the  rascal  sly 
Who  hath  trifled  thus  with  our  Christmas  pie  ! 


J 
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Then  they  searched  the  castle  walls  around. 
And  they  searched  the  dungeons  deep. 
Till  at  length  in  a  corner  dark  they  found 
The  culprit,  fast  asleep. 
And  they  haled  him  into  the 
A  poor  little,  frightened,  half 
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Then  the  monarch  cries,  as  he  rubs  his  eyes : 
"By  our  crown,  it  cannot  be 

That  a  pie  so  great  hath  met  its  fate 

Through  such  an  one  as  he  ! 

And  pray,"  quoth  he,  in  an  angry  tone. 

To  the  child,  who  shook  with  fright, 
'And  ivhy  didst  thou  try  to  devour  the  pie 

That  was  meant  for  the  feast  to-night?" 


Then  the  boy  replied,  as  he  bitterly  cried. 
'I  w-as  cold  and  hungry,  sire. 
The  light  shone  wide,  and  I  stole  inside 
And  sate  me  down  by  the  fire. 
I  never  had  met  with  a  pie  before,— 
And  I  doubted  I  ever  should  see  one  more  !" 
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Then  the  king  laughed  loud 

with  the  merry  crowd, 
And  he  said,  with  a 
twinkling  eye  : 
"A  better  excuse  could  none 
produce 

For  eating  a  Christmas  pie  ! 

But  it  grieveth  us  sore  that  such  things  be 

In  our  bountiful  Land  of  Bongalee  ! 
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rom  this  day  forth  shall  a  feast  be  made 
.\t  the  holiday  time,  each  year, 
Where  the  children  all,  at  a  herald"s  call, 
Shall  gather  from  far  and  near. 
A  sparkling  tree  such  fruit  shall  bear  /* 

That  each  of  the  throng  can  have  a  share. 
While  a  hundred  cooks  shall  use  their  skill 
"hat  every  one  may  eat  at  will,  s=^ 

il  never  a  boy  in  our  land  can  say 
He  hath  had  no  pie  on  Christmas  Day  !" 

Sing  "Ho  !"  sing  "Ho  !"'  for  the  Christmas  snow  ! 
Sing  "Hey  !"  for  a  Christmas  tree  ! 
Sing  "Ho  !"  sing  "Heigh  !"  for  the  Christmas  pie 
In  the  Land  of  Bongalee  ! 


■WAKK  UP,   MAMA!      WAKE  UP,   DADDY!     SF.R  WHAT 
SANTA  CI.AUS  HAS  KROUGIIT  US!" 


THE  SAPPHIRE  SIGNET 

OR,  THE   LASS   OF   RICHMOND    HILL 
BY  AUGUSTA  HUIELL  SEAMAN 


Author  of  "The  Boarded-up  House" 


Chapter  III 


THE  DISCOVERY   IN   TIIK   ATTIC 

But  Sarah  continued  to  circulate  around  the  lit- 
tle tea-table,  clattering  the  cups,  pouring  the 
chocolate,  and  handing  about  the  napkins  and 
plates.  And  all  the  while  she  was  scanning  Mar- 
garet's new  visitor  with  jealous  and  appraising 
eyes.  Her  ministrations  seemed  fairly  inter- 
minable to  the  impatient  four,  and  during  the 
whole  time  that  she  was  serving  the  refreshments 
not  one  of  them  uttered  a  word.  So  much  of  a 
contrast  was  this  silence  to  their  usual  volubility, 
that  she  delivered  this  Parthian  shot  as  she  was 
at  last  taking  her  departure  : 

"Ye  all  seem  mighty  quiet,  though  ye  were 
chatterin'  hard  enough  when  I  come  up  !  I  'm 
thinkin'  ye  must  have  guilty  consciences  !  " 

^\'hen  she  had  disappeared,  Corinne  spoke  up : 

"You  girls  all  seem  rather  afraid  of  your  maid, 
if  you  '11  pardon  my  remarking  it  !  But  I  think 
she  seems  very  good-hearted." 

"Why,  it  's  this  way,"  replied  Bess.  "You  see, 
Sarah  's  more  than  just  a  maid  or  a  servant.  She 
runs  the  whole  house,  really,  because  Mother  's 
away  so  much  and  just  trusts  her  with  every- 
thing. She  's  awfully  good  to  us  children  and 
would  do  almost  anything  for  us.  But  she  's  very, 
very  particular  about  her  work  and  her  way  of 
arranging  things,  and  she  won't  be  interfered 
with  the  least  bit.  Why,  Mother  herself  would 
n't  think  of  changing  any  of  Sarah's  arrange- 
ments, even  if  she  did  n't  like  them,  because 
Sarah  would  n't  stand  for  it,  and  we  could  n't  do 
without  her.  Jess  and  I  tease  her  a  lot,  and  she 
lets  us  have  anything  we  want  to  eat ;  but  we 
must  n't  on  any  account  interfere  with  her  in 
other  ways,  or  there  'd  be  trouble  !" 

Bess  did  not  enlighten  Corinne.  however,  as  to 
the  real  reason  for  their  consideration  of  Sarah. 
It  was  because  of  an  episode  that  had  happened 
when  she  and  her  twin  sister  were  several  years 
younger.  They  had  rebelled  one  fine  day  at  what 
they  considered  Sarah's  tyranny,  and  for  twelve 
long  hours  had  led  her  a  life  of  excitement  and 
angry  remonstrance.  And  then  that  night,  ju.st 
as  their  mother  arrived  home,  behold  Sarah  de- 
scending the  stairs,  dressed  for  departure,  a  huge 
carpet-bag  in  each  hand.     A  stormy  and  tearful 


scene  ensued  in  which  Sarah  finally  relented  at 
the  urgent  importunities  of  the  distracted  Mrs. 
Bronson.  But  she  promised  to  remain  only  on 
condition  that  the  twins  should  obey  her  im- 
plicitly from  that  moment. 

And  in  the  privacy  of  their  bedroom  that  night 
Mrs.  Bronson  had  warned  the  nine-year-old  reb- 
els that,  should  such  a  scene  ever  occur  again, 
she  would  give  up  their  home,  put  Margaret  in 
a  sanatorium  and  the  twins  in  the  strictest  board- 
ing-sclpol  she  could  find,  and  herself  find  a  place 
to  live  nearer  to  her  business.  The  threat  had  its 
lasting  effect,  and  nothing  of  the  kind  had  ever 
happened  since.  But  this  was  the  true  reason 
why  the  family  lived  in  wholesome  awe  of  Sarah. 
And,  as  the  twins  were  anything  but  proud  of 
the  episode,  they  never  referred  to  it. 

"Sarah  will  probably  do  just  as  she  threat- 
ened," added  Jess,  looking  meaningly  at  Corinne, 
"and  lock  up  the  attic.  She  's  awfully  particular 
about  that  place  !  You  W  think  it  was  as  impor- 
tant as  the  parlor  !" 

Suddenly  Margaret,  who  could  endure  the  sus- 
pense no  longer,  burst  out : 

"If  some  one  does  n't  tell  me  quick  all  about 
that  mysterious  thing  you  found  in  the  attic,  I  '11 
—  I  '11  go  cracy .'"  Then  she  dropped  back  in  her 
chair,  overcome  anew  by  shyness  at  having  been 
so  vehement  before  a  comparative  stranger. 

"Oh,  tell  her,  right  away  !"  cried  Corinne.  "I 
know  just  how  she  feels!" 

"Well,  it  happened  this  way,"  began  Jess,  be- 
tween a  sip  of  chocolate  and  a  bite  of  drop-cake. 
"Corinne  and  I  were  looking  at  the  spinning- 
wheel—" 

""^'es,  and  it  's  a  beauty,  too  !"  interrupted  Co- 
rinne.    "You  ought  to  have  it  down  here." 

"  —  and  then  we  got  to  poking  around,  looking 
into  some  boxes  and  talking  about  the  funny  old 
hooded  cradle  that  Mother  brought  from  her 
home  in  Massachusetts.  And  all  of  a  sudden  Co- 
rinne spied  that  little  old  hair-trunk, — do  you 
remember  it,  Bess?  —  and  she  said  she  'd  never 
seen  an  old  trunk  like  that  before.  I  asked  her 
if  she  'd  like  to  look  into  it.  I  really  did  n't 
remember,  myself,  what  the  inside  was  like  or 
what  was  kept  in  it.  She  said  she  would,  so  we 
started  to  haul  it  down.  It  's  rather  small,  and 
Sarah  had  it  piled  way  up  on  that  high  shelf. 
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"Well,  I  guess  we  gave  it  too  hard  a  jerk,  for 
all  of  a  sudden,  down  it  came— smash  !— and  flew 
open  (you  know  it  has  n't  any  lock  now),  and 
everything  in  it  was  scattered  all  over  the  floor. 
Sarah  had  all  our  winter  flannels  packed  away 
in  it,  and  you  can  imagine  what  a  time  we  had 
picking  them  up  and  trying  to  fold  and  get  them 
back  so  she  would  n"t  know  what  had  happened  ! 

"But  here  's  the  queer  part  of  it !  Just  after 
we  'd  collected  all  the  things  and  folded  them 
nicely  and  were  going  to  put  them  back.  Co- 
rinne  noticed  that  the  bottom  of  the  trunk  seemed 
all  wrong.  One  corner  of  it  was  humped  up  as 
though  it  had  been  knocked  through  in  falling. 
I  tell  you  I  was  scared,  for  I  thought  Sarah  'd 
just  go  wild  when  she  found  it  out !  But  when 
we  turned  the  trunk  upside  down,  — lo  and  be- 
hold !  the  bottom  of  it  was  all  right  — just  as  tight 
as  a  trivet ! 

"If  we  were  n't  astonished  !  We  just  ^id  n't 
know  what  to  make  of  it !  Then  we  turned  it 
back,  and  I  put  my  hand  under  the  part  that  was 
poked  up,  gave  it  a  pull,  and  — it  came  right  out ! 
—  the  whole  bottom!  And  there,  if  you  please, 
was  the  real  bottom  of  the  trunk,  underneath  ! 
But  between  the  two  was  lying  hidden— this!" 
Jess  ran  to  the  bookcase,  pulled  out  the  mysteri- 
ous object  she  had  concealed  there,  and  crossing 
the  room  laid  it  in  Margaret's  lap.  They  all 
crowded  about  the  chair. 

"Why !"  exclaimed  Bess,  in  a  tone  of  great 
disappointment,  before  the  others  could  speak, 
"it  's  only  an  old,  dusty,  disreputable  account- 
book  with  the  back  torn  off.  I  don't  see  anything 
so  wonderful  in  that !" 

"Wait  till  you  've  seen  what  's  inside !"  re- 
marked Corinne,  quietly.  Margaret,  meanwhile, 
was  fingering  the  crumbly  leather  cover,  wonder- 
ing at  its  queer,  mottled  aspect.  Then  she  opened 
it  to  the  first  page  and  suddenly  gave  a  big  gasp. 

"Well,  of  all  things!"  she  murmured.  "\\"hat 
in  the  world  can  it  mean?  I  never  saw  anvthing 
like  it  before  !" 

"Ne-ther  did  I !"  agreed  Bess,  now  in  a  tone  of 
real  awe.  The  other  two  only  smiled,  with  a 
rather  "I-to!d-you-so  !"  expression.  Well  might 
they  marvel  over  its  strange  contents.  The  pages 
were  yellow  with  age  and  mottled  with  curious 
brown  stains,  and  some  of  them  were  torn.  But 
the  writing  was  still  visible,  and  this  is  what  it 
looked  like:— 

aw/W/z::.  ^  )  A  ®  iy<y<^  %  n  ^ 

'^  ©A  a\vA  i_j.\l_:-OA 
|\A   lACWo  :)»©/\\A 


with  similar  characters  all  down  the  first  page. 
A  glance  through  the  rest  of  the  long  thin  book 
revealed  the  same  array  of  bewildering  symbols 
to  the  very  last  leaf,  where  the  back  cover  was 
missing. 

The  four  sat  for  a  moment  in  silent  astonish- 
ment, trying  to  make  some  sense  out  of  the  rid- 
dle.    Suddenly   Margaret  had  an  idea. 

"I  know!  It  's  shorthand!  I  've  read  that 
that  is  writing  with  funny  curves  and  dots  and 
wiggly  lines." 

"Xo,"  Corinne  gently  corrected  her,  "I  don't 
think  it  's  shorthand,  Margaret.  I  saw  some 
shorthand  that  Father's  stenographer  wrote-once, 
and  it  was  quite  different  from  this.  Besides, 
this  seems  quite  old,  as  if  it  were  done  many 
years  ago,  and  shorthand  's  a  comparatively  mod- 
ern invention,  I  think." 

"Well.  then,  it  must  be  Chinese  or  Syrian  or 
Russian  or  something  like  that !"  asserted  Jess. 
"I  've  seen  lots  of  signs  over  the  stores  of  for- 
eigners that  don't  look  so  very  dift'erent  from 
this.    Or— oh,  I  know  now!  it  's  Greek!" 

Corinne  laughed.  "No  indeed,  it  is  n't  Greek  !" 
she  declared.  "Father  taught  me  the  Greek  al- 
phabet when  I  was  a  tiny  girl,  and  made  me  learn 
to  know  the  letters.  I  'm  going  to  study  it  when 
I  go  to  college.  This  is  entirely  different.  I 
don't  believe  they  're  letters  of  any  other  lan- 
guage, either." 

She  sat  in  frowning  thought  over  the  strange 
page  for  several  minutes,  while  the  others 
watched  her  in  breathless  interest.  They,  having 
no  further  solutions  to  offer,  threw  themselves 
unreservedly  on  her  greater  resourcefulness. 
Jess,  meanwhile,  refilled  the  chocolate-cups,  and 
Bess  passed  the  cake,  while  Margaret  reveled  in 
such  excitement  as  she  had  never  before  expe- 
rienced. Corinne  still  remained  thoughtfully 
turning  the  pages.     Suddenly  she  exclaimed: 

"I  have  it  !  — at  least.  I  think  so!" 

"^^"hat?  what?  oh.  quick!"  they  begged. 

"I  think  some  one  has' written  all  this  in  what 
they  call  a  — a  'cipher.'  I  've  heard  of  such 
things.  Father  told  me  people  often  send  mes- 
sages over  the  telegraph  or  cable  in  cipher-" 

"But  what  is  that?  How?"  demanded  Mar- 
garet. 

"\\'hy,  they  have  certain  words  or  expressions 
which  stand  for  other  words  or  even  whole  sen- 
tences. And  you  can't  understand  the  message 
unless  you  have  the  "code'  or  ex[)lanation.  For 
instance,  a  man  may  cable  just  the  words  'Pay 
Smith'  to  his  broker,  and  that  may  mean  "Buy  me 
five  thousand  bushels  of  wheat  to-day.'  " 

"^'es,  but  that  is  n't  a  bit  like  what  's  here." 
argued  Margaret. 
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"Xo,  but  it  's  the  same  idea,"  Coriniie  declared. 
"I  think  in  this  case  some  one  has  taken  certain 
signs  to  represent  the  different  letters  of  the  al- 
phabet.    First  I  thought  that  perhaps  each  sign 
might  stand  for  a  different  word.    But  that  could 
hardly  be,  because  there  are  so  many  words,  one 
could  hardly  find  signs  enough  to  go  round.    .\nd 
besides,  I  notice  in  looking  through 
the  book  that  there  are  compara- 
tively   few    signs,    and    they    are 
constantly  repeated."     She   fell  to 
gazing  silently  at  the  book  again, 
while     the    others     watched,     still 
more  fascinated  by  the  discoveries 
she    was    making.      Presently    she 
looked  up  again. 

"I  've  found  out  something  else, 
I  think.     Do  you  see  that  sign  of 
the  triangle?     Well,  if  you  notice, 
that  occurs  more   frequently 
any  of  the  others.    In  the 
lines     there     are     more 
than    fourteen   of   them, 
and  no  other  sign  hap- 
pens   as     frequently    as 
that.    Xow,  if  these  signs 
stand    for    letters,    that 
could  n"t  be  a  letter,  even 
if    it    were    one    of    the 
commonest,  like  'a'  or  'i' 
or  'e'  —  " 

"\\  hat  can  it  be  then  ?" 
whispered    Margaret,    in 
a  voice  so  tense  that  they  ' 
all  laughed. 

"I  think  it  means  the 
space  between  the 
words!"  vouchsafed  Co- 
rinne.  "You  see,  there  'd 
have  to  be  something  to 
indicate  spaces.  You 
could  n't  have  the  words 
all  jumbled  up  together.    It  would  n't  make  sense  !" 

"Well,  you  are  wonderful !"  sighed  Jess,  sitting 
back  on  her  heels.  "I  never  would  have  thought 
of  it  in  a  century  I" 

"Oh,  no!"  laughed  Corinne.  "There  's  noth- 
ing wonderful  about  that.  It  's  only  common 
sense  and  puzzling  it  out  like  a  riddle.  Now  see  ! 
If  we  take  it  for  granted  that  the  triangle  means 
a  space  between  the  words,  this  sign  of  the  dot 
between  two  triangles  must  be  either  the  letter 
'a,'  "F  or  'O.'  for  those  are  the  only  words  of 
just  one  letter.  But  you  can't  tell  which  it  is 
till  you  've  puzzled  out  some  more.  And  — after 
all,  this  idea  may  be  a!'  wrong.  It  may  be  some- 
thing quite  different,  for  all  we  know  !" 


"But  what  can  it  all  be  about?"  began  Jess, 
going  off  on  another  tack.  "And  how  under  the 
sun  did  the  thing  get  hidden  away  in  our  old 
trunk  under  a  false  bottom?  It  's  awfully  mys- 
terious !" 

"Tell  you  what  I  think,"  volunteered  Corinne. 
"Whatever    it   is,    it    "s   been    in    that   trunk    for 
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years  and  years — hidden  there,  perha])s,  when  the 
trunk  belonged  to  some  one  else.  Do  you  know 
where  it  came  from — the  trunk,  I  mean?" 

"No,  I  don't  even  know  whether  it  was  Fa- 
ther's or  Mother's,"  answered  Jess.  "Hut  I  can 
ask  Mother.     Maybe  she  'd  know." 

"I  'd  like  to  puzzle  this  thing  out  I"  mused 
Corimie.  "Who  knows  !  Perhaps  we  'd  find  it 
was  something  awfully  interesting.  It  's  simply 
full  of  mystery  and  —  and  possibilities  !"  At  this 
point,  Margaret,  who  during  all  the  latter  con- 
versation had  been  fidgeting  with  impatience,  be- 
gan : 

"Now,  girls,  look  here!  I  've  just  had  the 
most  delightful  idea  !    We  've  made  the  discovery 
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of  something  awfully  interesting,  probably,  if  we 
could  only  find  out  what  it  's  all  about.  Why 
not  let  's  form  ourselves  into  a  secret  society- 
just  we  four— with  the  purpose  of  finding  out  all 
about  this  mystery?  We  won't  let  another  soul 
into  the  secret— not  even  Mother.  Oh,  it  '11  be 
such  fun!     Do.  please!" 

She  looked  imploringly  at  the  twins,  and  for 
once  they  did  not  appear  to  object  — even  looked 
a  trifle  interested.  For  it  was  the  ambition  of 
Margaret's  pitiful,  limited  little  life  to  be  the 
member  of  a  "secret  society."  She  had  read 
much  of  school  fraternities  and  clubs,  and  the 
fascinating  idea  had  taken  a  firm  root  in  her 
mind.  Of  course  for  her— poor  helpless  little 
invalid  that  she  was— there  could  be  no  such 
thing  as  membership  or  participation  in  the  real 
organizations.  In  place  of  this,  she  was  forever 
begging  her  sisters  to  form  a  tiny  society  of 
their  own.  just  the  three,  and  have  meetings  and 
secrets  and  all  the  paraphernalia  of  the  big  school 
"frats." 

But  the  idea  had  never  appealed  to  the  twins. 
They  had  no  interest  in  any  of  the  school  clubs 
except  the  basket-ball  and  tennis  teams.  And 
to  have  a  make-believe  one  at  home  with  no 
earthly  or  apparent  object  was  something  they 
had  never  yet  brought  themselves  to  consider, 
much  as  they  loved  their  invalid  sister.  But  here 
was  something  a  trifle  different !  Alargaret,  quick 
to  see  her  advantage,  hastened  on : 

"Oh,  yes  I  Do  let  's  have  one  !  Would  n't  it 
be  a  good  idea,  Corinne?  Think  of  the  fun  we  'd 
have,  meeting  and  puzzling  out  this  queer  old 
book  !  Perhaps  it  might  lead  to  something  im- 
portant, too.  And  I  "ve  even  thought  of  a  name 
for  it.— we  could  call  it  the  Antiquarian  Club!" 

The  latter  idea  captured  Corinne.  "That  's  a 
dandy  name  for  it,  — 'Antiquarian  Club'  !  I  like 
that !  And  besides,  it  's  true,  too,  for  if  this  is 
n't  an  antiquity,  I  'd  like  to  know  what  is !  Yes, 
let  's  have  the  club !"  Corinne  was  moved  to 
accept  the  idea  by  two  impulses.  The  notion 
really  did  appeal  to  her,  but  even  if  it  had  n't,  she 
would  have  pretended  it  did  for  the  sake  of  the 
pathetic  little  figure  in  the  invalid-chair,  who  was 
rapidly  taking  a  firm  hold  of  her  heart. 

"Oh,  goody  !  And  you  do  like  the  idea,  too, 
don't  you,  girls?"  exclaimed  Margaret.  The 
twins  capitulated  unreservedly. 

'"Yes,  we  do,"  said  Bess.  "I  've  always  de- 
tested such  societies  because  they  seemed  so  use- 
less. But  this  thing  is  really  worth  having  a  club 
for  !" 

Margaret,  however,  had  something  else  on  her 
mind.  "Oh,  just  one  thing  more,"  she  added,  a 
little   shvly.     "Could   I— could   I   he— president? 


All  clubs  have  to  have  a  president.  I  would  so 
love  to  be !" 

"Indeed  you  shall !"  spoke  up  Corinne  before 
either  of  the  others  had  a  chance.  "We  elect 
you  at  once— unanimously— don't  we,  girls?  And 
now.  Miss  President,  you  can  appoint  the  rest 
of  us  to  other  offices !'" 

Margaret  flushed  with  pleasure.  "I  appoint 
you,  Corinne,  to  be  secretary.  There  always  has 
to  be  one  of  those.  And  there  usually  is  a 
treasurer,  if  there  is  anj-  money  to  handle.  But 
there  won't  be  here,  for  we  won't  have  any  dues. 
So  I  don't  know  what  to  call  the  others." 

"Let  's  just  be  plain  members,  for  the  present," 
suggested  Bess.  "And  now,  what  are  we  going 
to  do  about  this  book.  Miss  President?" 

"I  think  we  ought  to  let  Corinne  take  it  home 
and  see  if  she  can  puzzle  out  any  more  of  it  be- 
fore next  meeting,"  decided  Margaret.  "That 
would  be  all  right,  would  n't  it  ?"  They  all 
agreed. 

"I  'd  like  to  show  it  to  Father  and  ask  him 
what  he  thinks  — "  began  Corinne.  but  ilargaret 
hastily  interrupted: 

"Oh.  no!  You  must  n't  do  that!  You  know 
it  's  a  secret  society,  and  we  are  n't  going  to  tell 
any  one  about  anything  in  it.     And  besides—" 

"Yes,  and  besides,"  put  in  Jess,  "if  we  tell  any 
one  about  this  book,  it  might  somehow  leak  out 
and  get  back  to  Sarah  what  we  'd  done  in  break- 
ing the  trunk,  and  then  there  might  be  trouble!" 
She  looked  meaningly  at  Bess. 

"Oh,  no  I"  assented  the  latter  hastily.  "We 
must  n't  tell  a  soul !"  Plainly  the  twins  still  lived 
in  dread  of  the  awful  threat  made  so  many  years 
ago.  They  knew  that  Sarah  was  even  yet  fully 
capable  of  putting  it  into  execution  — under  suf- 
ficient provocation  ! 

"All  right,  "  agreed  Corinne.  "I  won't  breathe 
a  word  of  this,  then,  and  I  '11  see  what  I  can  do 
to  make  head  or  tail  of  the  thing.  But.  mercy!" 
glancing  at  her  watch,  "it  's  nearly  si.x  o'clock, 
and  I  ought  to  have  been  home  long  ago.  I  '11 
take  the  cars  at  the  corner,  I  guess."  She  hur- 
ried into  her  wraps,  gathered  up  the  precious 
"find"  with  her  school-books,  and  bade  the  girls 
good-by. 

"It  's  been  a  remarkable  afternoon  for  me  !" 
she  declared  as  she  kissed  Margaret.  "I  feel  like 
a  real  antiquarian  now.  Hurrah  for  the  Anti- 
quarian Club !  Let  "s  have  another  meeting  as 
soon  as  I  've  made  some  progress  with  this  !" 
She  tapped  the  old  account-book  significantly  and 
hurried  away. 

"Oh  !"  sighed  Margaret,  blissfully,  settling  back 
in  her  chair,  "this  is  positively  the  most  wonder- 
ful day  I  ever  spent  in  my  life !    Can  I  ever  wait 
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for  the  next  meeting?"  The  twins  stood  by  her 
chair,  looking  thoughtful.  They  too  were 
strangely  stirred  out  of  their  usual  unimaginative 
selves. 

"Well,  I  confess,  I  never  dreamed  of  anvthing 


laugh.  "No,  Mummy,  I  "m  all  right,— only  just 
too  interested  to  sleep !  Do  you  remember  what 
you  said  about  an  advcntni\ 


it  has,  — the  loveliest  kind  of 
tell   you   about   it 


■'I    H.\D   THK    iroRSl   TIME    PUZZLING    TIUS    OUT!'    SIIK    S.\U) 


so  queer  happening  in  this  old  ranch  !"  marveled 
Bess.     "It  's  all  Corinne's  doings." 

That  night  Mrs.  Bronson  came  home  very  late 
from  business,  but  she  went  in,  as  was  her  in- 
variable custom,  to  peep  at  her  little  invalid 
daughter  before  she  herself  retired.  To  her  sur- 
prise,  she   found   Margaret  still   awake. . 

"Dear,  you  're  not  ill,  are  you  ?"  she  inquired 
anxiously.    "You  're  usually  asleep  at  this  time." 

But    Margaret    only    laughed    a    happy    little 


le  !  But  I  can't 
because  it  "s  a  secret.  You 
won't  mind,  will  you?" 

Mrs.  Bronson  smiled.  "No 
indeed,  I  won't  mind  !  Just 
as  long  as  you  're  happy  and 
contented,  I  don't  mind  a 
thing !  Did  the  twins'  new 
friend  come  to  see  you  to- 
day ?  And  did  you  like 
her?" 

At  this.  Margaret  entered 
on  such  a  vivid  and  enthusi- 
astic account  of  Corinne, 
that  Mrs.  Bronson  heaved  a 
sigh  of  thankfulness  for  the 
new  interest  in  hei  'ittle 
girl's  empty  life. 

An  hour  later  Margaret 
fell  asleep  to  dream,  the 
night  through,  of  strange, 
hieroglyphic  symbols,  and  all 
I  he  weird  things  thej-  might 
^tand  for.  But  not  a  thing 
she  dreamed  of  was  as  curi- 
ous as  the  reality  that  Co- 
rinne was  soon  to  disclose! 

ClI.M'TER    I\' 
.\     KEY    TO    THE    MYSTERY 

The  next  few  days  passed 
in  a  fever  of  impatience  for 
-Margaret.  Each  afternoon 
she  besieged  the  twins  for 
news  of  Corinne  and  her 
progress  with  the  "cipher." 
And  every  day  their  report 
was  about  the  same: 

"She  thinks  she  's  on  the 
right  track,  but  she  can't  tell 
surely  yet.  It  's  pretty  diffi- 
cult, you  know,  and  Corinne 
has  to  study  and  do  other 
things,  too,  beside  puzzling  over  that." 

"But  has  she  found  out  any  of  the  letters?" 
Margaret  would  demand. 

"She  tliinks  so,  but  she  can't  be  sure  till  she  's 
made  them  all  out  definitely."  And  Bess  would 
add,  "Now,  do  be  reasonable.  Miss  President! 
Your  secretary  is  doing  her  very  best.  But  if 
you  don't  think  she  's  a  success,  you  might  take 
the  job  away  from  her  and  give  it  to  me.'"  At 
which  Margaret  would  chuckle  derisively. 
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Truth  to  tell,  the  twins  were  almost  as  anxious 
as  she  for  a  solution  of  the  mystery.  The  sudden 
introduction  of  this  new  element  into  their 
hitherto  wholly  athletic  and  unimaginative  exis- 
tences, they  found,  to  their  surprise,  even  more 
diverting  than  the  most  exciting  tennis-match  or 
basket-ball  struggle.  About  a  week  after  Co- 
rinne's  first  visit,  all  three  burst  in  breathlessly 
upon  Margaret,  one  cold  afternoon,  and  trans- 
ported her  to  the  seventh  heaven  of  delight  with 
this  exciting  news:  "Corinne  's  got  it,  at  last! 
Have  n't  you,  Corinne  ?" 

"Yes,"  she  admitted,  giving  Margaret  a  big 
hug  of  greeting,  "I  think  I  've  puzzled  out  most 
of  the  letters  now,  and  I  've  even  worked  out  a 
few  of  the  first  sentences— ' 

"Yes,  and  she  says  they  're  awfully  strange  !" 
interrupted  the  twins,  in  chorus.  "And  she  would 
n't  tell  us  a  word,  though  we  begged  her  hard  !" 

"Well,  Miss  President,"  laughed  Corinne,  "it 
seemed  to  me  that  this  was  a  thing  to  be  revealed 
only  in  a  solemn  meeting  of  the  club  and  in 
your  presence.     \\'as  I  right  ?" 

"Indeed  you  were  !"  declared  Margaret.  "Don't 
)-ou  ever  tell  them  a  thing  before  you  've  told 
me,  will  you  ?" 

"I  won't !"  promised  Corinne.  "It  shall  be  the 
first  rule  of  our  society,— no  discoveries  told  to 
ordinary  members  before  the  president  hears 
them  !  And  now  let  's  get  to  business  !"  They  all 
drew  up  before  the  cozy  open  fire. 

"Oh,  is  n't  this  lovely!"  sighed  Corinne.  She 
opened  the  old  account-book  and  placed  beside  it 
a  paper  on  which  she  had  written  the  letters  of 
the  alphabet,  and  next  to  each  the  sign  that 
appeared  to  stand  for  it. 

"I  had  the  worst  time  puzzling  this  out  !"  she 
said.  "I  worked  and  worked  over  it  and  changed 
them  all  around  nearly  forty  times  before  I  struck 
anything  that  seemed  just  right.  But  now  I  guess 
we  've  got  it,  at  last !  I  'm  sure  "a'  is  this  per- 
pendicular straight  line,  'b'  the  rectangle  with 
the  bottom  missing,  'c'  the  horizontal  parallels  — 
and  so  on.  Now,  as  I  've  said,  I  've  made  out  the 
first  few  sentences  and  they  seem  awfully 
strange !  Here  they  are.''  She  turned  the  pa- 
per over  and  read : 

"  'This  is  a  house  of  mystery,  and  strange,  un- 
accountable dread.  I  feel  daily  that  something 
menaces  me— that  my  life  is  not  safe.'  "  A  de- 
licious shudder  ran  through  the  listening  group. 

"Oh,  is  n't  this  gorgeous.'"  half  whispered 
Margaret.  "It  fills  me  with  — with  thrills!"  Co- 
rinne went  on  : 

"  'Therefore  1  am  keeping  this  little  journal 
from  time  to  time.  Should  aught  evil  befall  me 
in  this  strange  land  and  among  these  unfriendly 


people,  at  least  I  will  leave  some  record  whereby 
my  own  kin  may  trace  my  fate,  perchance,  at 
some  future  day.  I  dare  not  write  this  out  in 
good  English  lest  it  be  discovered  by  those  who 
hate  me.  So  I  have  invented  this  secret  code, 
whereof  none  save  myself  knows  the  key.  This 
book  I  found  in  the  library  unused  and  I  have 
taken  it.  I  trust  it  will  be  counted  no  act  of 
thievery.  I  keep  it  hidden  in  the  false  bottom 
of  my  trunk.  The  key  of  the  code  I  have  put  in 
another  spot.  As  soon  as  my  memory  has  mas- 
tered it,  I  will  destroy  it.  'T  is  safer.'- And 
that  's  as  far  as  I  got !"  ended  Corinne. 

For  a  mbment  they  all  sat  dumb  with  amaze- 
ment. 

"What  do  you  make  of  it?"  exclaimed  Bess. 
"Who  is  it,  — a  man  or  a  woman?  When  was  it 
written,  and  where?  Why,  I  'm  just  wild  to  find 
out  all  about  it !" 

"I  confess,''  admitted  Corinne.  "that  I  don't 
know  Ti'Iiat  to  make  of  it.  I  've  puzzled  and  puz- 
zled over  it  all  day—" 

"But,  good  gracious !"  interrupted  the  impa- 
tient Margaret,  "of  course  we  can't  make  any- 
thing out  of  it  till  we  've  worked  out  some  more  ! 
Come  ahead!  Right  now!  We  're  only  wasting 
time  talking  about  it!" 

"That  's  so  !"  laughed  Corinne.  "And  when  we 
can  find  out  right  away,  by  getting  to  work! 
Here.  Margaret !  You  write,  while  I  spell  the 
thing  out  !  "  She  thrust  the  paper  and  pencil  into 
Margaret's  hands,  while  the  twins  hung  over  her 
as  she  slowly  deciphered  the  sentences: 

"  "Would  —  that  —  I— had  — never  — left  — my — 
peaceful  — Bermuda  — '  "  Corinne  dropped  the 
book  suddenly. 

"Bermuda !  —  I  ve  been  there!  Oh,  this  is 
fine  !" 

"Have  you  been  to  Bermuda?"  exclaimed  Mar- 
garet and  the  twins,  with  awe.    "When  ?" 

"Last  winter,  with  Father.  He  was  ill,  and  we 
stayed  six  weeks.     It  was  heavenly  !" 

"You  lucky  girl  !"  sighed  Margaret.  ""But,  go 
on  !     We  must  find  out  more,  right  away  !  " 

Corinne  took  up  the  book  and  began  anew : 
"  'But  since  I  did  wilfully  abandon  my  home- 
aye  !— and  Grandfather,  too.  even  though  he  does 
not  love  me—'  " 

"'Grandfather'?"  interrupted  Bess.  "He  can't 
be  very  old.  if  he  has  a  grandfather  living!  " 

"Does  n't  seem  likely."  murmured  Corinne. 
spelling  out  another  word  under  her  breath,  then 
continuing : 

"  '—and  did  in  venturesome  manner  contribute 
my  aid  to  the  plot  against  my  country,  I  must 
pay  the  price.  I  fear.  I  am  watched  constantly. 
I  take  no  walk  abroad,  even  in  the  grounds,  but 
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I  feel  that  I  am  spied  upon.  The  affection  of 
Madame  M.  has  changed  to  dislike.  She,  too, 
suspects  me.  'T  is  hard  for  a  lass  of  but  six- 
teen— '  " 

"A  lass!"  shouted  all  four.  "And  only  six- 
teen .'" 

"Oh,  girls  !"  cried  Corinne.  rocking  back  and 
forth  in  her  excitement.  "She  's  just  hke  our- 
selves—only a  year  older  than  I  am  !  What  can 
be  the  trouble— or  rather,  what  could  have  been 
the  trouble  with  the  poor  little  thing?" 

"Go  on!  go  on!"  ordered  Margaret,  with  glis- 
tening eyes.     "Let  's  find  out !" 

Corinne  snatched  up  the  book  again  ;  "  'to  be 
alone  and  friendless  in  a  strange  land  and  to  feel 
so  constantly  in  danger.  But  I  must  not  com- 
plain. I  brought  it  on  myself.  As  I  have  said, 
Madame  M.  no  longer  appears  to  care  for  me. 
She  was  so  cordial  and  affectionate  at  first, 
partly  for  Aunt's  sake,  no  doubt,  and  partly  be- 
cause she  really  seemed  to  like  me.     But  since 

the  day  when  I  spoke  to  Lady  .  at  the  time 

her  coach  broke  down,  Madame  M.  has  regarded 
me  only  with  suspicion."  " 

"I  wish  I  knew  who  'Madame  M."  was,  and 
'Lady  Blank,'  "  put  in  Margaret.  "How  mysteri- 
ous she  is — never  writing  out  their  full  names!" 

"Perhaps  she  did  n't  dare,"  said  Corinne.  "You 
see,  she  says  .she  's  in  danger.  But,  oh!  — listen 
to  what  she  says  next!  —  'There  is  something 
which  weighs  right  heavily  on  my  conscience. 
'T  is  the  matter  of  the  sapphire  signet.  But  of 
that  I  will  speak  later.'  " 

"The  sapphire  signet!"  breathed  the  twins  in 
a  tone  of  hushed  awe.  "Does  n't  it  sound  rich 
and  gorgeous  and  — and  mysterious!  What  's  a 
'signet,'  anyway  ?" 

"I  think,"  explained  Corinne,  "that  it  's  another 
name  for  a  seal  — something  with  a  monogram  or 
crest  or  coat-of-arms,  used  to  stamp  on  sealing- 
wax.  Father  has  one  set  in  a  ring— not  a 
sapphire  though— just  some  ordinary  stone  with 
his  monogram  on.  He  never  uses  it,  but  he  told 
me  once  that  in  former  times  they  were  used  a 
great  deal  when  letters  were  only  sealed  with 
wax.  Oh  !  -ii.<hat  do  you  suppose  this  matter  of 
the  sapphire  signet  is  all  about !  Is  n't  it  wildly 
exciting?  But,  goodness!"  glancing  at  her 
watch,  "it  's  awfully  late  again,  and  I  must  get 
home.  The  time  goes  so  fast,  and  it  takes  so 
long  to  puzzle  all  this  out !" 

"1  have  an  idea  !"  began  Margaret,  hesitatingly. 
"Suppose  /  do  the  puzzling  out  and  write 
it  down,  now  that  Corinne  has  discovered  the 
way.  I  have  so  much  time  that  I  don't  know 
what  to  do  with,  and  this  would  be  so  interest- 


ing !  Then,  when  we  meet  again  in  a  couple  of 
days,  I  could  read  it  right  off  to  you  without  any 
trouble.    We  could  get  on  so  much  faster !" 

"I  think  that  's  splendid !"  agreed  Corinne. 
"And  much  as  I  'm  crazy  to  find  out  right  away 
what  happens,  I  'd  rather  wait  and  hear  a  lot 
of  it  read  at  once.     Would  n't  you  all?" 

"Yes,  that  's  a  good  scheme,"  admitted  B^s, 
"except  for  one  thing.  How  about  Sarah  ?  You  'd 
have  a  hard  time  hiding  this  from  her,  Margaret, 
and  you  know  she  simply  must  n't  find  out !" 
For  a  moment  they  all  looked  "stumped."  The 
obstacle  seemed  almost  insuperable,  when  Jess 
had  a  brilliant  idea. 

"Tell  you  what !  We  '11  hide  the  thing  in  the 
bookcase,  way  back  here  behind  these  old  en- 
cyclopedias,—the  account-book,  the  paper,  and  a 
brand-new  fat  blank-book  that  I  '11  give  you  to 
do  all  the  copying  in.  You  can  tell  Sarah  to 
wheel  you  over  to  the  bookcase  because  you  want 
to  read.  Then,  when  she  's  out  of  the  way,  you 
can  work  to  your  heart's  content.  But  do  hide 
everything  whenever  you  hear  her  coming  !" 

"Oh.  good  !  Just  the  thing  !  Sarah  '11  never 
suspect  in  the  world  !"  laughed  Margaret.  "And 
there  's  no  difficulty  about  hearing  her  coming- 
she  weighs  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  l" 

"Well,  that  's  settled  then,"  said  Corinne,  "and 
I  '11  have  to  go.  But  I  'm  coming  day  after  to- 
morrow, if  I  can  manage  to  wait.  It  's  better 
than  the  loveliest  book  I  ever  read  !     Good-by  !" 

When  she  had  gone,  the  three  sisters  sat  and 
looked  at  one  another  with  an  expression  of 
sheer  wonder  on  their  faces.  In  one  week, 
through  the  agency  of  this  same  "queer,"  quiet 
girl,  their  absolutely  uninteresting  and  common- 
place lives  had  been  transformed  into  an  unbe- 
lievable round  of  mystery  and  discovery  and  ro- 
mance. And  the  strange  part  of  it  was  that  this 
same  mystery  had  been  lying  here— right  under 
their  noses,  so  to  speak  — all  these  years,  and 
they  had  never  even  suspected  it,  while  she  had 
been  in  the  house  scarcely  half  an  hour  and  had 
run  it  straight  to  earth  !  Some  such  thought  was 
in  Margaret's  mind  when  she  presently  ex- 
claimed : 

"Is  n't  she  just  wonderful!  I  think  she  's  the 
most  interesting  person  I  ever  met  in  my  life!" 

"So  do  I !"  echoed  Jess. 

"Oh,  I  shall  just  dream  of  this  all  night !" 
whispered  Margaret.  "It  's  the  most  thrilling 
thing  I  ever  heard  of— this  puzzle-story— and  the 
best  of  it  is,  it  's  all  our  own  !  We  discovered  it ! 
To-morrow  you  may  envy  me,  girls,  for  I  'II  be 
finding  out  — all  about  the  sapphire  signet,  and 
what  happened  next !" 
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Ix  the  days  when  Elizabeth  was  sovereign  lady 
of  England,  and  Henry,  he  of  Navarre,  was  liege 
lord  over  France,  there  ruled  in  Hindustan  one 
who,  in  soul  if  not  in  might,  was  greater  than 
either.  Therefore  rightly  was  he  surnamed  "Ak- 
bar,"  which  means  "the  Great." 

Though  by  edge  of  sword  he  had  won  again 
the  broad  empire  that  had  slipped  from  the  fee- 
ble hands  of  his  father,  no  lover  was  he  of  need- 
less strife:  he  warred  but  to  safeguard  peace. 
Though  his  high  word,  that  none  might  gainsay, 
was  life  and  death  over  millions,  ever  he  sought 
the  welfare  of  those  whom  he  ruled,  still  mind- 
ful that  while  "the  land  is  the  king's,  the  people 
are  God's.''  Though  of  the  proud  blood  of  the 
Moguls,  that  nation  of  conquerors,  and  born  in 
the  faith  of  Mahomet  which  brooks  no  rival,  he 
welcomed  men  of  all  races  and  all  creeds,  even 
those  from  oversea,  giving  equal  justice  and  tol- 
erance to  all,  greatly  to  the  scandal  of  the  bigots 
of  his  court. 

Thus  it  was  that  while  he  cherished  the  friend- 
ship and  valued  the  counsel  of  those  wise  broth- 
ers, Abufazl  and  Faizi,  who  were  of  his  own 
people  and  faith,  yet  did  he  love  above  all  others 
one  of  an  alien  and  conquered  race— Rajah  Bir- 
bal  the  Brahman,  wit,  poet  and  scholar,  clear  of 
brain  to  .solve  hard  doubts  and  merry  of  tongue 
to  lighten  heavy  hours. 

Now  the  great  Mogul  lords  were  vexed  that 
their  emperor  showed  favor  to  a  Hindu  and  a 
Brahman,  and  oft  did  they  scheme  to  bring  the 
good    rajah    into   disgrace,    subtly   hinting   hard 


questions  and  heavy  tasks  by  which  he  might  be 
tested ;  and  such  questions  and  tasks  did  Akbar, 
in  pure  sport,  often  put  upon  his  friend,  whose 
ready  wit  never  failed  to  win  him  greater  honor. 
Thus  did  the  Rajah  Birbal  live  safe  among  his 
enemies,  like  the  tongue  among  the  thirty-two 
teeth,  turning  malice  into  jest,  drawing  wisdom 
from  folly,  and  honor  out  of  hate ;  and  his  deeds 
and  his  sayings  are  to  this  day  ever  in  the  mouths 
of  his  people  of  Ind. 

HOW  BIRB.\L  CAME  TO  COURT 

H.vRDLY  was  the  Emperor  Akbar,  by  dint  of  keen 
swords  and  soft  w-ords,  firmly  seated  upon  the 
throne  than  there  came  to  the  royal  city  of  .Agra 
he  that  is  now  famed  as  the  Rajah  Birbal;  but 
at  that  time  was  he  known  as  Mahesh  Da,  and 
small  fame  and  less  wealth  was  his,  for  he  was 
but  a  wandering  minstrel  from  the  North,  with 
naught  but  a  lively  wit  and  clever  tongue  between 
himself  and  want.  Truly  he  was  poor  as  though 
he  carried  a  begging  bowl  and  there  were  seventy 
holes  therein. 

As  was  the  wont  of  his  caste,  Mahesh  Da  went 
much  about  the  bazaars  where  goods  are  sold 
and  talk  is  free,  and  in  the  caravansaries  where 
travelers  rest  with  their  camels,  horses,  elephants 
and  bullocks ;  and  also  went  he  among  the  grooms 
and  servants  of  the  great  lords,  ever  pleasant  of 
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mien,  guarded  of  speech,  and  quick  of  ear  and  gift,  in  sooth  that  a  king  lacks  may  a  beggar 

eye,  and  thus  did  he  gain  news  of  great  matters  bring?" 

whereof    it    seemed    well    that    the    king    should  Him   answered    Mahesh   Da,   undaunted:   "My 

straightway  know.  Lord,   to   Suleiman   the   Glorious,   on   whom   be 

Therefore  did  Mahesh   Da  clothe  himself   in  peace,  came  the  princes  of  the  earth  bearing  rich 

the  robes  of  a  fakir,  or  roving  beggar,  who  may  gifts;  and  likewise  came  the  birds  of  the  air,  the 


"THE    FAT    VIRESETTI    HAILED   THEM,  CRYING,    'WILL  YE    NOT    COME    HITHER   AND 
SHARE    IN    OUR    PLEASANT    PASTIME?'"       (SEE    NEXT   PAGE.) 

freely   enter   hovel   or   palace,   and   boldly   made  beasts  of  the  field  and  the  creatures  of  the  sea, 

his  way  into  the  royal  court,  crying,  "I  bear  a  with  treasures  theretofore  unknown  of  man;  and 

gift  to  the  great  king!"  last  of  all  came  a  lame  ant  dragging  the  leg  of  a 

Then  loud  laughed  the  mighty  lords  of  Iliii-  locust  — and   Suleiman  the  Glorious  held  not  the 

dustan,  and  the  king  laughed  too,  saying,  "What  gift  in  scorn." 
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Then  Akbar  bowed  his  head,  saying  gravely: 
'"I  thank  thee  for  the  tale.  Now  say  what  is  thy 
gift." 

"My  gift,"  answered  Mahesh  Da,  "is  a  talis- 
man to  guard  the  king's  health  ;  it  is  a  writing 
that  I  have  made  with  many  prayers;  but  none 
save  the  king  himself  must  know  the  words 
thereof,  lest  its  virtue  depart.  Nor  may  I  take 
aught  in  return.  May  the  king  live  forever !" 
So  he  gave  into  the  king's  hand  a  sealed  writing 
and  departed  from  the  palace,  while  the  courtiers 
laughed  again,  deeming  him  more  than  half 
crazed,  as,  in  truth,  are  many  of  the  fakirs. 

Then  Akbar,  in  silence,  read  on  the  cover  of 
the  writing :  "Each  night  when  the  king  is  alone 
in  his  chamber,  let  him  unsheathe  his  sword  and 
say  thrice  over,  and  in  a  loud  voice,  the  words 
that  he  shall  find  on  the  scroll  herein."  -\nd  the 
king  laughed,  even  as  had  the  courtiers :  yet  did 
he  thrust  the  writing  into  the  inner  fold  of 
his  tunic. 

Now,  at  the  midnight  hour  when  Akbar  was 
alone  in  his  chamber,  he  unsheathed  his  bright 
sword,  and,  breaking  the  seal  of  the  writing, 
drew  forth  the  scroll  and  read  in  a  loud  voice 
these  words  that  were  written  thereon :  "He 
seemeth  to  be  digging  a  very  deep  well,  but  in 
truth  is  he  plotting  against  the  life  of  his  king  !" 

Even  as  he  was  speaking  the  words  for  the 
third  time,  a  man  rushed  forth  from  the  darkness 
and  cast  himself  at  the  king's  feet,  crying, 
"Mercy,  my  Lord,  mercy  !" 

And  Akbar  spake  sternly:  "Rise  up.  and  say 
what  thou  wilt  do  to  deserve  mercy." 

Then  the  man  rose  to  his  feet,  pallid  and  shak- 
ing, and  his  face  was  the  face  of  Mirza  Raza, 
one  of  the  king's  trusted  ministers.  "O  my  Lord." 
he  groaned,  "I  perceive  that  all  is  known  to 
thee !  And  yet,  though  it  was  I  that  dug  the 
secret  passage  beneath  thy  chamber  that  we 
might  burst  in  and  slay  thee,  yet  the  plotting  of 
it  was  not  mine;  and  I  will  tell  thee  truly  the 
names  of  all  those  that  have  conspired  against 
thee !" 

So  he  confessed  all.  And  the  king  sent  forth 
his  guards  in  that  same  hour  and  seized  all  his 
lurking  enemies. 

And  at  the  dawning  he  sent  for  Mahesh  Da, 
who  came  before  him  robed  no  longer  as  a  fakir, 
but  clad  as  a  rajah  from  the  North,  And  Akbar 
said  to  him,  "I  thank  thee.  But  why  didst  thou 
not  tell  mc  plainly  of  the  danger?" 

Then  answered  Mahesh  Da,  placing  his  open 
hand  betwixt  his  eye  and  his  ear:  "Betwixt  Truth 
and  Falsehood  there  is  but  a  hand's  breadth. 
Weil  is  it  known  unto  the  king  that  much  that 
he  hears  is  false;  but  what  he  sees  he  knows  to 


be  true.  How  would  the  king  have  credited  a 
rumor  echoed  from  the  lips  of  a  poor  wanderer 
as  against  the  oaths  of  his  ministers  and  the 
lords  of  Ind? 

"Moreover,  none  will  now  know  whence  my 
lord  learned  of  his  peril,  and  thus  others  will 
fear  to  plot  against  a  king  whose  eye  is  every- 
where. And,  as  touching  the  king's  safety,  hav- 
ing given  him  the  writing  I  feared  not  for  that, 
for  have  not  his  own  ready  sword  and  quick 
brain  preserved  him  many  times  ere  this?'' 

Then  was  Akbar  well  pleased,  for  the  answer 
was  both  wise  and  courtly ;  and  then  and  there 
did  he  give  Mahesh  Da  the  name  of  "Rajah  Bir- 
bal."  likewise  making  him  court  poet,  so  that  he 
might  have  him  ever  at  hand. 

But  none  other  knew  that  Birbal  was  the  fakir, 
nor  that  he  had  saved  the  king's  life;  but  Akbar 
knew,  and  loved  him  greatly. 

THE  THREE  JESTS 

One  morning  sighed  the  king,  "Truly  I  am  weary 
of  statecraft,  weary  of  pomp,  weary  of  splendor. 
Come,  my  good  Rajah,  let  us  go  forth  among 
the  people ;  and,  since  thou  art  both  wise  and 
witty— as  I  may  say  to  thy  face,  no  other  being 
nigh  to  hear — I  pray  thee,  to  lighten  my  weari- 
ness, show  me  three  of  th}-  shrewd  devices  and 
merry  jests  even  before  the  going  down  of  the 
sun." 

Then  answered  the  Rajah  Birbal,  "May  it  be 
even  as  the  king  desires."  So,  having  clothed 
themselves  as  merchants  of  Persia,  they  stole  like 
truant  boys  forth  from  the  palace  and  into  the 
teeming  streets  of  Agra. 

First  of  all  went  they  to  the  bazaar  where,  as 
at  that  hour  was  little  of  buying  and  selling,  the 
merchants  lounged  in  groups,  telling  over  the 
gossip  of  the  day.  Now,  as  Akbar  and  Birbal 
in  their  foreign  dress  came  near,  the  fat  \'ire- 
setti,  the  wealthiest  and  craftiest  of  traders  and 
ever  a  leader  in  the  sport  and  tricks  of  the 
bazaar,  hailed  them,  crying,  "Salaam  !  Peace  be 
upon  ye,  friends  from  Iranistan  !  Will  ye  not 
come  hither  and  share  in  our  pleasant  pastime?" 

"Upon  ye  all  be  peace !"  responded  the  king. 
■'.\nd  what  is  your  sport.  O  merchants  of  Ind?" 

"Thus  it  is."  began  \'iresetti ;  "each  of  us  in 
turn  recounts  a  marvelous  talc,  as  marvelous  a 
tale  as  may  be,  and  yet  ever  a  new  one ;  and 
should  any  deny  the  truth  of  a  tale  that  is  told, 
then  is  he  bound  to  pay  to  the  teller  thereof  a 
hundred  silver  rupees  as  a  forfeit." 

'I  like  this  well,''  said  Birbal;  "gladly  would 
we  join  in  the  game,  for,  of  a  truth,  there  be 
marvels  in  Iran  as  well  as  in  the  land  of  Ind.'' 
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'"FOR  sale!  for  sale!— tiif. 

CAMEL  FOR  ONE  PICK,  THE 
CAT  FOR  TEN  GOLDEN  Mu- 
HURS!'"      (SEE    NEXT  FAGI' 


So  was  it  agreed;  and  wonderful  and  strange      however  strange  and  wonderful,  no  one  denied 
were  the  tales  that  were  told  in  that  circle;  yet,      their  truth,  for  fear  of  the  penalty.    But  when  it 
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came  the  turn  of  the  Rajah  Birbal  he  faced  the 
fat  V'iresetti,  saying: 

"Dost  thou  not  remember  how.  three  years  ago. 
thou  and  I  were  in  partnership?" 

"Vea,"  answered  the  fat  \'iresetti,  for  he  dared 
deny  nothing  that  was  told. 

"Aye,"  went  on  Birbal ;  '"and  it  was  agreed 
that  I  should  send  thee  rich  silks  from  Persia. 
And  under  a  large  and  beautiful  banyan-tree, 
hard  by  a  tank  in  the  town  of  Jangula.  thou  didst 
sell  those  silks  at  a  goodlv  profit.  Rememberest 
thou?" 

"Vea,  truly."  answered  the  fat  Mresetti,  as 
needs  he  must,  for  fear  of  the  forfeit. 

"Aye.  so  it  was,"  repeated  Birbal.  "And  thou 
wilt  likewise  remember  that  when  we  cast  our 
accounts  thou  wert  indebted  to  me  in  the  sum 
of  one  hundred  rupees  of  silver,  which  thou  hast 
never  paid.  Long  have  I  sought  thee,  and  now  I 
beg  thee  to  pay  me  those  one  hundred  silver 
rupees,  which,  I  call  all  here  to  witness,  are  still 
due  me— as  thou  canst  not  deny !" 

Then,  amid  the  laughter  of  his  brother  mer- 
chants, did  the  fat  Viresetti  pay  over  those  hun- 
dred silver  rupees  to  Birbal,  for  had  he  denied 
the  truth  of  the  tale,  must  he  needs  have  for- 
feited the  very  same  sum. 

"A  goodly  jest !"  said  the  king  as  they  went 
their  way;  "and  a  profitable  one  to  boot  (though 
it  behooves  me  to  see  that  Mresetti  be  not  a 
loser  by  it).  But  who  is  yonder  woebegone 
wight  ?" 

Xow,  he  of  whom  the  king  spake  sat  by  the 
roadside  in  front  of  his  house,  lamenting,  and 
pouring  dust  upon  his  head,  w-hile  near  by,  tied 
to  a  palm-tree  by  a  strong  rope,  stood  a  solemn 
camel.  The  Rajah  Birbal  went  up  to  the  man 
and  asked  him  his  name  and  the  cause  of  his 
grief. 

"Ai !  ai  !"  wailed  the  man.  "I  am  that  unfor- 
tunate simpleton,  Lai  Alir,  the  camel-driver. 
This,  my  camel,  is  a  good  camel,  with  but  one 
fault:  at  nightfall  will  he  slip  his  halter  and 
stray  afar,  and  much  pain  and  trouble  hath  it 
cost  me  to  find  him.  Now,  yester  eve  for  the 
tenth  time  did  he  thus  wander;  and  I  — fool  that 
I  am!  — in  my  wrath  made  a  strong  vow  that 
when  I  again  found  him  I  would  sell  him  for  a 
copper  pice— he  that  is  worth  full  ten  golden 
niohurs !  And  I  am  a  poor  man  !  And  I  repent 
me  of  my  \ow,  yet  no-wise  may  I  be  released 
therefrom  !" 

To  him  said  Birbal :  "Friend,  vows  that  are 
spoken  betwixt  two-and-thirty  teeth  are  not 
Ii,ghtly  to  be  broken:  and  yet  it  may  well  be  that 
thou  niayest  fulfil  thy  vow  and  still  be  no  loser. 
Hast  thou  a  cat  in  thy  house?" 


"Aye,". answered  Lai  Mir,  "that  I  have;  and  a 
right  evil  cat.  She  vexeth  me  by  stealing  the 
cream,  and  then  angers  me  still  more  by  waving 
her  tail  in  my  face  in  saucy  fashion.  She  is, 
moreover,  grown  so  fat  and  lazy  that  when  she 
seeth  a  mouse  she  scratcheth  upon  the  ground  to 
let  me  know,  so  that  I  may  catch  it  if  I  choose !" 

"Bring  me  that  cat,"  commanded  Birbal. 

So  Lai  Mir  went  into  the  house  and  brought 
forth  the  cat.  And  the  Rajah  Birbal  bade  him 
fasten  the  cat  to  the  camel's  back  and  drive 
through  the  streets  crying: 

"For  sale!  For  sale!— the  camel  for  one  pice, 
the  cat  for  ten  golden  mohurs !  But  who  buys 
the  one  must  buy  the  other,  for  they  are  friends 
and  I  will  in  no  wise  part  them  !" 

And  .so  the  man  did :  and  thus  was  he  saved  of 
loss  without  the  breaking  of  his  vow. 

Now  was  evening  near ;  and  the  king  said  as 
they  went  again  toward  the  palace,  "My  Rajah, 
two  merry  jests  hast  thou  shown  me,  but  the  third 
is  yet  lacking." 

"Have  faith,  O  my  King,"  answered  Birbal; 
"the  sun  is  not  yet  down,  nor  has  the  folly  of 
gravity  yet  dried  the  .great  river  of  mirth  that 
floweth  through  this  sad  world." 

Even  as  he  spake  they  approached  the  house 
of  Badaoni  Khan,  and  Birbal  saw  that  Badaoni 
sat  upon  the  balcony  but  little  above  them.  So 
he  stayed  his  steps  and  lifted  up  his  voice  as 
though  in  the  midst  of  a  disputation,  saying: 
"Nay,  my  Lord,  though  much  may  at  times  be 
done  through  force,  yet  more  may  be  done 
through  the  tongue.  Even  I,  by  means  of  speech 
and  argument  alone,  can  bring  unwilling  men 
to  do  what  I  could  no  way  compel  them  to  do 
with  the  strong  arm." 

"Sayest  thou  so,  boaster?"  cried  Badaoni  Khan 
from  the  balcony ;  "then  use  thy  potent  speech  to 
bring  me  down  to  thee  in  the  street,  or  own  that 
even  so  small  a  thing  is  too  much  for  thee !" 

"Nay,"  returned  Birbal,  seemingly  abashed, 
"mayhap  that  I  could  not  do:  yet,  if  thou  wert 
down  here,  I  could  make  thee  ascend  again." 

"Ho !"  jeered  Badaoni ;  "that  shall  soon  be 
proved  !  "  And  he  came  down  from  the  balcony 
into  the  street  and  stood  beside  them. 

"See,  my  Lord,"  said  Birbal  to  the  king,  "how 
easy  it  was  to  make  him  come  down  ?" 

Tin;    rilRKE  FOOLS 

Akb.vr  the  King,  sitting  upon  his  throne,  yellow 
with  gold  and  white  with  pearls,  spake  unto  the 
Rajah  Birbal:  "Thou  hast  said,  as  it  is  told  me, 
that  my  realm  is  full  of  fools,  and  that  the  com- 
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pletest  of  these  fools  are  wise  fools.  Now  I 
command  thee  to  show  me  three  of  these  'wise 
fools'  of  whom  thou  hast  spoken." 

And  the  Rajah  Birbal  bowed  and  said,  "Lord, 
I  do  thy  bidding.''  So  he  set  forth  upon  his  quest ; 
and  in  three  days'  time  he  came  again  before  the 
king  and  his  court,  followed  by  a  countryman. 

"Who  is  this  that  thou  hast  brought  before 
me.  Rajah?"  said  the  king. 

"This,  my  Lord,"  replied  Birbal,  "is  Lai  Bu- 
jhakkar,  the  wise  fool  of  a  village  of  fools.  While 
upon  the  search  that  the  king  commanded  me,  I 
came  into  a  town  where  there  was  a  great  out- 
cry. And  the  noise  thereof  led  me  to  a  house  in 
which  stood  a  boy  with  his  arms  around  a  pillar, 
and  his  clasped  hands  full  of  sweetmeats.  It 
seems  that  the  father  of  this  boy  had  filled  his 
hands  while  they  were  thus  clasped,  and  the  peo- 
ple cried  out  for  that  none  could  devise  how  the 
lad  could  be  freed  of  the  pillar  without  dropping 
upon   the   ground   the   sweetmeats   that   were    in 


his  hands.  Then  came  this  man  and  gave  wise 
counsel.  'Remove,'  said  he,  "the  beams  from  the 
roof  and  draw  the  pillar  up  through  the  boy's 
arms.'     And  thus  they  did  ! 

"So  I  bade  him,  for  his  wisdom,  follow  me  to 
thy  court.  And  as  we  came  we  crossed  a  river 
upon  the  bank  of  which  was  printed  the  huge, 
round  footmark  of  an  elephant.  Long  did  Lai 
Bujhakkar  study  that  footprint ;  and  then,  nod- 
ding wisely  said,  'Ah  !  A  deer  with  a  millstone 
tied  to  its  foot  must  have  leaped  here.'  There- 
fore do  I  say  he  is  that  completest  of  fools,  a 
wise  fool." 

"Truly,"  said  the  king,  "a  complete  fool  in- 
deed !  Yet  he  is  but  one ;  and  did  not  I  command 
thee  to  show  me  three  such?" 

"There  be  three,"  said  the  rajah;  "this  man 
is  one,  as  thou  hast  said ;  I  am  the  second  for 
having  sought  him  and  brought  him  hither ;  and 
thou,  my  Lord,  art  the  third  for  having  sent  me 
on  such  an  errand." 


( To  be  continued. ) 


'"THIS,  MV   LORD,  IS   LAL   BUJH.\KK.^R,  THE   WISE   FOOL  OF  A  VILLAGE  OF   FOOLS.'" 
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Everybody's  hands  were  quite  full  of  little  pin- 
pricks from  the  holly  leaves.  Alan  and  David  and 
little  Alice  had  all  been  helping  with  the  Christ- 
inas greens,  and  at  last  the  wreaths  were  securely 
fastened  on  tiny  tacks  in  the  windows,  and  sprays 
of  holly  peeped  festively  out  from  behind  eacli 
picture.  There  was  a  large  red  paper  bell  hang- 
ing from  the  chandelier  in  the  hall  for  Santa 
Claus  to  ring  when  he  came  in.  and  beside  it  a 
sprig  of  mistletoe,  so  there  would  be  no  em- 
barrassment about  kissing  him  in  case  he  should 
be  caught. 

It  was  Christmas  eve,  and  we  all  gathered 
around  the  fire  to  rest  after  our  labors  and  to 
speculate  about  the  prospects  for  the  morrow. 
"Suppose  he  does  n't  come,"  surmised  David,  "or 
suppose  he  should  bring  us  only  switches  !"  The 
thought  was  terrifying. 

'"It  all  depends  on  what  you  deserve,"  I  an- 
swered. "Santa  Claus  has  a  way,  you  know,  of 
finding  out  just  what  each  child  really  ought  to 
get." 

"Well,"  said  .Man,  the  skc])tic,  "there  are  some 
who  .say  there  is  n't  any  .Santa  Claus  —  that  he  's 
just  a  story  made  up  by  older  people  to  amuse 
the  children.  I  never  knew  of  any  one  who  'd 
seen  him." 

Alice  gasped.  "You  will  get  only  switches, 
Alan,  if  you  say  such  things,"  she  warned  him. 

"There  are  people  who  deny  everything  that  's 
good  and  true,"  T  took  the  conversation  over, 
"but  their  lack  of  faith  hurts  no  one  as  much  as 
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themselves.  \\'ould  you  like  to  hear  about  the 
old  man  who  denied  there  was  a  Santa  Claus, 
and  to  learn  what  happened  to  him?" 

"Please,  please !"  they  all  cried,  and  I  began 
the  story: 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  an  old  man  whose 
name  was  Mr.  Grouch,  and  he  had  lived  so  many 
years  that  he  could  hardly  count  them.  He  was 
little,  and  thin,  and  bent  over,  and  wrinkled,  and 
he  had  a  scraggly  little  beard  and  cross,  snapping 
eyes.  He  used  to  carry  a  big  stick  that  he  would 
shake  at  the  boys  when  they  laughed  at  him,  and 
he  never  had  a  smile  for  anybody.  He  lived  all 
alone  with  one  crabbed  old  man-servant  in  a  vast 
house,  and  no  one  even  dared  to  ring  the  door- 
bell. 

One  Christmas  eve  I  was  coming  down  the 
street  taking  gifts  around  to  some  friends,  and 
my  mind  was  full  of  Christmas.  There  was  a 
new  fall  of  snow  on  the  ground  and  the  sleigh- 
bells  were  jingling.  Even  the  busy  shopkeepers 
.seemed  to  be  in  the  Christmas  spirit.  Banks  of 
fir-trees  stood  on  the  corners,  and  every  now  and 
then  I  passed  some  one  proudly  carrying  home  a 
tree  over  his  shoulder.  .\11  of  a  sudden,  whom 
should  I  see  coming  toward  me  but  old  Mr. 
Grouch,  looking  crosser  than  ever.  He  was  shak- 
ing his  stick  at  the  Christmas  trees  and  scowling 
at  the  fat  turkeys,  and  for  a  moment  I  was  half 
afraid  to  speak  to  him.  Still  it  seemed  too  bad 
not  to  give  the  old  man  the  season's  greetings, 
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so  I  called  out  as  cheerily  as  I  could— "A  ]\Ierry 
Christmas  to  you,  Mr.  Grouch  !" 

He  turned  on  me,  coming  quite  close  and  shak- 
ing his  big  stick  in  my  face,  so  that  he  fright- 
ened me.  "A  Merry  Nonsense  !"  he  snarled,  bit- 
ing the  words  off  short.  "You  should  go  home 
and  attend  to  your  business,  not  go  running 
around  wasting  your  own  time  and  other  peo- 
ple's. This  Merry  Christmasing  is  all  nonsense, 
I  tell  you,  fit  only  for  children  and  simpletons. 
There  's  no  such  person  as  Santa  Claus !  It  's 
all  a  myth  concocted  by  idle  folk  to  fool  the  chil- 
dren." 

I  stood  quite  still,  rooted  to  the  spot,  in  terror 
lest  Santa  Claus  should  see  me  in  such  bad  com- 
pany. 

"You  don't  know  what  you  're  saying.  Mr. 
Crouch !"  I  finally  brought  out.  "It  's  wicked 
to  deny  the  spirit  of  Christmas." 

"Wicked  or  not  wicked,"  he  retorted.  "I  say  it 
again — A  Merry  Nonsense  to  vou  and  all  vour 
kind!" 

He  looked  so  fierce  that  I  hastened  on  my 
way  without  another  word,  and  as  I  turned  the 
corner,  I  still  heard  him  muttering— ".-V  ]Merry 
Nonsense  I    A  Merry  Nonsense  !" 

On  he  went  homeward  to  his  great  dreary 
house,  and  there  he  found  a  frugal  supper  laid 
out  by  the  old  man-servant.  He  ate  without 
appetite  and  then  went  upstairs.  Then,  after 
stuffing  cotton  in  his  ears  and  closing  both  the 
windows  and  the  shutters  to  keep  out  the  music 
of  the  bells  and  Christmas  crackers,  he  climbed 
into  his  large  four-poster  bed,  and.  pulling  his 
nightcap  down  over  his  head,  he  went  fast  asleep. 

How  long  he  slept,  he  never  knew,  but  sud- 
denly he  awoke  hearing  a  strange  sound. 
"Plump .'"  It  was  over  near  the  fireplace,  and 
there  was  a  great  rush  of  falling  soot  and  plaster. 

Mr.  Crouch  sat  up  quickly,  scratched  a  match, 
and  lighted  his  bedside  candle.  He  lifted  it  high 
and  scanned  the  room,  peering  out  over  the  bed- 
clothes like  a  strange  gnome  in  his  pointed  night- 
cap. He  stared  at  the  fireplace,  and  there— what 
do  you  think  he  saw?  He  could  scarcely  believe 
his  eyes— and  yet,  sure  enough,  it  was  Santa 
Claus,  dressed  all  in  ermine  and  scarlet  velvet, 
with  great  high  boots  covered  with  snow,  his 
red  cheeks  glowing  from  the  cold,  his  white  beard 
glistening  with  snowflakes.  There  he  stood 
chuckling  softly  and  rubbing  his  hands  together, 
the  jolliest  possible  twinkle  in  his  kind  blue  eyes. 

"A  Merry  Christmas  to  you,  Mr.  Grouch,"  he 
said  in  a  deep  hearty  voice. 

Mr.  (jrouch  trembled  so  that  the  candle  wax 
dripped  on  his  hand.  "A  Merry  Christmas.  Sir," 
he  said,  his  voice  sounding  queer  and  squeaky. 


"Now,  Mr.  Grouch,"  said  Santa  Claus,  smil- 
ing broadly,  "that  does  n't  sound  natural  from 
you.  ^\■hy  don't  you  say  'A  Merry  Nonsense"? 
You  don't  believe  in  Santa  Claus,  and  I  know 
it,  and  I  ve  come  here  this  evening  to  give  you 
back  j-our  faith— as  a  Christmas  present.  Put 
that  candle  down ;  get  out  of  bed  and  into  your 
clothes  while  I  count  three.  My  reindeer  will 
be  tired  waiting." 

Then  you  should  have  seen  Mr.  (Jrouch  scram- 
ble. He  popped  his  thin  legs  into  his  trousers 
and  laced  up  his  boots  with  shaking  fingers ;  then 
he  pulled  on  his  greatcoat  and  wound  his  long 
knitted  muffler  round  his  neck  just  as  Santa  Claus 
said  three  ! 

"You  've  forgotten  your  hat."  Santa  Claus 
reminded  him.  chuckling.  And  sure  enough,  there 
he  stood,  the  funniest  figure  you  can  imagine, 
still  with  his  pointed  nightcap  on  his  head.  He 
tore  off  his  cap  and  placed  his  old  beaver  in  its 
stead  just  as  Santa  Claus  gave  him  a  great  boost 
that  sent  him  flying  up  the  chimney.  Santa  fol- 
lowed close  after,  and  !Mr.  (ilrouch  could  hear 
him  puffing  and  panting,  and  digging  his  boots 
into  the  side  of  the  chimney  as  he  came  up  behind 
him. 

On  top  of  the  house  it  was  all  singularly  quiet 
and  peaceful.  There  was  snow  everywhere,  on 
all  the  roofs  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  and 
above  was  the  limitless  heaven  with  the  calm 
stars  shining  out. 

Santa  Claus  stretched  his  arm  toward  the 
East.  "It  was  there,"  he  said,  "before  I  was 
born,  that  the  wise  men  saw  the  Star  of  Bethle- 
hem." His  voice  was  so  full  and  deep  that  the 
old  man  trembled.  He  looked  out  over  the  great 
city  and  saw  in  a  thousand  homes  the  candles 
burning  for  Christmas.  A  group  of  singers, 
strolling  by  in  the  street,  stopped  and  began  to 
sing  a  Christmas  carol.  .Suddenly  the  bells  rang 
out  from  churches  far  and  near.  It  was  mid- 
night, they  were  pealing  the  glad  tidings. 

"We  must  be  off,"  said  Santa  Claus :  "we  are 
already  late:  we  must  be  going." 

Mr.  Grouch  noticed  now  for  the  first  time  a 
wonderful  little  sleigh  drawn  by  eight  reindeer 
harnessed  in  pairs  together.  In  it  lay  Santa 
Claus's  great  pack,  bursting  with  toys,  and  candy, 
and  all  sorts  of  joy  for  the  children.  One  or  two 
switches  which  Mr.  Grouch  saw  sticking  out  at 
the  top  gave  him  a  sense  of  uneasiness.  "Get  in, 
my  man,  get  in  !"  commanded  Santa  Claus,  and 
they  leaped  into  the  sleigh.  The  reindeer  pawed 
the  snow  and  snorted ;  then  Santa  Claus  gave 
them  the  word  and  away  they  went.  Over  the 
housetops  and  over  the  trees,  on  — on  —  like  a  wind 
through  the  heavens.     The  old  man  clutched  his 
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hat  down  close  on  his  head  and  shook  with  fear 
as  he  saw  the  great  city  gUde  by  beneath  them. 
Past  the  great  houses  they  went  and  never  drew 
rein.  "They  "re  rich  there,"  said  Santa  Claus : 
"they  have  more  than  they  need.  We  won't 
stop:  they  Ve  untrue  to  the  spirit  of  Christmas." 

.\fter  a  time  they  came  to  a  part  of  the  town 
where  the  houses  were  all  small  and  wretched- 
looking.  '"These  are  my  boys  and  girls,"  said 
Santa,  as  he  drew  up  on  the  roof  of  a  particularly 
sorry-looking  little  dwelling.  The  reindeer  shook 
their  great  horns  and  their  bells  jingled.  The  old 
man  looked  doubtfully  at  Santa  Claus  and  then 
at  the  little  chimney. 

"Can  we  get  down?"  he  asked  fearfully. 

''It  's  the  size  of  their  hearts,  not  the  size 
of  their  chimneys,  that  makes  the  difference,"  an- 
swered Santa  Claus.  "I  '11  go  first  and  you  fol- 
low." 

He  stepped  in  the  chimney  and  down  he  went, 
and  then  Mr.  Grouch  stepped  in  and  down  he 
went,  also.  The  fire  was  out,  and  they  found 
themselves  in  a  tiny  little  room  all  cold  and  win- 
try. Two  little  stockings  w-ere  hanging  by  the 
hearth,  long  and  lank  and  empty,  and  in  a  bed 
near  by,  two  little  children  were  sleeping.  They 
were  smiling  happily  as  they  slept,  dreaming  of 
Christmas  morning.  Before  the  empty  fireplace 
a  woman  was  sitting,  dressed  all  in  black.  -She 
was  slight  and  small,  and  around  her  thin  shoul- 
ders she  had  drawn  a  shawl  to  protect  herself 
from  the  cold.  Here  there  was  no  holly,  no 
wreaths  in  the  windows,  nothing  at  all  to  suggest 
Christmas  except  the  unfilled  stockings.  The 
little  mother  had  her  eyes  fi.xed  on  the  dead  ashes, 
and  her  thoughts  could  not  have  l)een  happy  for 
tears  were  rolling  down  her  cheeks.  "Oh,  the 
poor  children!"  she  whispered  to  herself,  with 
something  very  like  a  sob,  "what  will  they  do  in 
the  morning?"  She  hid  her  face  in  her  hands 
and  began  to  weep  bitterly,  and  it  was  just  at 
this  juncture  that  Santa  Claus  and  Mr.  Grouch 
came  down  the  chimney. 

''Her  husband  died  two  months  ago,"  whis- 
pered Santa  Claus  to  Mr.  Grouch,  "and  she  has 
nothing  in  the  house  for  Christmas,— no  toys,  no 
Christmas  turkey,  no  nuts  and  raisins,  nothing  at 
all  to  fill  those  hungry  stockings."  A  large  tear 
rolled  down  his  cheek.  Mr.  Grouch  sniffed  and 
looked  uneasily  at  the  slecjiing  children. 

"Now,"  said  Santa  Claus,  "watch  and  see  what 
happens." 

While  the  little  widow  sobbed  on,  he  took  one 
thing  after  another  out  of  his  wonderful  pack  — 
nuts,  raisins,  candy  canes,  a  beautiful  great  doll 
with  yellow  curls  and  blue  eyes  that  went  to 
sleep,  a  little  railway-train,  a  top.  a  small  tea-set, 


a  doll's  chair,  and.  finally,  several  pieces  of  nice 
warm  clothing.  Then  he  proceeded  to  fill  the 
stockings  with  remarkable  speed.  When  they 
were  finished,  the  doll  was  peeping  out  of  one, 
and  the  little  engine  out  of  the  other.  Mr. 
Grouch  thought  it  was  all  over ;  but  no,  Santa 
Claus  reached  far  down  into  his  pack  once  more 
and  brought  out  a  beautiful  Christmas  basket. 
The  fat  legs  of  a  turkey  were  standing  out  amid 
cranberries,  and  sweet  potatoes,  and  oranges,  and 
apples,  and  every  other  sort  of  good  thing  you 
can  imagine. 

Santa  Claus  placed  the  basket  under  the  stock- 
ings, and  then  poked  Mr.  Grouch  in  the  ribs  so 
hard  that  it  made  him  jump.  "X'ow,"  said  he, 
"watch;   for  she  '11  be  looking  up." 

.\nd  sure  enough,  in  a  moment  the  little 
widow  sighed  and  raised  her  eyes.  Then  you 
should  have  been  there  to  see  her.  Her  poor 
little  face  grew  quite  pink  with  joy,  she  gasped, 
and  her  breath  came  fast  with  bewilderment.  She 
rubbed  her  eyes  with  her  thin  hands :  she  could 
n't  believe  it  was  not  a  dream.  Then  she  gave  a 
little  cry,  just  between  a  sob  anil  a  laugh,  and  fell 
on  her  knees  before  the  basket. 

She  poked  the  fat  turkey  and  felt  deftly  be- 
tween all  the  other  things  until  she  knew  exactly 
what  was  in  the  basket.  "We  '11  have  a  beautiful 
Christmas  dinner,  after  all,"  she  said,  "even  a 
turkey !"  She  did  n't  take  a  thing  out  of  the 
stockings — just  peeped  in  and  felt  softly  down 
the  long  knobby  legs.  "I  '11  leave  them  for  the 
children  just  as  he  packed  them,  the  dear  saint !" 
she  murmured  to  herself.  She  went  over  to  the 
children  and  kissed  each  one  softly:  they  smiled 
and  wriggled  cosily  in  their  sleep.  Then  she 
looked  over  again  at  the  wonderful  hearthside  — 
it  seemed  to  Mr.  Grouch  that  she  looked  straight 
at  him.  though  of  course  she  could  n't  see  him 
as  both  he  and  Santa  Claus  had  on  caps  of  dark- 
ness. Her  face  was  shining  with  a  wonderful 
light  of  love  and  joy.  Her  eyes  beamed  like 
two  stars,  and  the  room  seemed  to  be  filled  with 
a  kind  of  glory.  "It  's  the  blessed  spirit  of 
Christmas,"  she  whispered  brokenly,  "come  to 
cheer  my  fatherless  little  ones  and  me."  Then 
she  knelt  down  by  her  little  bed,  and  it  was  plain 
that  she  was  praying. 

.Santa Claus  nodded  triumphantly  at  Mr.  ( irouch, 
shaking  off  another  big  tear,  and  Mr.  Grouch 
returned  the  look  tremulously.  He  drew  a  large 
red  handkerchief  out  of  his  pocket  and  wiped 
l)oth  eyes  before  speaking. 

"Could  n't  we  take  off  our  caps  of  darkness," 
lie  finally  whispered,  "and  w-ish  her  a  Merry 
Christmas?" 

".\  Merrv  Nonsense!"  said  i^anta  Claus.  laugh- 
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ing  until  his  fat  sides  shook;  "no — we  're  not 
allowed  to  be  seen.  'Sh-h!  it  's  time  to  go  up  the 
chimney." 

Up  they  went  into  the  dark  night  where  the 
reindeer  were  waiting  for  them.  Into  the  sleigh 
they  jumped  and  off  they  started,  and,  as  the 
wind  whistled  by  them,  Mr.  Grouch  said  :  "Santa 
Claus,  I  feel  I  owe  you  an  apology.  When  I 
saw-  her  face  —  " 


and  sorrow.  They  visited  sinful  men  in  prison 
and  softened  their  hearts,  and  they  stopped  at 
the  homes  of  the  rich  and  bade  them  remember 
their  poorer  brothers. 

It  was  a  night  to  dream  of,  such  as  no  one  else 
but  Santa  Claus  can  ever  know  again,  but  at  last 
the  pink  glow  of  morning  showed  in  the  eastern 
sky. 

"It    '>   time    to   lie    nctlitiL;-   home,"    said    Santa 


A    ^TfirjKV    CHRISTMAS    TO    YOV,    MR.    GROL'CU,      IIF,    SAID    IN    .\    DEEP    HEAKTV    VOICE. 


Santa  Claus  interrupted  him:  "If  you  're  ready 
to  admit  you  were  wrong,  go  out  to-morrow  and 
wish  every  one  a  Merry  Christmas." 

Far,  far  away  they  went,  out  over  the  rolling 
:  ea  till  they  came  to  a  ship  which  had  had  to  sail 
out  from  port  just  three  days  before  Christmas. 
Down  into  the  forecastle  they  went,  where  the 
sailors  were  sadly  thinking  of  their  homes,  and 
spread  cheer  around  until  each  man  wished  the 
other  a  Merry  Christmas. 

All  the  long  night  they  sped  over  the  great 
world  leaving  joy  behind  them.  They  visited 
the  children's  hospitals,  where  little  boys  and 
girls  were  lying  awake,  weepnig  for  their  moth- 
ers, and  they  quieted  them  and  touched  them 
with  joy,  and  they  slept,  forgetful  of  their  pain 


Claus.  "We  can  be  seen  if  we  're  out  when  the 
day  is  dawning." 

In  a  moment  they  had  landed  safely  on  Mr. 
(jrouch's  roof. 

"Good-by,"  said  Santa  Claus,  as  he  politely 
helped  his  passenger  to  alight  and  to  shake  ofT 
the  snow  and  start  down  the  chimney,  "and  re- 
member, you  are  never  to  say  you  don't  believe 
in  Santa  Claus  again !" 

"Never  in  all  this  world,"  said  Mr.  Grouch,  in 
heartfelt  tones.  "Long  live  the  spirit  of  Christ- 
mas !"  He  took  off  his  hat  and  bowed  in  an  old- 
fashioned,  ceremonious  manner  just  before  the 
reindeer  leaped  into  the  air  and  started  in  the 
direction  of  the  North  Pole. 

Mr.  Grouch  must  have  slid  down  the  chimney 


'OVER  THE  HOUSETOPS  AND  OVER  THE  TREES.  ON- 
\\'IXD  TIIROUnil  THE  HEAVhNS." 
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and  gone  to  bed  after  that,  but  in  the  morning 
he  had  forgotten  all  about  that  part  of  the  ad- 
venture. 

When  the  sun  was  high,  the  old  man-servant 
knocked  at  the  door  and  reminded  him  that 
breakfast  was  waiting.  Mr.  Grouch  woke  with 
a  start.  "A  Merry  Christmas  to  you,  .Andrew," 
he  shouted. 

The  old  servant  ran  almost  all  the  way  down- 
stairs with  never  a  word.  He  thought  his  master 
must  be  mad,  for  he  had  never  heard  him  give 
that  greeting  before  in  all  his  thirty  years  of 
.service. 

On  Christmas  morning  I  went  out  to  take  some 
toys  to  the  crippled  children's  hospital,  and 
there,  coming  down  the  street,  whom  should  I  see 
but  old  Mr.  Grouch,  a  gayly  decorated  little 
Christmas  tree  over  his  shoulder,  the  pockets  of 
his  greatcoat  bulging  with  toys  and  candy,  and 
behind  him,  trooping  merrily  along,  an  endless 
chain  of  hoys  and  girls,  each  with  a  toy  and  a 
bag  of  candy. 

I  stood  stock-still  with  surprise  and  waited  tor 
the  procession  to  come  up. 

"A  Merry  Christmas  to  you !"  shouted  Mr. 
Grouch,  his  face  glowing  from  the  crisp  air,  and 
all  the  children  called  out  too,  ".\  Merry  Christ- 
mas !" 

"We  're  going  to  take  this  tree  to  some  father-  • 
less  children,"  he  said:  "would  you  like  to  come 
along  with  us?" 

When  I  found  my  voice,  I  explained  my  er- 
rand and,  quick  as  a  wink,  Mr.  Grouch  said  they 
would  stop  at  the  hospital  too.  on  the  way  to  the 


other  children.  So  on  we  went,  all  together, 
and  everybody  smiled  and  beamed  and  echoed  our 
joy  as  soon  as  they  saw  us. 

It  must  have  been  merely  my  imagination,  but 
Mr.  Grouch's  voice  sounded  to  me  just  like  Santa 
Claus's  as  he  wished  everybody  "Merry  Christ- 
mas !" 

He  spent  the  whole  day  going  round  from  one 
])oor  family  to  another,  taking  them  toys  and 
good  cheer  and  leaving  joy  everywhere  behind 
him. 

Now  the  most  curious  part  of  the  story  is  yet 
to  come,  for,  would  you  believe  it,  Mr.  Grouch 
has  grown  quite  fat  and  jolly  as  time  has  gone 
by,  until  now,  if  you  saw  him,  except  for  his 
black  coat  you  would  think  he  was  Santa  Claus. 
He  has  round  red  cheeks  and  a  shining  white 
beard,  and  his  eyes  are  no  longer  cross  and  snap- 
ping; they  beam  upon  every  one  the  whole  year 
round  as  if  they  were  always  saying,  'T  wish 
you  a  Merry  Christmas  !" 

.All  of  which  goes  to  prove  that  Santa  Claus  is 
just  as  real  as  we  think  him,  for  each  one  of  us 
can  show  by  our  own  deeds  and  words  the  reality 
of  the  Spirit  of  Christmas." 

I  stopped. 

"Is  that  all?"  asked  .Alice.       (*<^ 

"Yes,"  I  answered,  "the  story  13' finished." 

"And  now  do  you  believe  in  Santa  Claus?"  said 
David,  looking  hard  at  Alan. 

"Yes,"  answered  the  boy,  drawing  a  long 
breath.  "Let  's  go  up  to  the  play-room  and  get 
some  of  our  toys  together  to  take  to  the  hospital 
children  to-morrow.  We  'II  do  it  for  the  sake 
of  the  Spirit  of  Christmas  !"  "^ 


!7^^ Wonder-Box 

c-^o  Sy  Will  Bradley 

JheHrstStoryiscaM  MUCH    FROM  LITTLE 


OxE  fine  day  in  June  there  was  such  a  stir  in 
Xoodleburg  as  had  not  been  seen  in  that  town 
for  many  a  day :  a  herald  astride  a  big  white 
charger  was  riding  up  one  street  and  down  an- 
other and  all  the  while  blowing  a  gay  tune  upon 
his  bugle. 

When  the  people  had  come  from  out  their 
houses  and  had  followed  the  herald  into  the  mar- 
ket-place, he  turned  his  horse  about,  and  this  is 
what  he  said:  "In  a  land  over  the  hills  away, 
there  is  a  King  who  is  looking  for  a  husband  for 
the  Princess ;  but  the  Princess  has  vowed  and 
declared  how  she  will  never  marry  unless  she  is 
brought  a  dress,  the  finest  in  all  the  world,  into 
the  making  of  which  there  has  gone  no  sorrow 
and  nothing  save  kindness.  So  the  King  decrees 
that  whoever  will  bring  such  a  dress  may  have 
the  Princess,  and  half  the  kingdom  to  boot." 


Yes,  that  was  what  the  herald  said  in  the  mar- 
ket-place of  Xoodleburg  that  day  in  June. 

As  you  may  well  guess,  this  set  the  people's 
tongues  to  wagging,  and  it  was  n't  long  before  a 
word  or  two  came  to  the  ear  of  the  Provost. 
How  he  did  chuckle  when  he  heard  what  the 
King  intended  to  give  away  ! 

This  is  why  the  Provost  chuckled.  He  thought : 
"Surely  there  are  no  lads  in  all  the  land  smarter 
than  the  two  I  have  at  home.  1  will  fit  them  out 
with  this,  that,  and  the  other,  and  oft"  they  shall  go 
to  find  the  dress.  If  one  of  them  finds  it  not 
and  fails  to  win  the  Princess,  then  must  she 
surely  fall  to  the  lot  of  the  other." 

It  did  n't  take  long  then  for  the  Provost  to  get 
the  lads  ready.  Unto  each  he  gave  a  fine  suit  of 
clothes  for  his  back,  a  bag  of  silver  pennies  to  tie 
at  his  belt,  and  a  good  steed  for  the  journey. 
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This  was  all  right  and  good,  said  the  two  sons, 
but  who  ever  heard  of  any  one  riding  out  to  win 
a  Princess  with  no  servant  to  wait  upon  him— 
to  brush  his  clothes,  hold  his  stirrup,  and  dance 
here,  there,  and  yonder,  as  might  be  need. 

Now  the  Provost  was  close-fisted  and  stingy, 
and  he  could  n't  hear  the  silver  pennies  jingling 
in  the  two  bags  without  making  a  wry  face  over 
the  matter.  But  if  the  two  lads  must  have  a  ser- 
vant, why  of  course  they  must;  only  they  could 
n't  each  have  one ;  no,  there  must  be  one  for  the 
two.  And  see  how  would  Brother  Hans's  boy, 
Peter,  do? 

Well,  since  that  was  all  the  sauce  there  was  to 
that  pudding,  why  they  must  make  the  best  of  it : 
so  if  the  Provost  would  send  for  Peter  they 
would  be  getting  along  on  their  journey. 

Brother  Hans  was  a  poor  wood-chopper  living 
at  the  edge  of  the  Black  Forest  over  beyond 
Noodleburg.  As  for  Peter,  if  one  was  to  say  he 
had  enough  to  eat  each  day,  but  no  more,  and 
one  suit  of  clothes  to  his  back,  and  no  other,  that 
would  be  only  the  bare  truth. 

Yes,  Peter  could  ride  with  the  Provost's  two 
sons.  Hans  would  n't  say  no  to  that  offer,  for 
perhaps  the  lad  could  earn  a  penny  or  two  and 
see  a  bit  of  the  world  into  the  bargain. 

So  the  Provost's  sons  bestrode  their  fine 
steeds,  and  Peter  mounted  a  little  donkey,  and 
ofif  they  started. 

Up  one  street  and  down  another  they  went, 
and  by  and  by  came  out  upon  the  highway.  All 
day  they  traveled  with  the  good  sun  warm  upon 
their  backs,  and  the  birds  singing  by  the  way- 
side, arriving,  when  it  was  nearly  evening,  at  a 
big  town  that  lay  just  over  the  hills. 

"Do  you  go  ahead,  Peter,  and  get  us  lodging 
for  the  night  at  some  inn,"  said  the  older  son. 

"And  a  good  supper,  mind  you  !"  said  the 
younger. 

Peter  let  his  little  donkey  run  at  a  smart  gal- 
lop, and  presently  came  into  the  town  and  saw 
before  him  a  fine  inn  with  lights  in  every  w-indow 
and  with  the  savor  of  meats  a-cooking  coming 
out  of  the  open  door. 

Just  across  the  w-ay  was  another  inn,  not  so  big 
by  one  half  as  that  fine  one,  yet  a  neat  and  tidy- 
looking  place  withal,  and  as  good,  indeed,  as  any 
there  were  back  in  Noodleburg. 

At  first  Peter  was  for  going  into  the  fine  inn, 
and  he  said,  "Surely,  this  is  the  sort  of  place 
they  will  be  wanting."  Then  he  glanced  over 
the  way.  "But  if  they  are  of  a  mind  to  be  sav- 
ing their  pennies,''  he  thought,  "then  it  is  the 
other  they  would  choose.  I  had  best  get  them 
lodging  there." 

Across  the  wav  he  went  then,  and  no  sooner 


was  the  matter  settled  with  the  landlord  than  up 
the  street  came'  the  two  sons. 

So  Peter  thought  they  wanted  to  stop  at  the 
little  inn,  did  he?  And  when  there  was  such  fine 
entertainment  to  be  had  across  the  way?  Well, 
if  that  was  how  he  was  going  to  do  their  bidding, 
why.  he  could  go  without  his  supper ;  it  was  high 
time  he  was  taught  a  lesson.  If  he  wanted  a  bed, 
he  would  have  to  look  for  one  in  the  stable. 
That  is  what  the  two  sons  told  him.  As  for  them, 
they  would  certainly  lodge  in  the  big  inn. 

Ofif  Peter  went  with  his  donkey  and  the  two 
horses ;  and  when  he  had  fed  them,  he  shook 
down  a  little  straw  for  their  beds,  then  curled  up 
in  a  corner  and  went  to  sleep. 

Whatever  happened  that  night  with  the  Prov- 
ost's two  sons  is  more  than  I  can  tell.  But  it 
must  have  been  a  jolly  time  they  were  having, 
for  never  a  minute  passed  when  there  was  not 
flying  out  of  the  open  windows  a  sound  of  sing- 
ing and  laughter. 

On  the  morrow  Peter  was  up  early,  and.  when 
he  had  fed  and  saddled  the  horses,  there  was 
such  a  noise  and  stir  in  the  stable-yard  that  he 
must  needs  go  and  see  what  it  was  all  about. 

Xo  sooner  did  he  get  outside  the  door  than  he 
saw  three  stout  lads  with  stones  and  sticks  in 
their  fists  tormenting  a  little  green  frog,  while 
they  shouted  and  laughed  in  great  glee. 

"Here  is  a  game  another  can  play  at,"  said 
Peter.  And  in  a  moment  he,  too,  had  a  stick  in 
his  fist  and  was  wielding  it  as  well  as  the  best 
of  them.  But  it  was  n't  the  frog  that  felt  Peter's 
blows;  he  was  dusting  the  jackets  of  the  three 
lads  with  such  warm  whacks  that  he  who  re- 
ceived one  was  glad  to  avoid  another. 

While  the  lads  were  scampering  away  (which 
they  did  as  fast  as  their  legs  could  carry  them"), 
the  frog  escaped  also. 

When  Peter  had  led  the  horses  around  into  the 
street,  there  was  the  landlord  of  the  little  inn 
standing  smiling  in  the  doorway. 

"Good  morning,  lad."  said  the  landlord. 

"Good  morning,  sir,"  said  Peter. 

.\nd  now  would  Peter  come  over  the  way  a 
moment  ?  The  landlord  had  a  word  or  two  the 
lad  might  be  glad  to  hear. 

See?  The  landlord  had  heard  how  Peter  got 
no  supper  the  night  before,  and  how  he  was  like 
to  get  no  breakfast ;  here  was  a  bit  of  bread  and 
cheese  he  might  slip  into  his  pocket  to  eat  by  the 
way.  And,  since  the  landlord  liked  the  looks  of 
such  a  lad  as  Peter,  here  was  something  more, 
which  no  doubt  would  come  in  handy  some  day. 
With  that  he  dropped  into  Peter's  hand  a  tiny 
silver  casket. 

"How  long  is  our  servant  going  to  keep  us 
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waiting?"  These  were  the  words  of  the  older 
son  when  he  came  out  of  the  inn  and  saw  Peter 
over  the  way.  "And  what  can  be  in  that  little 
silver  casket  the  lad  has  just  slipped  into  his 
pocket  ?"  That  was  what  the  older  son  was  won- 
dering.    But  of  this  he  said  nothing. 

All  that  day  they  traveled  under  the  good 
blue  sky  and  at  evening  came  into  another  town. 

Peter  knew  better  what  to  do  this  time,  for 
had  n't  he  been  taught  a  good  lesson  yesterday  ? 
There  would  be  no  trying  to  save  pennies  now. 

This  time  he  chose  the  fine  inn  :  and  gay  times 
they  certainly  were  having  inside,  for  every 
guest  was  a  rich  lord  or  noble,  journeying  on  to 
the  King's  town,  where  each  hoped  to  be  the  one 
to  win  the  fair  Princess. 

Well,  no  sooner  had  Peter  begun  his  bargain- 
ing with  the  landlord  than  up  the  street  came 
clattering  the  two  sons. 

So  Peter  was  for  putting  them  in  this  fine  inn, 
was  he  ?  Did  n't  he  know  they  had  spent  nigh 
all  their  money  in  the  last  inn  ?  Xo,  they  would 
go  to  the  small  one  over  the  way.  As  for  Peter, 
why  it  was  plain  he  would  never  learn  how  to 
serve  them.  He  had  best  find  a  bed  in  the  stable 
again,  and  get  no  supper  into  the  bargain.  The 
two  sons  had  no  pennies  left  to  waste  on  such  a 
stupid  lad ;  and  anyway,  he  needed  another  les- 
son. 

This  night  there  was  such  a  throng  of  travel- 
ers in  the  town,  that,  with  all  their  servants  and 
lackeys  to  be  housed,  there  was  not  so  much  as 
an  inch  of  room  to  spare,  even  in  the  stable. 

A  sheltered  nook  in  the  lee  of  a  big  rock  was 
the  only  place  that  Peter  could  find.  "I  am  in 
great  luck  to  get  such  a  fine  bed,"  said  he,  for 
the  night  was  warm,  and  he  did  not  mind  having 
no  more  above  his  head  than  the  twinkling  stars. 

No  sooner  did  Peter  have  his  jacket  rolled  up 
for  a  pillow,  than  he  saw  that  another  had  occu- 
pied his  nook  before  him.  "Oh,  ho !"  said  he, 
"if  I  sleep  here.  I  am  to  have  a  spider  for  my 
bedfellow,  am  I?  He  has  spun  a  fine  web.  too. 
It  would  be  a  shame  to  spoil  what  has  cost  him  so 
much  hard  labor.  I  will  just  find  me  a  new 
bed." 

On  the  morrow,  when  Peter  stood  with  the 
horses  before  the  little  inn,  the  landlord  stepped 
out  of  the  door  of  the  fine  inn  over  the  way. 

Would  Peter  be  good  enough  to  step  across  the 
street?  The  landlord  had  something  he  would 
say  to  him.  See  ?  The  landlord  had  heard  how 
Peter  had  no  sup])er  the  night  before,  and  how 
they  would  give  him  no  breakfast.  Here  was  a 
bit  of  roast  chicken  he  might  tuck  into  his  pocket 
to  eat  by  the  way.  And— it  was  good  to  have  a 
look  at  a  fine  lad  like  Peter— here  was  a  little 


gold  casket  he  might  have:  it  would  come  in 
handy  some  day. 

"Well,  well,  well !  we  can't  be  waiting  here  all 
day  for  our  servant  to  come  and  hold  our  stir- 
rups," is  what  the  younger  son  said  when  he 
came  out  of  the  inn  and  saw  Peter  talking  with 
the  landlord  over  the  way.  But  all  the  while  he 
was  thinking:  "I  wonder  what  can  be  the  con- 
tents of  that  little  gold  casket?" 

Just  then  the  elder  son  came  out  of  the  inn. 
He  had  paid  the  score  and  there  was  not  one 
penny  left  to  jingle  against  another  in  either  of 
the  two  bags.  Xothing  remained  now  but  for 
Peter  to  sell  the  donkey.  It  would  never  do  for 
the  Provost's  two  sons  to  ride  to  the  King's  town 
with  not  a  penny  upon  them  to  buy  a  night's 
lodging  or  to  get  a  bit  to  eat  by  the  way. 

When  the  donkey  had  been  sold  and  the  pen- 
nies counted  into  the  two  bags,  the  two  sons 
mounted  their  fine  steeds  and  left  Peter  to  trudge 
on  afoot.  How  the  two  were  ever  going  to  get 
the  dresses  that  would  win  the  Princess  they  did 
not  know.     "We  must  trust  to  luck."  they  said. 

"Ho,  Brother."  grumbled  the  older  son.  "we 
are  getting  on  but  slowly;  we  must  ride  double. 
I  will  take  our  servant  on  my  horse  for  away, 
then  't  will  lie  your  turn." 

X'ot  long  did  they  ride  before  the  older  son 
must  know  a  thing  or  two  about  the  silver  cas- 
ket :  and  in  the  end,  there  it  was  snug  in  his 
pocket.  Such  trinkets  were  not  for  servants,  he 
said.  Peter  should  ha\  e  handed  it  over  in  the 
beginning;  it  was  very  plain  he  needed  another 
lesson,  so  he  must  get  down  and  walk. 

"H'm  !  Well,  we  will  never  get  to  the  King's 
town  at  this  rate."  said  the  younger  son. 
"  'Xeeds  must  when  need  drives.'  Come,  fellow, 
get  up  with  me." 

Peter  mounted  before  the  younger  son.  .As  it 
happened  before,  so  it  happened  now.  They  had 
not  gone  far  before  Peter  was  paying  well  for  his 
ride,  and  this  time  with  the  gold  casket.  After 
that,  it  was  n't  long  until  Peter  was  again  on  the 
ground  with  no  more  to  bear  him  on  his  journey 
than  his  two  good  legs. 

Xow  that  they  had  the  two  caskets,  the 
Provost's  sons  were  of  no  mind  to  have  their 
journey  delayed  any  longer  by  their  servant;  so, 
putting  spurs  to  their  horses,  they  went  galloping 
off  down  the  road  with  never  so  much  as  one 
"good-by"  to  Peter. 

Yes.  the  Provost's  two  sons  went  clattering  ofif 
and  left  Peter  alone  on  the  highway. 

Over  the  hills  they  rode  and  through  the  val- 
leys, and  by  evening  came  to  the  town  where  the 
King  lived.  There  they  sold  their  horses  and 
took  lodgings. 
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As  may  well  be  guessed,  no  sooner  was  the 
older  son  alone  in  his  room  than  he  must  be 
taking  a  peep  at  the  silver  casket.  My,  how  he 
did  skip  and  dance  and  caper  about  when  he  saw 
what  was  inside !  For  no  sooner  did  the  lid 
spring  open  than  he  beheld  neither  more  nor  less 
than  a  beautiful  silk  dress.  All  of  the  color  of 
spun  silver,  it  was,  and  so  finely  woven  that  not 
one  little  bit  did  it  get  wrinkled  from  being  con- 
fined in  the  tiny  casket.  That  he  would  win  the 
Princess  with  such  a  dress  as  that,  the  older 
son  never  once  doubted. 

While  the  older  son  was  busy  with  the  silver 
casket,  the  younger  son  was  having  a  peep  into 
the  gold  casket :  what  he  found  there  was  another 
dress  as  like  to  that  silver  one  as  two  peas  in  a 
pod,  only  that  the  color  was  like  unto  spun  gold. 

"There  can  be  no  dress  one  half  so  beautiful  as 
this,"  said  the  younger  son,  "and  now  the 
Princess  will  surely  be  mine." 

In  the  morning  the  two  sons  started  off  to  the 
palace.  Each  carried  in  his  pocket  one  of  the 
tiny  caskets,  and  in  his  mind  the  thought  that 
when  he  w-as  next  traveling  that  way  it  would 
be  the  Princess  he  'd  have  at  his  side  and  not  his 
brother :  and  that  he  would  be  riding  in  the 
King's  finest  coach  and  not  kicking  his  toes  in 
the  dust  with  all  the  common  folks. 

When  at  last  they  came  to  the  palace,  there 
were  the  King  and  Princess  seated  on  a  high  plat- 
form, and  before  them  a  long  line  of  noble  suit- 
ors, each  bearing  his  beautiful  gift. 

If  ever  a  lady  wanted  to  see  fine  dresses,  she 
should  have  been  in  the  King's  town  on  that  day, 
for  never  before  nor  since  has  there  been  such  a 
sight. 

At  the  very  end  of  the  line,  the  Provost's  two 
sons  had  to  wait  nearly  the  whole  day,  it  took  the 
Princess  so  long  to  judge.  Some  of  the  gowns 
w-ere  so  lovely  it  seemed  as  if  she  surely  must 
choose  one  of  them,  but  always,  when  she  looked 
carefully,  there  was  to  be  found  a  thread  of  sor- 
row that  had  gone  somewhere  into  their  making. 

At  last  up  stepped  the  older  son. 

My,  but  the  Princess  did  like  that  gown  in  the 
silver  casket,  and  no  mistake  !  Look  as  hard  as 
she  would  there  was  not  to  be  found  in  it  one 
single  thread  of  sorrow.  Yet  she  could  n't  quite 
decide;  the  Provost's  older  son  was  just  to  be 
seated  beside  her,  and  she  would  take  a  look  in 
the  gold  casket. 

Up  stepped  the  younger  son.  A  fine  gown  it 
was  that  came  out  of  the  gold  casket  and  no  two 
words  on  that !  and  now  it  was  harder  deciding 
than  ever.  If  the  silver  gown  was  beautiful,  cer- 
tainly it  was  no  more  so  than  the  gold  one ; 
neither    was   the   gold   more   beautiful    than    the 


silver ;  never  one  single  stitch  of  sorrow  could 
the  Princess  find  in  either.  As  for  choosing,  she 
just  could  n't  that  night :  the  Provost's  two  sons 
would  please  be  kind  enough  to  wait  until  the 
morrow ;  and  now  she  would  be  glad  to  have 
them  come  up  to  the  palace  for  supper. 

Meanwhile  what  had  happened  to  Peter? 

No  sooner  had  the  Provost's  two  sons  left  him 
alone  on  the  highway,  than  Peter  began  to  won- 
der whether  it  was  best  to  go  on  or  turn  back. 
Then  he  said,  "Surely,  if  I  may  not  ride,  I  can 
at  least  go  afoot,  and  no  doubt  there  will  be  fine 
sights  to  be  seen  in  the  King's  town."  So,  right 
foot  forward,  off  he  started. 

A  long  way  Peter  traveled,  and  presently  there 
he  was,  so  tired  and  hungry  he  could  n't  go  an- 
other step.  Then  he  sat  down  on  a  rock  and  felt 
in  the  corner  of  one  pocket  and  found  a  little 
bread  and  cheese,  and  in  the  corner  of  the  other 
and  found  a  bit  of  roast  chicken  ;  and  that  was  n't 
the  worst  meal  that  might  be,  either. 

When  Peter  had  finished  eating,  he  saw  that 
there  were  a  few  ants  running  here  and  there 
upon  the  ground,  so  he  shook  them  the  crumbs 
from  off  his  lap,  and.  getting  to  his  feet,  started 
again  on  his  journey. 

A  little  breeze  was  singing  in  the  tree-tops,  and 
the  great  white  clouds  were  tumbling  overhead 
as  the  lad  went  trudging  along.  Over  hills  he 
traveled  and  through  dales,  all  of  that  day  and 
all  of  the  next,  arriving  at  the  King's  town  just 
at  the  dusk  of  evening. 

What  a  buzz  there  w^as  in  the  streets,  what 
excitement,  and  how  people  were  talking  !  "What 
is  it  all  about?"  That  was  the  first  question 
Peter  had  to  ask. 

Why  just  this:  there  had  come  two  smart  lads 
from  Xoodleburg,  with  two  fine  caskets  contain- 
ing two  beautiful  dresses.  They  were  up  at  the 
palace  now,  having  supper  with  the  Princess. 
Which  one  of  the  two  she  would  be  choosing  to 
have  for  her  husband  was  more  than  ever  a  body 
could  tell.  But  't  would  be  one  or  t'  other,  that 
was  sure  and  certain. 

When  Peter  heard  this,  oft'  he  started  for  the 
palace.  "Now,"  said  he,  "is  the  time  they  will 
be  needing  a  servant  to  brush  their  clothes  and 
wait  upon  them  while  they  are  visiting  the 
Princess." 

No,  Peter  could  n't  enter  the  palace.  That  's 
what  the  guard  told  him  when  he  reached  the 
front  gate.  Such  a  thing  was  not  to  be  thought 
of.  The  King  was  n't  for  having  a  poor  lad  like 
Peter  about  while  the  Princess  was  at  supper 
with  her  two  fine  suitors.  Peter  must  be  locked 
in  the  guard-house  for  the  present— that  would 
surely  save  trouble.     "There  is  no  telling,"  said 
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the  guard,  "what  tricks  a  lad  like  you  might  he 
up  to." 

A  hard  bench  in  the  guard-house  was  all  Peter 
had  for  his  bed  that  night;  but  he  was  too  tired 
to  mind  it  one  particle  and  slept  as  soundly  as 
might  be. 

In  the  morning  early,  when  he  awoke,  he 
jumped  up  and  said:  "I  will  just  be  tidying  up  a 
bit  to  pay  for  my  night's  lodging.'" 

In  one  corner  was  a  pile  of  sweepings.  "I  will 
clean  this  up  first,"  said  he,  as  he  started  to  brush 
it  into  the  dust-pan. 

Now,  at  the  very  bottom  of  the  pile  there  was 
hiding  a  little  green  frog. 

"Oh,  ho!''  said  Peter,  when  he  saw  the  frog 
winking  and  blinking  up  at  him,  "so  I  have 
spoiled  your  house,  have  I  ?  Well  that  is  too 
bad,  but  perhaps  you  can  find  a  better  one  out- 
side." Then  he  stooped  to  pick  up  the  little 
creature,  intending  to  put  it  out  at  the  door. 

No  sooner  did  Peter  touch  the  frog  with  the 
tip  of  his  finger,  than  lo,  a  most  wonderful  thing 
happened  !  With  a  hop  and  a  bound  the  frog 
jumped  right  out  of  its  skin  and  off  through  the 
open  window. 

And  the  skin  that  it  left  on  the  floor? 

Ah.  that  was  a  skin  no  longer ;  it  was  now  a 
beautiful  green  suit,  all  of  silk  and  velvet. 

It  took  Peter  only  a  minute  to  see  that  this 
suit  was  intended  for  him,  and  only  another 
minute  to  get  it  upon  his  back.  A  fine  suit  it 
was,  too ;  there  were  not  many  tailors  could  make 
a  fit  like  that  every  day.  Not  one  single  kink 
or  wrinkle  was  there  anywhere ;  and  as  for  looks, 
never  Prince  in  all  the  realm  wore  clothes  so 
beautiful. 

Peter  opened  the  door  and  walked  out,  and  the 
guard  never  even  said  "Boo."  The  guard  thought 
Peter  to  be  some  fine  noble,  and  doffed  his  cap 
and  bowed  very  politely. 

Presently  there  was  a  blare  of  trumpets,  and 
out  of  the  gate  came  the  King  mounted  on  a  fine 
charger,  and  beside  the  King  rode  the  Princess, 
as  sweet  and  lovely  a  little  lady  as  ever  one 
would  care  to  see.  Back  of  the  Princess  came 
the  Provost's  two  sons,  bearing  the  two  caskets,  . 
and  back  of  these  many  lords  and  ladies. 

The  Princess  looked  about  here  and  there, 
bowing  to  one  and  nodding  to  another,  until 
presently  her  eyes  fell  upon  Peter.  If  any  one 
W'Cre  to  say  that  sight  jileased  her,  it  would  be  to 
tell  what  was  no  more  than  the  truth. 

When  the  King  and  the  Princess  had  mounted 
the  platform  and  were  seated  in  their  great 
gilded  chairs,  the  King  called  forward  the 
Provost's  two  sons  with  their  gold  and  silver  cas- 
kets, and  he  said:  "Willy-nillv,  the  Princess  must 


now  take  her  pick  of  one  of  these,  for  she  has 
vowed  and  declared  she  would  marry  whoever 
brings  her  a  dress,  the  finest  in  all  the  world, 
into  the  making  of  which  there  had  gone  no 
sorrow.    Here,  then,  are  two  such  dresses." 

So  the  Princess  must  be  taking  a  look  at  the 
two  dresses  again. 

First  she  was  for  having  the  gold  one  ;  then  it 
was  the  silver  one  she  thought  the  most  beauti- 
ful. But  any  one  with  half  an  ej'e  could  see  that 
the  choice  lay  not  with  the  two  dresses,  but  with 
the  two  lads  who  bore  them,  and  that  neither  of 
these  was  pleasing  to  the  Princess. 

Ves,  that  is  what  any  one  with  half  an  eye 
could  see.  But  if  any  one  used  tivo  eyes,  and 
these  were  very  sharp,  it  might  easily  be  seen 
that  not  so  much  was  the  Princess  thinking  of 
the  Provost's  two  sons  as  of  the  lad  yonder,  in 
the  fine  green  suit  of  silk  and  ^■elvet. 

"And  is  there  not  some  other  suitor,  who,  per- 
chance, has  arrived  late?"  That  is  what  the 
Princess  had  to  ask  now. 

"No,  there  are  no  others,"  answered  the  Kinf, 
and  he  told  the  Princess  she  was  to  take  her 
])ick  of  these  two  and  be  done  with  it. 

Well,  the  Princess  did  n't  say  "No"  to  that, 
only  first  she  would  like  to  speak  a  word  or  two 
with  the  lad  in  green  yonder. 

The  King  could  see  no  sense  in  that,  but  he 
made  no  objection  if  she  would  be  quick  about  it. 

So  presently  Peter  was  brought  before  the 
Princess,  who  blushed  very  prettily  and  cast 
down  her  eyes  as  she  let  her  fingers  fall  to  play- 
ing with  the  folds  of  her  dress. 

Did  the  lad  have  a  gift  for  her?  The  Princess 
no  more  than  whispered  this  question  without 
once  lifting  her  eyes. 

How  the  Provost's  two  sons  did  laugh  when 
they  saw  that  the  lad  in  green  was  only  their 
servant,  Peter.  And  so  that  simpleton  was  set- 
ting himself  up  to  win  the  Princess,  was  he? 
Well,  that  would  be  a  good  joke  to  tell  of  when 
they  were  over  in  Noodleburg  again. 

Peter  was  sorry  he  had  no  gift  for  the  Princess. 
Of  course  there  were  those  two  caskets,  which 
were  really  his;  but  whoever  would  believe  it  if 
he  told  how  they  had  been  taken  from  him  ? 

The  Princess  was  sorry  also  when  Peter  told 
her  he  had  no  gift  to  offer.  "That  is  too  bad," 
she  said  ;  "now  I  sujipose  there  is  no  help  for  it 
only  to  choose  one  of  these  caskets." 

The  Princess  then  handled  the  silver  dress,  hut 
all  the  time,  out  of  the  corner  of  her  eye,  she 
was  looking  at  Peter.  Then  it  was  the  gold 
dress  she  handled ;  but  never  for  a  moment  could 
she  forget  the  lad  in  green. 

At  last,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  she  turned  to 


I9I5] 


THE  WONDER-BOX 


139 


the  great  gathering  of  her  subjects  and  said: 
"My  beloved  people,  your  Princess  has  pledged 
her  word  to  take  for  her  husband  the  one  in  all 
the  land  who  brings  to  her  a  dress  into  the  mak- 
ing of  which  has  gone  no  sorrow.  Two  such 
dresses  are  now  before  me.  Your  Princess  will 
keep  her  word.  Your  Princess  has  made  her 
choice,  and  will  have  for  her  husband,  to  sit  be- 
side her  on  the  throne  and  rule  one  half  of  the 
kingdom,  that  one  of  these  two  whose  dress  is  the 
color  of  spun — " 

"Hold,  my  Princess  !" 

It  was  Peter  who  cried  this. 

"W" ait !  Decide  not  until  you  see  my  gift,  for 
I  too  have  a  gift  for  thee,  even  though  it  be  l)ut 
a  small  one.'' 

As  Peter  spoke,  he  held  out  his  hand :  and  in 
his  palm  there  was  only  a  little  gray  web  which 
a  spider  had  just  left  there. 

That  was  a  poor  enough  gift  indeed  to  offer  a 
Princess,  and  how  the  Provost's  two  sons  did 
kuigh  ! 

The  Iving  stamped  his  foot  and  raved,  as  mad 
as  could  be.  What  did  the  lad  in  green  mean  by 
I)Iaying  such  a  scurvy  trick  upon  the  Princess  ? 
The  King  would  like  an  answer  to  that  question. 
Where  were  the  guards?  Let  them  come  at  once 
and  pack  the  lad  off  to  prison.  The  King  would 
n't  have  any  more  delay  or  any  more  fooling: 
there  had  been  too  much  of  that  already;  the 
Princess  was  just  to  make  her  choice  of  either 
the  gold  or  the  silver  dress,  and  be  done  with  it. 

\\'hile  the  King  was  raving  and  stamping 
about,  the  Princess  did  n't  hear  one  single  word 
that  he  said.  She  held  out  her  hand  to  receive 
Peter's  gift:  and,  when  she  looked  up  into  his 
face,  the  bright  light  that  came  dancing  into  her 
eyes  drove  away  the  tears  very  quickly,  I  can 
tell  you. 

Peter  dropped  the  web  into  her  little  hand, 
and  no  sooner  did  it  feel  that  gentle  touch  than 
it  all  unfolded ;  no  longer  a  spider's  web,  but 
changed  to  a  beautiful  filmy  dress,  like  unto  a 
rainbow  mist  from  Dreamland. 

It  did  n't  take  long  now  for  the  Princess  to  get 
the  whole  story  out  of  the  lad  in  green.  Then  it 
was  good  to  see  the  way  the  King's  lackeys  made 
birch  switches  dance  a  jig  upon  the  backs  of  the 
Provost's  two  sons  as  they  chased  them  through 
the  town  and  out  on  the  road  to  Noodleburg. 


Which  one  of  them  she  would  have  chosen  I 
do  not  know ;  but  now  it  was  the  lad  in  green  she 
would  have,  and  it  was  easily  seen  he  was  the 
sort  of  a  lad  she  had  been  waiting  for. 

"Well,  you  may  have  him  if  you  wish,"  said 
the  King,  "but  as  for  me,  I  will  never  give  one 
half  of  the  kingdom  to  a  poor  wood-chopper's 
son  with  only  one  decent  suit  to  his  back,  so 
there  is  no  need  to  say  any  more  words  on  that 
matter." 

That  speech  of  the  King  made  no  difference  to 
the  Princess  and  Peter,  however.  They  were 
sure  they  would  be  very  happy,  even  if  they 
could  n't  have  one  half  of  the  kingdom.  The 
Princess  then  said  "Good-by"  to  Peter  and 
started  for  the  palace  to  prepare  for  the  wedding, 
which  she  said  would  be  held  'that  very  after- 
noon. As  for  Peter,  the  people  bore  him  away 
on  their  .shoulders  to  the  finest  inn  in  town,  and 
all  the  while  they  were  singing  and  cheering  in 
greatest  glee. 

When  Peter  reached  his  room  at  the  inn,  he 
must  needs  stand  and  wait  in  the  hall,  there  was 
such  a  colony  of  ants  swarming  through  the  door 
as  covered  nearly  one-half  the  floor.  Every  ant 
bore  in  its  mouth  a  grain  of  sand,  and  these  they 
deposited  in  a  little  heap  upon  the  floor.  When 
the  last  ant  had  brought  in  its  burden  and  de- 
parted, the  mound  began  to  glow  and  glimmer,  to 
burn  and  crackle,  to  flash  and  sparkle,  until  pres- 
ently there  lay  upon  the  floor  not  a  heap  of  sand, 
but  more  than  a  bushel  of  rich  and  rare  jewels. 
Not  a  jewel  in  all  that  pile  was  smaller  than  a 
hazel-nut,  some  of  them  were  much  larger ;  and, 
besides  diamonds,  rubies,  and  sapphires,  there 
was  at  least  one  of  every  other  rare  stone  that 
one  might  mention. 

When  the  King  learned  of  all  these  riches  that 
had  come  to  Peter  he  began  to  whistle  a  new 
tune.  As  for  giving  him  half  the  kingdom,  he 
was  glad  enough  to  do  that  now,  I  can  tell  you. 
It  was  n't  every  day  he  could  be  sure  of  finding 
a  clever  lad  like  Peter. 

After  the  wedding,  which  was  the  finest  ever 
held  in  that  country,  matters  went  very  smoothly 
with  poor  Hans's  son,  and  he  and  the  Princess 
lived  together  long  and  happily.  When  it  came 
time  for  them  to  rule  over  the  whole  kingdom, 
they  ruled  wisely  and  justly  and  were  greatly 
loved  by  all  their  subjects. 


HERE  ends  the  Story  o/MuCH  From  Little 
and  next  there  will  appear  the  Quaint 
and  Marvelous  record  o/The  Two  CHESTS 


It  was  Clrristmas  Eve.  Anna  Belle  had  had  a 
very  exciting  day,  and  now,  curled  up  on  the 
window  seat,  her  head  pillowed  on  downy  cush- 
ions, she  sat  watching  the  sleighs  as  they  went 
flying  by. 

It  was  a  glorious  night.  The  moon  shed  its 
silvery  glow  on  the  busy  scene,  and  Anna  Belle 
drowsily  noted  the  people  passing  with  arms  filled 
and  pockets  bulging. 

"I  wish  I  could  see  what  's  in  those  packages," 
she  murmured.  "I  think  Christmas  is  queer  any- 
how." 

"Why?"  came  in  the  ])rettiest  tinkling  tones  to 
her  ears. 

Anna  Belle  jumped,  for  there  beside  her  was  a 
beautiful  fairy,  holding  on  high  a  silver  wand, 
on  the  end  of  which  gleamed  a  star. 

"Why?"  persisted  the  fairy  creature,  deter- 
mined to  have  an  explanation. 

"Well,  I  ask  for  a  lot  of  things  I  never  get,  and 
I  get  a  lot  of  things  I  don't  want.'" 

"You  do?"  said  the  Fairy,  inquiringly. 

"Yes,  every  year  I  do.  In  the  attic  are  boxes 
and  boxes  of  things  I  did  n't  care  for  at  all. 
Somehow  I  'm  never  very  happy  at  Christmas 
time." 

"Are  you  giving  any  i)rcsents  this  year?" 

"Oh,   yes,   Papa   always  gives  me  money   for 


that,  but  I  did  n't  spend  it  all.  I  've  asked  for 
a  bracelet,  and  if  I  don't  get  it  I  'm  going  to 
l)uy  one  with  what  I  have  left." 

The  Fairy  glanced  about  the  beautiful  room, 
where  there  appeared  to  be  everything  to  make 
one  happy,  then  she  gently  asked : 

"Are  the  gifts  you  bought  gifts  you  feel  sure 
are  wanted  by  those  who  will  receive  them?" 

.\nna  Belle  flushed  as  she  replied : 

"Perhaps  not.  Papa  always  says,  'You  can't  get 
something  for  nothing.'  and  you  see  I  did  n't 
want  to  spend  all  my  money." 

"Did  you  have  a  happy  time  buying  these 
gifts?" 

"Well,  no.  Do  you  think  any  one  is  I'cry  happy 
at  Christmas  time?" 

"That  depends.     Some  are  very,  very  happy." 

"Yes,  I  know.  People  who  receive  bushels  of 
gifts  are,  especially  if  the  gifts  happen  to  be  what 
they  really  want." 

"Oh,"  laughed  the  Fairy.  "I  know  people  who 
have  scarcely  any  money  to  buy  presents  and  yet 
are  having  a  lovely  Christmas  with  presents  out 
of  nothing.  People  who  are  as  poor  as  crows, 
and  yet  are  bubbling  over  with  joy  this  very 
night." 

.Vnna  Belle  opened  her  eyes  very  wide  at  this 
statement. 
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"Making  a  Christmas  out  of  nothing,  and  as 
poor  as  crows  !"  she  echoed.  "Just  how  poor  is 
that?     I  'd  like  to  see  them." 

"Vou  would?  Come  with  me  then,"  and  after 
a  wave  of  the  silvery  wand  Aima  Belle  found 
herself  floating  along  in  mid  air  like  a  l)ird. 

"Oh!"  she  cried.  "What  fun!  I  wish  I  could 
always  be  a  fairy  !" 

"If  you  wish  it  hard  enough  you  may  lie.  Now 
follow  me  very  closely,  for  we  are  n't  tiie  only 
fairies  abroad  on  Christmas  Eve." 

"Oh,  how  lovely  it  is  !"  she  exclaimed.  "How 
different  it  all  looks  from  above  !" 

"Yes,  dear,  everything  looks  different  from 
above.  Do  )-ou  see  that  wee  brown  house  far 
over  in  that  meadow,  all  alone  ?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Anna  Belle :  "are  they  poor  as 
crows  ?" 

"Poorer;  they  have  n't  even  any  feathers," 
laughed  the  Fairy,  as  they  gently  floated  down, 
down,  till  the}'  could  peer  into  a  window  of  the 
little  house. 

A  mother  sat  by  a  table  sewing.     Anna  Rclle 


skilfully  painted  a  face,  then  tied  a  trim  little 
bonnet  about  it,  and  behold,  there  was  a  smiling 
bit  of  a  creature  awaiting  the  next  move. 

She  then  made  for  it  petticoat,  dress,  and  coat, 
and  stood  it  in  a  corner  while  she  fashioned  an- 
other. As  she  worked,  she  smiled  so  sweetly  the 
whole  room  seemed  aglow. 

"Come  and  see  whom  they  are  for,"  whispered 
the  Fairy. 

Anna  Belle  followed  and  peeped  into  an  upper 
window.  There  she  saw  a  number  of  little  chil- 
dren all  snuggled  up  fast  asleep. 

"Look!"  whispered  the  Fairy,  and  pointed  to 
a  stand  upon  which  stood  a  pincushion  made  of 
bits  of  ribbon  from  a  scrap-bag  and  a  work-box 
fashioned  from  a  cigar-box.  Pockets  had  been 
tacked  inside,  and  on  the  bottom  of  the  box  lay 
a  spool  of  thread. 

"Looks  lonesome,  does  n't  it?"  whispered  the 
Fairy. 

Anna  Belle  nodded  as  she  thought  of  her  own 
beautiful  work-box  of  carved  ivory,  with  a  gold 
tliimhle  and  all  sorts  of  exquisite  fittings.     And 


watched  her  and  saw  that  she  was  making  dolls 
from  bottles. 

She  fashioned  heads  by  placing  a  wad  of  cot- 
ton in  a  piece  of  muslin.  Giving  the  cloth  a 
twist,  she  had  a  perfect  round  ball,  which  she 
shaped  and  tied  down  over  a  cork.     On  this  she 


then  she  remembered  another  laid  away  in  the 
attic,  one  of  the  things  she  did  n't  want. 

The  two  crude  gifts  on  the  little  table  were 
marked  in  a  childish  hand,  "For  IMother  with 
much  love." 

"Love   is  sticking  out   all   over   those  things," 
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said  the  Fairy.  "Come  down  and  see  how  she  is 
getting  on  with  her  bottle  family." 

They  went  below  to  find  the  dolls  nearly  fin- 
ished, and  a  fine  ready-made  family  it  was. 

Father,  mother,  children — and  even  a  weenty, 
teenty  pill-bottle  doll,  dressed  as  a  baby  in  long 
clothes,  was  pinned  to  the  mother,  the  tiny  head 
nestHng  close  to  where  her  heart  should  be. 

"They  are  lovely !"  declared  Anna  Belle. 

"They  are,  indeed,  and  they  can  do  what  many 
of  the  finest  dolls  you  buy  cannot.  They  can 
stand,  and  so  you  can  have  great  fun  with  them." 

"I  'm  going  to  make  some,"  said  Anna  Belle. 
"I  think  they  are  cute.    What  is  she  doing  now  ?" 

"Why,  don't  you  see?  Some  one  has  given  her 
a  branch  from  a  Christmas  tree.  She  is  fastening 
the  dolls  to  it.  Now  she  's  poking  the  coals ;  she  's 
going  to  pop  corn  and  string  it  for  the  tree.  That 
cost  one  penny.  She  's  also  going  to  make  mo- 
lasses candy.  See  it  bubbling  in  that  kettle.  Mo- 
lasses is  very  cheap  and  it  will  be  the  only  candy 
they  will  have,  but  they  will  be  wild  over  it,  just 
because  they  have  it  only  at  Christmas  time. 

"Now  come  and  let  us  see  crow  number  two." 

Anna  Belle  was  loath  to  leave  this  interesting 
window,  but  she  obediently  followed  on. 

"Look  in  here,"  whispered  the  Fairy  as  they 
paused  by  another  humble  home. 

Anna  Belle  looked,  to  see  an  empty  stocking 
swinging  from  the  mantel,  on  which  was  pinned  a 
paper,  and  Anna  Belle  read  the  printed  words : 

Dear  Santa  Claus — If  you  have  enuff  things  to  go  round 
wont  you  give  my  sister  a  musick  bo.\  and  a  reading  book. 
She  is  lame  and  cant  play  like  me.  Vou  neednt  give  me 
anything.      I  can  hear  the  musick  and  read  hers. 

J.\.MIE. 

Anna  Belle's  eyes  filled  as  she  read,  and  fol- 
lowed the  Fairy  to  see  two  children  fast  asleep 
dreaming  of  what  they  hoped  they  might  find  in 
the  morning. 

"They  have  no  mother.  The  father  is  n't  much 
good,  but  does  his  best  to  feed  them.  In  the 
morning  those  stockings  will  be  as  empty  as  they 
are  now." 

"Dear !  Dear  !  Why  does  n't  some  one  know 
about  it  ?"  asked  Anna  Belle,  tearfully. 

"Some  one  does— now,"  replied  the  Fairy  with 
a  wise  nod  as  they  floated  on. 

"I  hope  they  '11  do  something  then,"  said  .-Vnna 
Belle. 

"I  hope  so,"  whispered  the  Fairy.  "Look  in 
here,"  and  again  Anna  Belle  jieered  in  a  window. 

Here  a  child  of  perhaps  twelve  or  fourteen 
was  seated  at  a  table  working  busily.  Anna 
Belle  watched  to  see  her  making  paper-dolls.  She 
cut  them  out,  painted  faces  and  hair,  then  made 
a  number   of  cumiing  dresses,   coats,   and  hats, 


placed  them  in  envelopes,  and  marked  the  out- 
side. 

They  watched  till  she  had  three  ready.  Then 
she  slipped  them  into  the  stockings  that  hung 
waiting. 

The  love  light  in  her  eyes  was  sweet  to  behold, 
and,  as  she  stood  over  the  lamp,  .\nna  Belle  no- 
ticed the  rare  delicate  beauty  of  her  face. 

Then  all  was  dark,  and  the  Fairy  moved  on. 

"She  did  n't  hang  up  her  own  stocking,"  said 
Anna  Belle. 

"No  one  to  fill  it.  She  mothers  those  three  lit- 
tle ones,  and  it  's  all  she  can  do  to  get  along. 
But  did  you  ever  see  any  one  look  happier?  See 
the  card  on  this  door-knob." 

Anna  Belle  paused  to  read : 

Dear  Santa — Please  bring  me  a  sleeping  doll.  If  you 
would  just  let  me  hold  one  and  sing  it  to  sleep  once,  I 
will  be  glad.      I  am  a  good  girl.      I  never  had  a  doll. 

Elsie. 

"See  her!  Is  n't  she  dear?"  cried  .\nna  Belle, 
as  she  peeped  in  the  window  to  see  a  beautiful 
plump  little  girl  fast  asleep.  "She  looks  like  a 
sleeping  doll  herself.    Will  she  get  the  doll?" 

"I  hope  so.    It  all  depends,"  said  the  Fairy. 

They  floated  along  for  some  time  and  pres- 
ently went  down  to  hover  over  some  children 
looking  in  the  window  of  a  toy  store.  Wistful 
little  faces  they  had.  and  their  clothes  told  .Anna 
Belle  they  must  get  their  fun  out  of  just  looking. 
Farther  on,  in  front  of  the  candy  store,  huddled 
another  shabby  crowd,  gazing  at  the  sparkling 
goodies. 

"Come  away,  please,  I  don't  want  to  see  any 
more.  Surely  they  are  n't  happy  !"  cried  .\nna 
Belle. 

"They  are  as  happy  as  they  can  be.  Each  one 
of  them  has  a  penny  in  a  tightly  closed  fist,  won- 
dering what  to  buy  to  take  home  and  put  in  an 
empty  stocking.  Let  's  stop  here  a  moment." 
whispered  the  Fairy,  poising  on  the  top  of  a 
Christmas  tree  in  front  of  a  big  store. 

Anna  Belle,  standing  beside  her,  noticed  that  as 
she  held  her  wand  on  high  the  star  .shone  out  so 
bright  and  beautiful  the  people  below  paused  and 
gazed  in  wonder.  The  happy  faces  beamed  even 
brighter  and  the  unhappy  ones  changed  instantly. 

"What  does  it  mean?"  whispered  one  and  an- 
other, while  one  dear  little  girl  cried : 

"Why,  Mother,  it  's  the  Star !  Don't  you 
know  ?" 

"Yes,"  whispered  the  mother,  clasping  more 
closely  the  little  hand  and  passing  on. 

"What  made  the  cross  ones  look  so  glad,  and 
the  happy  ones  look  more  so?"  asked  Anna  Belle, 
as  she  watched  the  throngs  below. 
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"Don't  you  know  really?"  asked  the  Fairy. 

Anna  Belle  pondered  a  while,  then  looked  at 
the  sky  to  see  it  thickly  dotted  with  stars,  and 
saw  that  one  shone  more  brightly  than  any  of 
the  others.  She  then  turned  to  look  at  the  star 
on  the  end  of  the  wand,  but  lo.  it  had  vanished  ! 


I  have  one,  and  a  music-box,  and  many  'readin'  ' 
books  with  pictures.  Rut  how  can  we  get  them 
to  the  places?" 

"Fairies  are  stronger  than  you  think.  I  will 
summon  my  helpers." 

Amia    Relic   then   heard   a   sound   as   of   wind 


"Where  is  it  ?"  she  asked  in  surprise. 

"It  came  down  and  did  its  work  and  then  went 
back  where  it  belongs,"  replied  the  Fairy  with  a 
roguish  twinkle,  and  Anna  Belle  stared  for  a 
moment  at  the  splendid  bright  star,  then  said 
softly :  "I  understand  now  why  it  could  do  it, 
but  I  had  forgotten  what  Christmas  really  means. 
For  a  long  time  it  has  seemed  to  mean  only 
things.  Gifts— and  not  only  gifts,  but  certain 
kinds  of  gifts.  Oh !"  she  said  wistfully,  "I  wish 
I  could  do  something  to  help.  Was  that  what  you 
meant  when  you  kept  saying,  'That  depends'  ?" 

"That  was  just  what  I  meant.  Now  you  have 
seen  the  Star,  and  I  know  all  will  be  well." 

Anna  Belle  seemed  busily  thinking,  and  the 
Fairy  waited. 

''The  attic  is  full  of  presents  I  did  n't  want, 
and  I  have  a  lot  of  money  I  was  going  to  use  for 
the  bracelet." 

"If  you  did  n't  get  it,"  laughed  the  Fairy. 

"I  don't  want  it  now.  I  'd  rather  use  it  for 
these  poor  little  children.    Elsie  must  have  a  doll. 


whistling  around  the  corners.  In  a  moment  there 
appeared  fairies  without  number.  Such  silvery 
sprites  they  were  that  Anna  Belle  longed  to  take 
one  to  her  heart  to  keep  for  ever  and  ever. 

"Come  !"  cried  the  Fairy,  who  seemed  to  be 
the  leader. 

As  she  floated  away,  all  followed,  and  Anna 
Belle  found  they  were  headed  straight  f  jr  her 
own  home  and  the  attic. 

As  she  wondered  how  they  would  get  in,  she 
found  herself  flying  easily  through  the  tiny  bird- 
window  high  up  in  the  tower. 

"How  lovely  I"  she  cried.  "I  never  knew  it 
was  for  fairies  !" 

"Show  what  we  are  to  take."  cried  the  Fairy. 
"We  must  hurry." 

Anna  Belle  pointed  out  a  music-bo.x,  books, 
dishes,  balls,  skates  — in  fact,  toys  of  every  de- 
scription. Then  she  opened  one  large  box  where 
lay  a  beautiful  doll  with  eyes  closed  in  slumber. 
"For  Elsie,"  she  whispered.  Then  she  watched 
and  saw  each  fairy  gather  up  a  gift. 
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"Are  you  really  going  to  take  them?"  she 
asked. 

"We  would  n't  miss  the  joy  of  it  for  anything  !" 
replied  her  fairy  friend. 

They  floated  away,  Anna  Belle  among  them, 
holding  to  her  heart  the  sleeping  doll.  She  tried 
to  recall  why  she  had  n't  wanted  it,  for  it  was 
so  pretty.  Then  she  flushed,  for  she  remem- 
bered that  she  had  been  very  cross  over  this  very 
doll  because  she  had  asked  for  a  brown-eyed 
doll  and  this  one  had  blue  eyes  ! 

"I  did  n't  deserve  any  doll,  nor  anything  !  "  she 
said.     ''I  did  n't  know  I  was  so  bad." 

"Forget  it !"  laughed  the  Fairy.  "We  can't 
afford  to  be  thinking  over  our  wrong-doings. 
If  we  have  started  on  the  right  track  we  have 
enough  to  do  to  keep  on  it.  Here  is  the  candy 
store.  I  know  you  want  to  buy  something  here. 
Give  me  your  money ;  I  '11  get  it  for  you.  The 
man  is  our  friend.  He  '11  double  what  he  gives 
me,  for  he  well  knows  what  I  '11  do  with  it." 

In  some  mysterious  way  Anna  Belle  found  in 
a  moment  that  each  tiny  arm  was  carrying  a 
basket  of  bonbons  as  they  floated  on. 

"Here  is  Elsie,"  whispered  the  Fairy. 

Anna  Belle  placed  the  doll  in  Elsie's  arms,  then 
filled  the  stockings  with  other  toys  and  sweets. 
In  the  toe  she  placed  a  shining  gold-piece. 

The  music-box,  books,  and  other  toys  were  left 
in  the  home  of  the  lame  child,  and  a  gold-piece 
in  the  toe  of  each  stocking  hanging  there,  too. 

The  paper-doll  girl  was  generously  remem- 
bered, and  the  bottle  dolls  smiled  gratefully  at 
the  load  of  gifts  left  at  their  feet. 

Anna  Belle's  eyes  shone  as  she  thought  of  the 
joy  this  Christmas  was  to  bring  to  so  many 
hearts. 

"How  many?  "  asked  the  Fairy,  who  seemed  to 
know  what  she  was  thinking, 

Anna  Belle  pondered  as  they  floated  home- 
ward. Presently  she  cried:  "Why,  just  think, 
it  's  twenty-four !" 

"Only  twenty-four  ?    I  counted  twenty-five." 

Again  Anna  Belle  went  over  them,  then  said : 
"I  can't  remember  the  odd  one." 

The  Fairy  sent  forth  a  bubbling,  rippling  laugh. 
which  puzzled  Anna  Belle  for  a  moment,  then 
she  twinkled  and  cried : 

"Why,  /  'm  the  odd  one.  I  never  was  so 
happy.  When  did  it  begin?  Oh,  I  know;  it  was 
when  I  saw  the  Star,  was  n't  it  ?" 

"Yes,  indeed  !"  replied  the  Fairy,  "and  not  only 
when  you  saw  the  Star,  but  when  you  remem- 
bered the  meaning  of  it.  The  love  that  came  in 
with  the  Christ  Child  and  His  spirit  of  loving 
and  giving,  not  only  of  gifts  but  of  Himself,  has 
come  down  with  the  ages  and  will  go  on  and  on.'' 


"I  'm  so  glad  I  found  it  out.  I  really  don't  care 
now  whether  I  get  the  bracelet  or  not,"  declared 
.Anna  Belle,  as  they  floated  into  her  bedroom 
window. 

"No,  but  see  !"  and  the  Fairy  pointed  with  her 
wand,  on  the  end  of  which  Anna  Belle  again  saw 
the  shining  Star  sending  a  glow  of  light  over 
her  pretty  dressing-table,  and  there,  lying  on  its 
velvet  bed,  she  beheld  a  beautiful  circlet  of  gold. 

As  she  leaned  forward  to  look  at  it,  she  whis- 
pered: "Is  it  plain?  I  really  wanted  it  jeweled." 
Then  she  laughed  and  added,  "No,  I  don't  care 
hozv  it  is.  Just  so  it  's  a  bracelet,  for  I  'm  afraid 
I  do  want  it.  Is  it  wTong  to  want  it?  If  it  is, 
I  '11  try  till  I  don't." 

The  Fairy  gently  caressed  her,  then  touched 
the  golden  circlet  with  her  wand. 

"No,  it  is  n't  wrong  to  want  it,  now  that  you 
remember  the  true  meaning  of  Christmas,  and 
will  keep  it  with  the  true  Christmas  spirit.    See  !" 

Anna  Belle  looked  and  saw  a  starry  jewel  em- 
bedded in  the  gold.  Then  she  noticed  that  the 
Star  had  vanished  from  the  wand. 

She  looked  quickly  out  at  the  sky,  where  the 
steady  light  of  the  Star  shone  straight  into  her 
eyes. 

"I  'm  glad  you  did  n't  take  lliat  Star,"  she 
whispered.     "We  could  n't  get  along  without  it." 

"j\ly,  no !  I  could  n't  take  that  Star.  That  's 
the  Star  of  Bethlehem,  you  know.  This  is  just  a 
tiny  shadow  of  that  Star— that  's  why  it  is  n't 
quite  so  bright." 

"It  's  bright  enough  for  me,  and  means  a  lot. 
How  can  I  ever  thank  you  for  this  night's  work?" 
asked  Anna  Belle. 

"Never  again  lose  sight  of  the  Star  and  I  will 
be  more  than  repaid.     Good-by." 

Anna  Belle  watched  her  out  of  sight,  then 
turned  and — dear  me! — she  opened  her  eyes. 
The  sleighs  were  still  flying  past,  for  she  could 
hear  the  bells  ringing  so  merrily. 

"How  much  sweeter  they  sound  !"  she  cried. 
"They  seem  to  be  saying  '!Merry  Christmas ! 
Merry  Christmas !'  I  wonder  why  I  did  n't  no- 
tice it  before." 

She  ran  downstairs  to  find  Mother  busily  wrap- 
ping packages.  She  looked  at  Anna  Belle  and  cried  : 

"Why,  child  !  What  makes  your  eyes  so  bright, 
and  why  do  you  look  so  glad?  I  heard  you  say- 
ing all  sorts  of  things  as  you  slept." 

"Oh,  Mother  I  If  you  only  knew!"  and  there- 
upon she  told  the  whole  story  of  her  dream,  omit- 
ting the  part  about  the  bracelet.  When  she  had 
finished,  she  drew  her  mother  to  the  window 
where  together  they  gazed  at  the  Star. 

Mother's  eyes  were  full  of  tears  as  she  said 
gently,  "Ring  the  bell,  dear." 
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The  maid  appeared,  and  Mother  asked  that 
John  bring  out  the  double  sleigh  at  once,  adding; 

"Then  come  to  me;  bring  Annie  also.  We 
have  work  to  do." 

W'onderingly  the  maids  followed  to  the  attic 
and  brought  down  many  boxes  lying  there,  wait- 
ing for  they  knew  not  what. 

"Help  me  to  tie  them  up  separately  in  white 
tissue-paper.     L^se  the  prettiest  ribbons." 


"It  is,  indeed,  dear.  I  'm  very  glad  you  had 
the  dream,  for  I  fear  I,  also,  was  forgetting  the 
real  meaning  of  Christmas  and  almost  entirely 
losing  sight  of  the  Star." 

She  held  the  child  close  till  the  wonderful  ride 
was  over,  then  kissed  her,  saying: 

'T  don't  know  when  I  have  been  so  happy  !" 

"Nor  I,  ]\Iother  dear,  and  we  owe  it  all  to  the 
Good   Fairv.  " 


They  worked  busily,  and  soon  a  more  Christ- 
massy lot  of  bundles  it  would  be  hard  to  find. 

They  placed  them  in  baskets,  and  Mother  added 
some  warm  clothing. 

Presently  Anna  Belle,  Mother,  and  the  baskets, 
packed  in  the  big  sleigh,  were  dashing  down  the 
street.  One  stop  they  made,  at  the  candy  store, 
then  on  they  went. 

"Do  you  think  you  can  find  Elsie,  and  the  little 
lame  girl,  and  the  house  where  the  bottle  dolls 
are?" 

"I  'm  sure  I  can,"  replied  Mother.  "I  happen 
to  know  them  all." 

And  find  them  they  did,  and  many  others  who 
were  not  in  the  dream. 

"Oh,  Mother !  is  n't  it  a  happy  thing  to  do 
this?"  cried  Anna  Belle,  her  bright  eyes  shining 
up  at  the  Star, 


"We  do,  indeed.  May  she  never  cease  to  wave 
her  starry  wand.  Good  night,  my  child,  good 
night." 

Soon  Anna  Belle  slept;  and,  as  she  slept,  the 
starlight  beamed  on  her  sweet  face,  and  pres- 
ently shone  also  on  a  golden  circlet  lying  on  its 
velvet  pillow  on  the  dresser. 

The  dream  seemed  really  coming  true,  for 
there  embedded  in  the  gold  gleamed  a  starry 
jewel. 

When  Anna  Belle  found  it  the  next  morning, 
she  ran  to  IMother's  room  asking  earnestly, 
"Mother,  do  you  think  the  Fairy  left  it?" 

"No  doubt,"  replied  Mother,  with  twinkling 
eyes.  "At  least,  .she  must  have  touched  it  with 
her  wand,  for  you  see  she  has  left  her  mes- 
senger." 

"And  the  Star  is  shining." 
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Chapter  V 


7-0.1/  SAU'VER  AND  HIS  EAND 


In  beginning  the  "Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer." 
the  author  says,  '"Most  of  the  adventures  recorded 
in  this  book  really  occurred,"  and  he  tells  us  that 
Huck  Finn  is  drawn  from  life;  Tom  Sawyer. 
also,  though  not  from  a  single  individual,  being 
a  composite  of  three  boys  whom  Mark  Twain  had 
known. 

The  three  boys  were  himself,  almost  entirely, 
with  traces  of  two  schoolmates,  John  Briggs  and 
Will  Bowen.  John  Briggs  was  also  the  original 
of  Joe  Harper,  the  Terror  of  the  Seas.  As  for 
Huck  Finn,  the  Rcd-Handcd.  his  original  was  a 
village  waif  named  Tom  Blankenship,  who  needed 
no  change  for  his  part  in  the  story. 

The  Blankenship  family  picked  up  an  uncertain 
livelihood,  fishing  and  hunting,  and  lived  at  first 
under  a  tree  in  a  bark  shanty,  but  later  moved 
into  a  large  barnlike  building,  back  of  the  Clem- 
ens home  on  Hill  Street.  There  were  three  male 
members  of  the  household:  old  Ben,  the  father, 
shiftless  and  dissolute;  young  Ben,  the  eldest  son 
—  a  doubtful  character,  with  certain  good  traits; 
and  Tom  — that  is  to  say,  Huck,  who  was  just  as 
he  is  described  in  the  book— a  ruin  of  rags,  a 
river-rat,  kind  of  heart,  and  accountable  for  his 


'THE  BLACK  AVENGER  OF  THE    ' 
MUSTERS  HIS  PIRATE  RAND. 

conduct  to  nobody  in  the  world.  He  could  come 
and  go  as  he  chose ;  he  never  had  to  work  or  go 
to  school;  he  could  do  all  the  things  good  and 
bad  that  other  boys  longed  to  do  and  were  for- 
bidden. To  them  he  was  the  symbol  of  liberty; 
his  knowledge  of  fishing,  trapping,  signs,  and  of 
the  woods  and  river  gave  value  to  his  society, 
while  the  fact  that  it  was  forbidden  made  it  nec- 
essary to  Sam  Clemens's  happiness. 

The  Blankenships  being  handy  to  the  back  gate 
of  the  Hill  Street  house,  he  adopted  them  at  sight. 
Their  free  mode  of  life  suited  him.  He  was 
likely  to  be  there  at  any  hour  of  the  day,  and 
Tom  made  catcall  signals  at  night  that  would 
bring  Sam  out  on  the  shed  roof  at  the  back  and 
down  a  little  trellis  anil  (light  of  steps  to  the 
group  of  boon  companions,  which,  besides  Tom, 
usually  included  John  Briggs,  Will  Pitts,  and  the 
two  younger  Bowen  boys.  They  were  not  mali- 
cious boys,  but  just  mischievous,  fun-loving  boys 
—youngsters  of  ten  or  twelve,  rather  thoughtless, 
being  mainly  bent  on  having  a  good  time. 

They  had  a  wide  fieltl  of  action:  they  ranged 
from  llolliday's  Hill  on  the  north  to  the  cave  on 
the  south,  and  over  the  fields  and  through  all  the 
woods  between.  They  e.xplored  both  banks  of 
the  river,  the  islands,  and  the  deep  wilderness  of 
the  Illinois  shore.     Thcv  could  run  like  turkevs 


THE  BOYS'  LIFE  OF  MARK  TWAIN 


147 


and  swim  like  ducks;  they  could  handle  a  boat  as 
if  born  in  one.  No  orchard  or  melon-patch  was 
entirely  safe  from  them.  No  dog  or  slave  patrol 
was  so  watchful  that  they  did  not  sooner  or  later 
elude  it.  They  borrowed  boats  with  or  without 
the  owners'  consent  — it  did  not  matter. 

Most  of  their  expeditions  were  harmless 
enough.  They  often  cruised  up  to  Turtle  Island, 
about  two  miles  above  Hannibal,  and  spent  the 
day  feasting.  There  were  quantities  of  turtles 
and  their  eggs  there,  and  mussels,  and  plenty  of 
fish.  Fishing  and  swimming  were  their  chief 
pastimes,  with  incidental  raiding,  for  adventure. 
Bear  Creek  was  their  swimming-place  by  day, 
and  the  river-front  at  nightfall,  a  favorite  spot 
being  where  the  railroad-bridge  now  ends.  It 
was  a  good  distance  across  to  the  island  where,  in 
the  book,  Tom  Saivyer  musters  his  pirate  band, 
and  where  later  Huck  found  Nigger  Jim,  but 
quite  often  in  the  evening  they  swam  across  to  it, 
and  when  they  had  frolicked  for  an  hour  or  more 
on  the  sand-bar  at  the  head  of  the  island,  they 
would  swim  back  in  the  dusk,  breasting  the 
strong,  steady  Mississippi  current  without  ex- 
haustion or  dread.  They  could  swim  all  day, 
those  little  scamps,  and  seemed  to  have  no  fear. 
Once  during  his  boyhood,  Sam  Clemens  swam 
across  to  the  Illinois  side,  then  turned  and  swam 
back  again  without  landing, 
a  distance  of  at  least  two 
miles,  as  he  had  to  go.  He 
was  seized  with  a  cramp  on 
the  return  trip.  His  legs  be- 
came useless,  and  he  was 
obliged  to  make  the  remain- 
ing distance  with  his  arms. 

The  adventures  of  Sam 
Clemens  and  his  comrades 
would  fill  several  books  of 
the  size  of  "Tom  Sawyer." 
Many  of  them  are  of  course 
forgotten  now,  but  those  still 
remembered  show  that  Mark 
Twain  had  plenty  of  real  ma- 
terial. 

It  was  not  easy  to  get 
money  in  those  days,  and  the 
boys  were  often  without  it. 
Once    "Huck"     Blankenship 

had  the  skin  of  a  coon  he  had  captured,  and 
offered  to  sell  it  to  raise  capital.  At  Selms's 
store  on  Wild  Cat  Corner  the  coonskin  would 
bring  ten  cents.  But  this  was  not  enough.  The 
boys  thought  of  a  plan  to  make  it  bring  more. 
Selms's  back  window  was  open,  and  the  place 
where  he  kept  his  pelts  was  pretty  handy,  liuck 
went  around  to  the  front  door  and  sold  the  skin 


for  ten  cents  to  .Selms,  who  tossed  it  back  on  the 
pile.  Then  Huck  came  back  and,  after  waiting 
a  reasonable  time,  crawled  in  the  open  window, 
got  the  coonskin  and  sold  it  to  Selms  again.  The 
boys  did  this  several  times  that  afternoon,  and 
the  capital  of  the  band  grew.  But  at  last  John 
Pierce,  Selms's  clerk,  said  : 

"Look  here,  Mr.  Selms,  there  's  something 
wrong  about  this.  That  boy  has  been  selling  us 
coonskins  all  the  afternoon." 

Selms  went  back  to  his  pile  of  pelts.  There 
were  several  sheepskins,  but  only  one  coonskin— 
the  one  he  had  that  moment  bought. 

Selms  himself,  in  after  years,  used  to  tell  this 
story  as  a  great  joke. 

One  of  the  boys'  occasional  pastimes  was  to 
climb  Holliday's  Hill  and  roll  down  big  stones, 
to  frighten  the  people  who  were  driving  by.  Hol- 
liday's Hill  above  the  road  was  steep;  a  stone 
once  started  would  go  plunging  downward  and 
bound  across  the  road  with  the  deadly  momentum 
of  a  bomb.  The  boys  would  get  a  stone  poised, 
then  wait  until  they  saw  a  team  approaching,  and. 


MR.  sr.i.M.s  ri;ucH.\SES  A  coonskin. 

calculating  the  distance,  would  give  the  boulder  a 
start.  Dropping  behind  the  bushes,  they  would 
watch  the  sudden  effect  upon  the  party  below  as 
the  great  missile  shot  across  the  road  a  few  yards 
before  them.  This  was  huge  sport,  but  they  car- 
ried it  too  far.  For,  at  last,  they  planned  a  grand 
climax  that  would  surjiass  anythintr  before  at- 
tempted in  the  stone-rolling  line. 
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A  monstrous  boulder  was  lying  up  there  in  the 
right  position  to  go  down  hill,  once  started.  It 
would  be  a  glorious  thing  to  see  that  great  stone 
go  smashing  down  a  hundred  yards  or  so  in 
front  of  some  peaceful-minded  countryman  jog- 
ging along  the  road.  Quarrymen  had  been  get- 
ting out  rock  not  far  away  and  had  left  their 
picks  and  shovels  handy.  The  boys  borrowed  the 
tools  and  went  to  work  to  undermine  the  big 
stone.  They  worked  at  it  several  hours.  If  their 
parents  had  asked  them  to  work  like  that,  they 
would  have  thought  they  were  being  killed. 

Finally,  while  they  were  still  digging,  the  big 
stone  suddenly  got  loose  and  started  down.  They 
were  not  ready  for  it  at  all.  Nobody  was  coming 
but  an  old  colored  man  in  a  cart :  their  splendid 
stone  was  going  to  be  wasted. 

One  could  hardly  call  it  wasted,  however ;  they 
had  planned  for  a  thrilling  result,  and  there  was 
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certainly  thrill  enough  while  it  lasted.  In  the 
first  place  the  stone  nearly  caught  Will  Bowen 
when  it  started.  John  Briggs  had  that  moment 
quit  digging  and  handed  Will  the  pick.  Will  was 
about  to  take  his  turn  when  Sam  Clemens  leaped 
aside  with  a  yell. 

''Look  out,  boys,  she  's  coming !"' 

She  came.  The  huge  boulder  kept  to  the 
ground  at  first,  then,  gathering  momentum  it  went 
bounding  into  the  air.  About  half  way  down  the 
hill  it  struck  a  sapling  and  cut  it  clean  off.  This 
turned  its  course  a  little  and  the  negro  in  the 
cart,  hearing  the  noise  and  seeing  the  great  mass 
come  crashing  in  his  direction,  made  a  wild 
effort  to  whip  up  his  horse. 

The  boys  watched  their  bomb  with  growing  in- 
terest. It  was  headed  straight  for  the  negro, 
also  for  a  cooper-shop  across  the  road.     It  made 


longer  leaps  with  every  bound,  and,  wherever  it 
struck,  fragments  and  dust  would  fly.  The  shop 
happened  to  be  empty,  but  the  rest  of  the  catas- 
trophe would  call  for  close  investigation.  They 
wanted  to  fly,  but  they  could  not  move  until  they 
saw  the  rock  land.  It  was  making  mighty  leaps, 
now,  and  the  terrified  negro  had  managed  to  get 
exactly  in  its  path.  The  boys  stood  holding  their 
breath,  their  mouths  open. 

Then  suddenly  they  could  hardly  believe  their 
eyes ;  a  little  way  above  the  road  the  boulder 
struck  a  projection,  made  one  mighty  leap  into 
the  air,  sailed  clear  over  the  negro  and  his  mule 
and  landed  in  the  soft  dirt  beyond  the  road,  only 
a  fragment  striking  the  shop,  damaging  but  not 
wrecking  it.  Half  buried  in  the  ground,  the 
great  stone  lay  there  for  nearly  forty  years ;  then 
it  was  broken  up.  It  was  the  last  rock  the  boys 
Nearly  sixty  years  later,  John 
Briggs  and  Mark  Twain 
walked  across  Holliday's  Hill 
and  looked  down  toward  the 
river  road.  Mark  Twain 
said : 

"It  was  a  mighty  good 
thing,  John,  that  stone  acted 
the  way  it  did.  \\"e  might 
have  had  to  pay  a  fancy 
price  for  that  old  darky— I 
can  see  him  yet."  > 

It  can  be  no  harm,  now,  to 
confess  that  the  boy  Sam 
Clemens— a  pretty  small  boy, 
a  good  deal  less  than  twelve 
at  the  time  and  by  no  means 
large  for  his  years — was  the 
leader  of  this  unhallowed 
band.  In  any  case,  truth  re- 
quires this  admission.  If  the 
band  had  a  leader  it  was  Sam,  just  as  it  was 
Tom  Saii'ycr  in  the  book.  They  were  always 
ready  to  listen  to  him— they  would  even  stop  fish- 
ing to  do  that— and  to  follow  his  ])lans.  They 
looked  to  him  for  ideas  and  direction,  and  he 
gloried  in  being  a  leader  and  showing  off,  just  as 
Tom  did  in  the  book.  It  seems  almost  a  pity  that 
in  those  far-off  barefoot  days  he  could  not  have 
looked  down  the  years  and  caught  a  glimpse  of 
his  splendid  destiny-. 

But  of  literary  fame  he  could  never  have 
dreamed.  The  chief  ambition— the  "permanent 
ambition  '  —  of  every  Hannibal  bo)-  was  to  be  a 
pilot.  The  pilot  in  his  splendid  glass  perch  with 
his   supreme   power   and   princely   salary   was   to 

'  bilin  Briggs  died  in  1907;  earlier  in  the  same  year  the 
wriler  of  ibis  memoir  spent  an  afternoon  with  liim  and 
ol)taine<l  tVom  him  most  of  the  material  for  this  chapter. 
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them  the  noblest  of  all  human  creatures.  An  elder 
Bowen  boy  was  already  a  pilot,  and  when  he 
came  home,  as  he  did  now  and  then,  his  person 
seemed  almost  too  sacred  to  touch.  Next  to  being 
a  pilot.  Sam  thought  he  would  like  to  be  a  pirate, 
or  a  bandit,  or  a  trapper-scout— something  gor- 
geous and  awe  inspiring,  where  his  word,  his  nod 
would  still  be  law.  The  river  kept  his  river 
ambition  always  fresh,  and  with  the  cave  and  the 
forest  round  about  helped  him  to.  imagine  those 
other  things. 

The  cave  was  the  joy  of  his  heart.  It  was  a 
real  cave,  not  merely  a  hole,  but  a  marvel  of  deep 
passages  and  vaulted  chambers  that  led  back  into 
the  bluffs  and  far  down  into  the  earth,  even  below 
the  river,  some  said.  Sam  Clemens  never  tired 
of  the  cave.  He  was  willing  any  time  to  quit 
fishing,  or  swimming,  or  melon-hunting  for  the 
three-mile  walk,  or  pull,  that  brought  them  to  its 
mystic  door.  With  its  long  corridors,  its  royal 
chambers  hung  with  stalactites,  its  remote  hiding- 
places,  it  was  exactly  suitable,  Sam  thought,  to 
be  the  lair  of  an  outlaw^,  and  in  it  he  imagined 
and  carried  out  adventures  which  his  faithful 
followers  may  not  always  have  understood, 
though  enjoying  them  none  the  less  for  that  rea- 
son. 

In  "Tom  Sawyer,"  Indian  Joe  dies  in  the  cave. 
He  did  not  die  there  in  real  life,  but  was  lost 
there  once  and  was  half  starved  when  they  found 
him.  He  was  not  as  bad  as  painted  in  the  book, 
though  he  was  dissolute  and  accounted  danger- 
ous; and  when  one  night  he  died  in  reality,  there 
came  a  thunder-storm  so  terrific  that  Sam  Clem- 
ens at  home  in  bed  was  certain  that  Satan  had 
come  in  person  for  the  half-breed's  soul.  He 
covered  his  head  and  said  his  prayers  with  fear- 
ful an.xiety  lest  the  evil  one  might  decide  to  save 
another  trip  by  taking  him  along  then. 


The  treasure-digging  adventure  in  the  book 
had  this  foundation  in  fact :  It  was  said  that  two 
French  trappers  had  once  buried  a  chest  of  gold 
about  two  miles  above  Ilanniljal,  and  that  it  was 


THE    ENTRANCE    TO  TO.lf  S.-l iryURS  CAVE. 

Still  there.  Tom  Blankenship  (Hucb)  one  morn- 
ing said  he  had  dreamed  just  where  the  treasure 
was,  and  that  if  the  boys  — Sam  Clemens  and  John 
Briggs— would   go   with   him   and   help   dig,    he 
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would  divide.  The  boys  had  great  faith  in 
dreams,  especially  in  Tom's  dreams.  They  fol- 
lowed him  to  a  place  with  some  shovels  and  picks, 
and  he  showed  them  just  where  to  dig.  Then  he 
sat  down  under  the  shade  of  a  pawpaw  bush  and 
gave  orders. 

They  dug  nearly  all  day.  Huck  did  n't  dig  any 
himself,  because  he  had  done  the  dreaming,  which 
was  his  share.  They  did  n't  find  the  treasure 
that  day,  and  next  morning  they  took  two  long 
iron  rods  to  push  and  drive  into  the  ground  until 
they  should  strike  something.  They  struck  a 
number  of  things,  but  when  they  dug  down,  it 
was  never  the  money  they  found.  That  night  the 
boys  said  they  would  n't  dig  any  more. 

But  Huck  had  another  dream.  He  dreamed 
the  gold  was  exactly  under  the  little  pawpaw 
tree.  This  sounded  so  circumstantial  that  they 
went  back  and  dug  another  day.  It  was  hot 
weather,  too,  August,  and  that  night  they  were 
nearly  dead.  Even  Huck  gave  it  up  then.  He 
said  there  was  something  wrong  about  the  way 
they  dug. 

This  differs  a  good  deal  from  the  treasure  in- 
cident in  the  book,  but  it  shows  us  what  respect 
the  boys  had  for  the  gifts  of  the  ragamuffin  orig- 
inal of  Huck  Finn.  Tom  Blankenship's  brother 
Ben  was  also  used,  and  very  importantly,  in  the 
creation  of  our  beloved  Huck.  Ben  was  consid- 
erably older,  but  certainly  no  more  reputable, 
than  Tom.  He  tormented  the  smaller  boys  and 
they  had  little  love  for  him.  Yet  somewhere  in 
Ben  Blankenship's  nature  there  was  a  fine,  gen- 
erous strain  of  humanity  that  provided  Mark 
Twain  with  that  immortal  episode— the  shelter- 
ing of  Nigger  Jim.    This  is  the  real  story: 

A  slave  ran  off  from  Monroe  County,  Missouri, 
and  got  across  the  river  into  Illinois.  Ben  used 
to  fish  and  hunt  over  there  in  the  swamps,  and 
one  day  found  him.  It  was  considered  a  most 
worthy  act  in  those  days  to  return  a  runaway 
slave :  in  fact  it  was  a  crime  not  to  do  it.  Besides, 
there  was  for  this  one  a  reward  of  fifty  dollars  — 
a  fortune  to  ragged,  outcast  Ben  Blankenship. 
That  money  and  the  honor  he  could  acquire  must 
have  been  tempting  to  the  waif,  but  it  did  not 
outweigh  his  human  sympathy.  Instead  of  giving 
him  up  and  claiming  the  reward,  Ben  kept  the 
runaway  over  there  in  the  marshes  all  summer. 
The  negro  fished,  and  Ben  carried  him  scraps  of 
other  food.  Then,  by  and  by,  the  facts  leaked 
out.  Some  wood-chop])ers  went  on  a  hunt  for  the 
fugitive  and  chased  him  to  what  was  called 
'"Bird  Slough."  There,  trying  to  cross  a  mass  of 
driftwood,  he  was  drowned. 

Huck's  struggle  in  the  book  is  between  con- 
science and  the  law  on  one  side  and  deep  human 


sympathy  on  the  other.  Ben  Blankenship's  strug- 
gle, supposing  there  was  one,  would  be  between 
sympathy  and  the  offered  reward.  Neither  con- 
science nor  law  would  trouble  him.  It  was  his 
native  humanity  that  made  him  shelter  the  run- 
away, and  it  must  have  been  strong  and  genuine 
to  make  him  resist  the  lure  of  the  fifty  dollar 
prize. 

Ministers  and  deacons  did  not  prophesy  well 
for  Sam  Clemens  and  his  mad  companions.  They 
spoke  feelingly  of  state  prison  and  the  gallows. 
But  the  boys  were  a  disappointing  lot.  Will 
Bowen  became  a  fine  river-pilot.  Will  Pitts  was 
in  due  time  a  leading  merchant  and  bank  presi- 
dent. John  Briggs  grew  into  a  well-to-do  and 
highly  respected  farmer.  Huck  Finn  — which  is 
to  say,  Tom  Blankenship^died  an  honored  citi- 
zen and  justice  of  the  peace  in  a  western  town. 
As  for  Sam  Clemens,  we  shall  see  what  he  be- 
came as  the  chapters  pass. 

Chapter  VI 

CLOSING  SCHOOL-DAYS 

Sam  was  at  ^Ir.  Cross's  school  on  the  Square  in 
due  time,  and  among  the  pupils  were  companion; 
that  appealed  to  his  gentler  side.  There  were  the 
RoBards  boys — George,  the  best  Latin  scholar, 
and  John,  who  always  won  the  good-conduct 
medal  and  would  one  day  make  all  the  other  boys 
envious  by  riding  away  with  his  father  to  Cali- 
fornia, his  curls  of  gold  blowing  in  the  wind. 

There  was  Buck  Brown,  a  rival  speller,  and 
John  Garth,  who  would  marry  little  Helen  Ker- 
cheval,  and  Jimmy  !MacDaniel,  whom  it  was  well 
to  know  because  his  father  kept  a  pastry-shop 
and  he  used  to  bring  cakes  and  candy  to  school. 

There  were  also  a  number  of  girls.  Bettie 
Ormsley,  Artemisia  Briggs,  and  Jennie  Brady 
were  among  the  girls  he  remembered  in  later 
years,  and  ]\Iary  ^Miller,  who  was  nearly  double 
his  age  and  broke  his  heart  by  getting  married 
one  day,  a  thing  he  had  not  expected  at  all. 

Vet  through  it  all  he  appears,  like  Tom  Sai^jycr. 
to  have  had  one  faithful  sweetheart.  In  the  book 
it  is  Becky  Thatcher— m  real  life  she  was  Laura 
Hawkins.  The  Clemens  and  Hawkins  families 
lived  opposite,  and  the  children  were  early  ac- 
quainted. The  "Black  .\.venger  of  the  Spanish 
Main  "  was  very  gentle  when  he  was  playing  at 
house-building  with  little  Laura,  and  once,  when 
he  dropped  a  brick  on  her  finger,  he  cried  the 
louder  and  longer  of  the  two. 

For  he  was  a  tender-hearted  boy.  He  would 
never  abuse  an  animal,  except  when  his  tendency 
to  mischief  ran  away  with  him,  as  in  the  "pain- 
killer" incident.     He  had  a  real  passion  for  cats. 
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Each  summer  he  carried  his  cat  to  the  farm  in  a 
basket,  and  it  always  had  a  place  by  him  at  the 
table.  He  loved  flowers— not  as  a  boy-botanist  or 
gardener,  but  as  a  companion  who  understood 
their  thoughts.  He  pitied  dead  leaves  and  dry 
weeds  because  their  lives  were  ended  and  they 
would  never  know  summer  again  or  grow  glad 
with  another  spring.  Even  in  that  early  time  he 
had  that  deeper  sympathy  which  one  day  would 
offer  comfort  to  humanity  and  make  every  man 
his  friend. 

But  we  are  drifting  away  from  Sam  Clemens's 
school-days.  They  will  not  trouljle  us  much 
longer  now.  More  than  anything  in  the  world 
Sam  detested  school,  and  he  made  any  excuse  to 
get  out  of  going.  It  is  hard  to  say  just  why, 
unless  it  was  the  restraint  and  the  hours  of  con- 
finement. 

The  Square  in  Hannibal,  where  stood  the 
school  of  Mr.  Cross,  was  a  grove  in  those  days 
with  plum  trees  and  hazel  bushes  and  grape  vines. 
When  spring  came,  the  children  gathered  flowers 
at  recess,  climbed  trees,  and  swung  in  the  vines. 
It  was  a  happy  place  enough,  only— it  was  school. 
To  Sam  Clemens,  the  spelling-bee  every  Friday 
afternoon  was  the  one  thing  that  made  it  worth 
while.  Sam  was  a  leader  at  spelling — it  was  one 
of  his  gifts;  he  could  earn  compliments  even  from 
Mr.  Cross,  whose  name,  it  would  seem,  was  re- 
garded as  descriptive.  Once,  highly  inspired, 
Sam  wrote  on  his  slate : 

Cross  hy  name  and  Cross  by  nature, 
Cross  jumped  over  an  Irish  potater. 

John  Hriggs  thought  this  a  great  effort  and  urged 
the  author  to  write  it  on  the  l)lackboard  at  noon. 
Sam  hesitated. 

"Oh,  pshaw  !"  said  John,  "/  would  n't  Ije  afraid 
to  do  it." 

"I  dayc  you  to  do  it,"  said  Sam. 

This  was  enough.  While  Mr.  Cross  was  at 
dinner,  John  wrote  in  a  large  hand  the  fine 
couplet.  The  teacher  returned  and  called  the 
school  to  order.  He  looked  at  the  blackboard, 
then  searchingly  at  John  Briggs.  The  handwrit- 
ing was  familiar. 

"Did  you  do  that?"  he  asked  ominously. 

It  was  a  time  for  truth. 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  John. 

"Come  here  !"  And  John  came  and  paid  hand- 
somely for  his  publishing  venture.  Sam  Clemens 
expected  that  the  author  would  be  called  for 
ne.xt ;  but  perhaps  Mr.  Cross  had  exhausted  him- 
self on  John.  Sam  did  not  often  escape.  His 
back  kept  fairly  warm  from  one  "frailing"  to  the 
next. 

Yet  he  usually  wore  one  of  the  two  medals 
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offered  in  that  school— the  medal  for  spelling. 
Once  he  lost  it  by  leaving  the  first  "r"  out  of 
February.  Laura  Hawkins  was  on  the  floor 
against  him.  and  he  was  a  gallant  boy.  If  it  had 
only  been  Buck  Brown  he  would  have  spelt  that 
and  all  the  other  months  backwards,  to  show  off. 
There  were  moments  of  triumph  that  almost 
made  school  worth  while ;  the  rest  of  the  time  it 
was  prison  and  servitude. 

But  then  one  day  came  freedom.  Judge  Clem- 
ens, who,  in  spite  of  misfortune,  had  never  lost 
faith  in  humanity,  endorsed  a  large  note  for  a 
neighbor  and  was  obliged  to  pay  it.  Once  more 
all  his  property  was  taken  away.  Only  a  few 
scanty  furnishings  were  rescued  from  the  wreck. 
A  St.  Louis  cousin  saved  the  home,  but  the  Clem- 
ens family  could  not  afford  to  live  in  it.  They 
moved  across  the  street  and  joined  hou.sekeeping 
with  another  family. 

Judge  Clemens  had  one  hope  left.  He  was 
candidate  for  the  clerkship  of  the  surrogate 
court,  a  good  ofiice,  and  believed  his  election  sure. 
His  business  misfortunes  had  aroused  wide  sym- 
pathy. He  took  no  chances,  however,  and  made 
a  house-to-house  canvass  of  the  district,  regard- 
less of  the  weather,  probably  undermining  his 
health.  He  was  elected  by  a  large  majority  and 
rejoiced  that  his  worries  were  now  at  an  end. 
They  were,  indeed,  over.  At  the  end  of  February 
he  rode  to  the  county-seat  to  take  the  oath  of 
office.  He  returned  through  a  drenching  storm 
and  reached  home  nearly  frozen.  Pneumonia  set 
in,  and  a  few  days  later  he  was  dying.  His  one 
comfort  now  was  the  Tennessee  land.  He  said 
it  would  make  them  all  rich  and  hapiiy.  Once  he 
whispered : 

''Cling  to  the  land;  cling  to  the  land  and  wait. 
Let  nothing  beguile  it  away  from  you." 

He  was  a  man  who  had  rarely  displayed  affec- 
tion for  his  children.  But  presently  he  beckoned 
to  Pamela,  now  a  lovely  girl  of  nineteen,  and, 
putting  his  arm  around  her  neck,  kissed  her  for 
the  first  time  in  years. 

"Let  me  die,"  he  said. 

He  did  not  speak  again.  A  little  more,  and  his 
worries  had  ended.  The  hard  struggle  of  an  up- 
right, impractical  man  had  come  to  a  close.  This 
was  in  March,  1847.  John  Clemens  had  lived 
less  than  forty-nine  years. 

The  children  were  dazed.  They  had  loved  their 
father  and  honored  his  nobility  of  purpose.  The 
boy  Sam  was  overcome  with  remorse.  He  re- 
called his  wildness  and  disobedience,  a  thousand 
things  trifling  enough  at  the  time,  but  heart- 
breaking now.  Boy  and  man,  Samuel  Clemens 
was  never  spared  by  remorse.  Leading  him  into 
the  room  where  his  father  lay,  his  mother  said 


some  comforting  words  and  asked  him  to  make 
her  a  promise.  He  flung  himself  into  her  arms, 
sobbing : 

"I  will  promise  anything,  if  you  won't  make  me 
go  to  school  !     Anything  !" 

After  a  moment  his  mother  said  : 

"No,  Sammy,  you  need  not  go  to  school  any 
more.  Only  promise  me  to  be  a  better  boy.  Prom- 
ise not  to  break  my  heart !" 

He  gave  his  promise  to  be  faithful  and  indus- 
trious and  upright,  like  his  father.  Such  a  prom- 
ise was  a  serious  matter,  and  Sam  Clemens,  un- 
derneath all,  was  a  serious  lad.  He  would  not 
be  twelve  until  November,  but  his  mother  felt 
that  he  would  keep  his  word. 

Orion  Clemens  returned  to  St.  Louis,  where  he 
was  receiving  a  salary  of  ten  dollars  a  week — 
high  wages  for  those  days— out  of  which  he 
could  send  three  dollars  weekly  to  the  family. 
Pamela,  who  played  the  guitar  and  piano  very 
well,  gave  music  lessons,  and  so  helped  the  fam- 
ily fund.  Pamela  Clemens,  the  original  of  Cousin 
Mary  in  "Tom  Sawyer,"  was  a  sweet  and  noble 
girl.  Henry  was  too  young  to  work,  but  Sam  was 
apprenticed  to  a  printer  named  Ament,  who  had 
recently  moved  to  Hannibal  and  bought  a  weekly 
paper,  "The  Courier."  Sam  agreed  with  his 
mother  that  the  printing  trade  oft"ered  a  chance 
for  further  education  without  attending  school, 
and  then,  some  day,  there  might  be  wages. 

Chapter  \"II 

the  .\pprextice 

The  terms  of  Samuel  Clemens's  apprenticeship 
were  the  usual  thing  for  that  day:  board  and 
clothes  — "more  board  than  clothes,  and  not  much 
of  either,"  Mark  Twain  used  to  say. 

"I  was  supposed  to  get  two  suits  of  clothes  a 
year,  but  I  did  n't  get  them.  I  got  one  suit  and 
took  the  rest  out  in  Ament's  old  garments,  which 
did  n't  fit  me  in  any  noticeable  way.  I  was  only 
about  half  as  big  as  he  was,  and  when  I  had  on 
one  of  his  shirts,  I  felt  as  if  I  had  on  a  circus- 
tent.  I  had  to  turn  the  trousers  up  to  my  ears  to 
make  them  short  enough." 

Another  apprentice,  a  huge  creature  named 
Wales  McCormick,  was  so  large  that  Ament's 
clothes  were  much  too  small  for  him.  The  two 
apprentices,  fitted  out  with  their  employer's  cast- 
off  garments,  were  amusing  enough,  no  doubt. 
Sam  and  Wales  ate  in  the  kitchen  at  first,  but 
later  at  the  family  table  with  Mr.  and  l\Irs. 
Ament  and  Pet  McMurry,  a  journeyman  printer. 
McMurry  was  a  happy  soul,  as  one  could  almost 
guess  from  his  name.  He  had  traveled  far  and 
learned  much.    What  the  two  apprentices  did  not 
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already  know,  Pet  jMcAIurry  could  teach  them. 
Sam  Clemens  had  promised  to  be  a  good  boy,  and 
he  was  so,  by  the  standards  of  boyhood.  He  was 
industrious,  regular  at  his  work,  quick  to  learn, 
kind  and  truthful.  Angels  could  hardly  be  more 
than  that  in  a  printing  office.  But  when  food 
was  scarce,  even  an  angel  —  a  young  printer-angel 
—could  hardly  resist  slipping  down  the  cellar 
stairs  at  night  for  raw  potatoes,  onions,  and  ap- 
ples, which  they  cooked  in 
the  office,  where  the  boys 
slept  on  a  pallet  on  the  floor. 
Wales  had  a  wonderful  way 
of  cooking  a  potato  which 
his  fellow-apprentice  never 
forgot. 

How  one  wishes  for  a  pho- 
tograph of  Sam  Clemens  at 
that  period !  But  in  those 
days  there  were  only  da- 
guerreotypes, and  they  were 
expensive  things.  There  is 
a  letter  though,  written  loni; 
afterward  by  Pet  AlcMurry 
to  Mark  Twain,  which  con- 
tains this  paragraph : 

"If  your  memory  extendi 
so  far  back,  you  will  recall 
a  little  sandy-haired  boy  of 
nearly  a  quarter  of  a  centurx 
ago,  in  the  printing  office  ai 
Hannibal  over  the  Britting- 
ham  drug-store,  mounted 
upon  a  little  box  at  the  case,  who  used  to  love 
to  sing  so  well  the  expression  of  the  poor  drunken 
man  who  was  supposed  to  have  fallen  by  the 
wayside,  '//  et'cr  I  get  up  again,  I  'II  stay  up  — 
if  I  kin.'  " 

And  with  this  portrait  we  must  be  content  —  we 
cannot  doubt  its  truth. 

Sam  was  soon  office  favorite  and  in  time  be- 
came chief  stand-by.  When  he  had  been  at  the 
work  a  year,  he  could  set  type  accurately,  run  the 
job  press  to  the  tune  of  "Annie  Laurie,"  and  he 
had  charge  of  the  circulation.  That  is  to  say,  he 
carried  the  papers — a  mission  of  real  importance, 
for  a  long  sagging  span  of  telegraph-wire  had 
reached  across  the  river  to  Hannibal,  and  Mexi- 
can war  news  delivered  hot  from  the  front  gave 
the  messenger  a  fine  prestige. 

He  even  did  editing,  of  a  kind.  That  is  .to  say, 
when  Ament  was  not  in  the  office  and  copy  was 
needed,  Sam  hunted  him  up,  explained  the  situ- 
ation, and  saw  that  the  necessary  matter  was 
produced.  He  was  not  ambitious  to  write  — not 
then.  He  wanted  to  be  a  journeyman  printer, 
like  Pet,  and  travel  and  see  the  world.     .Some- 


times he  thought  he  would  like  to  be  a  clown,  or 
"end  man''  in  a  minstrel  troupe.  Once  for  a 
week  he  served  as  subject  for  a  traveling  hyp- 
notist and  was  dazzled  by  his  success. 

But  he  stuck  to  printing  and  rapidly  became  a 
neat,  capable  workman.  Ament  gave  him  a  daily 
task,  after  which  he  was  free.  By  three  in  the 
afternoon  he  was  likely  to  finish  his  stint.  Then 
he  was  off  for  the  river  or  the  cave,  joining  his 
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old  comrades.  Or  perhaps  he  would  go  with 
Laura  Hawkins  to  gather  wild  columbine  on  the 
high  cliff  above  the  river,  known  as  Lovers'  Leap. 
When  winter  came  these  two  sometimes  went  to 
Bear  Creek,  skating ;  or  together  they  attended 
parties,  where  the  old-fashioned  games  "Ring- 
around-Rosy"  and  "Dusty  Miller"  were  the  chief 
amusements. 

In  "The  Gilded  Age,"  Laura  Hawkins  at  twelve 
is  pictured  "with  her  dainty  hands  propped  into 
the  ribbon-bordered  pockets  of  her  apron  .  .  . 
a  vision  to  warm  the  coldest  heart  and  bless  and 
cheer  the  saddest.''  That  was  the  real  Laura, 
though  her  story  in  that  book  in  no  way  resem- 
bles the  reality. 

It  was  just  at  this  time  that  an  incident  oc- 
curred which  may  be  looked  back  upon  now  as  a 
turning-point  in  Samuel  Clemens's  life.  Coming 
home  from  the  office  one  afternoon,  he  noticed  a 
square  of  paper  being  swept  along  by  the  wind. 
He  saw  that  it  was  printed  — was  interested  pro- 
fessionally in  seeing  what  it  was  like.  He  chased 
the  flying  scrap  and  overtook  it.  It  was  a  leaf 
from  some  old  history  of  Joan  of  .\rc,  and  pic- 
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tured  the  hard  lot  of  the  "maid"  in  the  tower  at 
Rouen,  reviled  and  mistreated  by  her  ruflfian  cap- 
tors. There  were  some  paragraphs  of  descrip- 
tion, the  rest  was  pitiful  dialogue. 

Sam  had  never  heard  of  Joan  before — he  knew 
nothing  of  history.  He  was  no  reader.  Orion 
was  fond  of  books,  and  Pamela  ;  even  little  Henry 
had  read  more  than  Sam.  But  now,  as  he  read, 
there  awoke  in  him  a  deep  feeling  of  pity  and 
indignation,  and  with  it  a  longing  to  know  more 
of  the  tragic  story.  It  was  an  interest  that  would 
last  his  life  through,  and  in  the  course  of  time 
find  expression  in  one  of  the  rarest  books  ever 
written. 

The  first  result  was  that  Sam  began  to  read. 
He  hunted  ui)  everything  he  could  find  on  the 
.subject  of  Joan,  and  from  that  went  into  French 
history  in  general  — indeed,  into  history  of  every 
kind.  Samuel  Clemens  had  suddenly  become  a 
reader— almost  a  student.  He  even  began  the 
study  of  languages,  German  and  Latin,  but  was 
not  able  to  go  on  for  lack  of  time  and  teachers. 

He  became  a  hater  of  tyranny,  a  champion  of 
the  weak.  Watching  a  game  of  marbles  or  tops, 
he  would  remark  to  some  offender  in  his  slow 
drawling  w^ay : 

"You  must  n't  cheat  that  boy.'' 

And  the  cheating  stopped,  or  trouble  followed. 

Ch.apter  \TII 

Orion's  p.aper 

A  H.\NNiB.\L  paper,  the  "Journal,"  was  for  sale 
under  a  mortgage  of  five  hundred  dollars,  and 
Orion  Clemens,  returning  from  St.  Louis,  bor- 
rowed the  money  and  bought  it.  Sam's  two  years' 
apprenticeship  with  Anient  had  been  completed, 
and  Orion  felt  that  together  they  could  carry  on 
the  paper  and  win  success.  Henry  Clemens,  now 
eleven,  was  also  taken  out  of  school  to  learn  type- 
setting. 

Orion  was  a  better  printer  than  proprietor. 
Like  so  many  of  his  family,  he  was  a  visionary, 
gentle  and  credulous,  ready  to  follow  any  new 
idea.  Much  advice  was  offered  him,  and  he  tried 
to  follow  it  all. 

He  began  with  great  plans  and  energy.  He 
worked  like  a  slave  and  did  not  spare  the  others. 
The  paper  was  their  hope  of  success.  Sam,  espe- 
cially, was  driven.  There  were  no  more  free 
afternoons.  In  some  reminiscences  written  by 
Orion  Clemens  in  later  life,  he  said: 

"I  was  tyrannical  and  unjust  to  Sam.  He  was 
swift  and  clean  as  a  good  journeyman.  I  gave 
him  'takes,'  and  if  he  got  through  well,  I  be- 
grudged him  the  time  and  made  him  work  more." 

Orion  did  not  mean  to  be  unjust.     The  strug- 


gle against  opposition  and  debt  was  bitter.  He 
could  not  be  considerate. 

The  paper  for  a  time  seemed  on  the  road  to 
success,  but  Orion  worked  too  hard  and  tried  too 
many  schemes.  His  enthusiasm  waned  and  most 
of  his  schemes  turned  out  poorly.  By  the  end  of 
the  year  the  "Journal"  was  on  the  down  grade. 

In  time,  when  the  need  of  money  became  great, 
Orion  made  a  trip  to  Tennessee  to  try  to  raise 
something  on  the  land  which  they  still  held  there. 
He  left  Sam  in  charge  of  the  paper,  and,  though 
its  proprietor  returned  empty-handed,  his  journey 
was  worth  while,  for  it  was  during  his  absence 
that  Samuel  Clemens  began  the  career  that  would 
one  day  make  him  Mark  Twain. 

Sam  had  concluded  to  edit  the  paper  in  a  way 
that  would  liven  up  the  circulation.  He  had 
never  written  anything  for  print,  but  he  believed 
he  knew  what  the  subscribers  wanted.  The  edi- 
tor of  a  rival  paper  had  been  crossed  in  love, 
and  was  said  to  have  tried  to  drown  himself. 
Sam  wrote  an  article  telling  all  the  history  of 
the  aft'air,  giving  names  and  details.  Then  on 
the  back  of  two  big  wooden  letters,  used  for  bill- 
printing,  he  engraved  illustrations  of  the  victim 
wading  out  into  the  river,  testing  the  depth  of 
the  water  with  a  stick. 

The  paper  came  out.  and  the  demand  for  it 
kept  the  Washington  hand-press  busy.  The  in- 
jured editor  sent  word  that  he  was  coming  over 
to  thrash  the  whole  ''Journal"  staff',  but  he  left 
town  instead,  for  the  laugh  was  too  general. 

Sam  also  wrote  a  poem  which  startled  orthodox 
readers.  Then  Orion  returned  and  reduced  him 
to  the  ranks.  In  later  years  Orion  saw  his  mis- 
take. 

"1  could  have  distanced  all  competitors,  even 
then.  "  he  wrote,  "if  I  had  recognized  Sam's  abil- 
ity and  let  him  go  ahead,  merely  keeping  him 
from  offending  worthy  persons." 

Sam  was  not  discouraged.  He  liked  the  taste 
of  print.  He  sent  two  anecdotes  to  the  Phila- 
delphia ".Saturday  Evening  Post."  Both  were 
accepted  — without  payment  of  course  in  those 
ilays — and  when  they  appeared,  he  walked  on  air. 
This  was  in  1851.  Nearly  sixty  years  later  he 
said : 

"Seeing  them  in  jirint  was  a  joy  which  rather 
exceeded  anything  in  that  line  I  have  ever  expe- 
rienced since.  ' 

However,  he  wrote  nothing  further  for  the 
"Post."  Orion  printed  two  of  his  sketches  in  the 
"Journal,''  which  was  the  extent  of  his  etTorts 
at  this  time.  None  of  this  early  work  has  been 
preserved.  Files  of  the  "t'ost"  exist,  but  the 
sketches  were  unsigned  and  could  hardly  be  iden- 
tified. 
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The  Hannibal  paper  dragged  along  from  year 
to  year.  Orion  could  pay  nothing  on  the  mort- 
gage—financial matters  becoming  always  worse. 
He  could  barely  supply  the  plainest  food  and 
clothing  for  the  family.  Sam  and  Henry  got  no 
wages,  of  course.  Then  real  disaster  came.  A 
cow  got  into  the  office  one  night,  upset  a  type- 
case,  and  ate  up  two  composition  rollers.  Some- 
what later  a  fire  broke  out  and  did  considerable 
damage.  There  was  partial  insurance,  with 
which  Orion  replaced  a  few  necessary  articles ; 
then  to  save  rent  he  moved  the  office  into  the 
front  room  of  the  home  on  Hill  Street,  where 
they  were  living  again  at  this  time. 

Samuel  Clemens,  however,  now  in  his  eigh- 
teenth year,  felt  that  he  was  no  longer  needed  in 
Hannibal.  He  was  a  capable  workman,  with  lit- 
tle to  do  and  no  reward.  Orion,  made  irritable 
by  his  misfortunes,  was  not  always  kind.  Pamela, 
who  meantime  had  married  well,  was  settled  in 
St.  Louis.  Sam  told  his  mother  that  he  would 
visit  Pamela  and  look  about  the  city.  There 
would  be  work  in  St.  Louis  —  there  was  sure  to  be 
—and  at  good  wages. 

He  was  going  farther  than  St.  Louis,  but  he 
dared   not   tell   her.     Jane    Clemens,   consenting, 

{To  lie, 


sighed  as  she  put  together  his  scanty  belongings. 
Sam  was  going  away.  He  had  been  a  good  boy 
of  late  years,  but  her  faith  in  his  resisting  powers 
was  not  strong.  Presently  she  held  up  a  little 
Testament. 

"I  want  you  to  take  hold  of  the  other  end  of 
this,  Sam,"  she  said,  "and  make  me  a  promise." 

The  slim,  wiry  woman  of  forty-nine,  gray- 
eyed,  tender  and  resolute,  faced  the  fair-cheeked 
youth  of  seventeen,  his  eyes  as  piercing  and  un- 
wavering as  her  own.  How  much  alike  they 
were ! 

"I  want  you,"  Jane  Clemens  said,  "to  repeat 
after  me,  Sam,  these  words :  I  do  solemnly  swear 
that  I  will  not  throw  a  card  or  drink  a  drop  of 
liquor  while  I  am  gone." 

He  repeated  the  vow  after  her,  and  she  kissed 
him. 

"Remember  that,  Sam,  and  write  to  us,"  she 
said. 

"And  so,"  writes  Orion,  "he  went  wandering 
in  search  of  that  comfort  and  advancement  and 
those  rewards  of  industry  which  he  had  failed 
to  find  where  I  was — gloomy,  taciturn,  and 
selfish.  I  not  only  missed  his  labor;  we  all  missed 
his  abounding  activity  and  merriment." 
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THE  GREAT  WAR 

Early  in  October,  after  long  hesitation,  Bulgaria 
decided  to  cast  her  lot  with  Germany  and  Aus- 
tria. Then  the  eyes  of  the  world  w-ere  turned 
from  the  battle-fields  of  France  and  Russia  to 
Serbia :  for,  as  soon  as  Bulgaria's  assistance  was 
secured,  the  Teutons,  with  an  army  said  to  com- 
prise 400,000  men,  promptly  moved  across  the 
Danube  and  captured  Belgrade  and  other  Serbian 
cities.  The  Great  War  now  took  on  a  new  lease 
of  life.  The  Allies  rushed  troops  to  Serbia  with 
the  view  to  check  the  Teutons,  who  plainly  had 
started  out  to  cut  their  way  to  Constantinople. 

With  the  opening  of  the  campaign  in  the  Bal- 
kans, the  world  began  to  see  more  clearly  than  it 
had  seen  before  that  one  of  the  great  prizes  for 
which  the  nations  are  contending  is  Constanti- 
nople. \\'hat  Germany  now  really  wants  most  is 
the  thing  she  began  to  fight  for  when  a  few  weeks 
ago  she  crossed  into  Serbia  — an  undisputed,  un- 
obstructed path  to  Constantinople.  Give  her  this, 
and  she  plans  to  establish  railway  connections 
across  Asia  Minor  to  the  head  of  the  Persian 
Gulf,  and  draw  to  herself  the  trade  of  the  Orient, 
the  commercial  prize  of  the  ages.  Great  Britain 
sees  that  if  she  allows  Germany  to  link  Berlin 
with  Constantinople,  British  trade  with  the 
Orient  will  suffer  incalculable  loss.  So  the  Eng- 
lish people  will  fight  with  all  their  might  to  check 
the  advance  of  the  Teutons  in  the  Balkans.  Rus- 
sia likewise  will  see  her  plans  shattered  if  the 
Germans  reach  Constantinople.  Russia  hopes 
that,  when  the  war  is  over,  Constantinople  will 
be  freed  from  the  Turks,  and  that  Russian  trade 
will  have  an  outlet  to  the  Mediterranean.  So  it 
is  with  Russia  as  with  Great  Britain :  both  na- 
tions feel  that  they  must  do  their  utmost  to  pre- 
vent Germany  from  reaching  the  goal  of  Con- 
stantinople. This  is  why  there  was  so  much  ex- 
citement throughout  the  world  at  the  opening  of 
the  campaign  in  the  Balkans.     Men  knew  that  a 


struggle  for  the  greatest  of  all  commercial  prizes 
had  begun,  and  they  felt  that  the  struggle  would 
be  long  and  bitter. 

An  incident  of  the  month  served  to  reveal  how 
great  are  the  horrors  and  cruelties  of  war  even 
when  the  strife  is  between  civilized  nations.  Miss 
Edith  Cavell  was  an  English  nurse  working 
among  the  soldiers  in  Belgium.  Out  of  humanity 
and  love  for  her  country  she  assisted  imperiled 
soldiers  in  Brussels  to  escape  from  Belgium 
and  some  of  them  returned  later  to  the  ranks  of 
the  Allies.  Her  offense  under  the  rules  of  the 
military  law  of  Germany  is  punishable  by  death; 
so,  having  been  tried  and  found  guilty,  she  was 
condemned  to  die.  A  firing  squad  of  German 
soldiers  was  ordered  to  carry  out  the  sentence, 
and  the  order  was  obeyed.  Under  so  strict  a 
military  system,  the  gates  of  mercy  are  closed 
against  woman  as  well  as  man.  If  rulers  con- 
templating an  appeal  to  arms  would  picture  in 
their  minds  the  horrors  and  cruelties  involved, 
if  they  would  recall  incidents  like  that  of  the 
shooting  of  Edith  Cavell — they  might  not  be  so 
ready  to  unchain  the  dogs  of  war.  Indeed,  they 
might  not  unchain  them  at  all. 

THE  RECOGNITION  OF  CARRANZA 

We  saw  in  the  last  number  of  The  W.\tch 
Tower  that  in  September  all  the  signs  pointed  to 
the  recognition  of  Carranza  as  the  official  head  of 
the  Mexican  Republic.  In  October  this  came  to 
pass :  our  own  Government  and  six  republics  of 
South  and  Central  .\merica  formally  recognized 
X'enustiano  Carranza  as  the  "chief  executive" 
of  Mexico,  and  it  was  understood  that  France, 
(iermany,  Austria,  and  other  European  countries 
would  soon  follow  the  example  of  the  United 
States.  The  reason  why  Carranza  was  given  the 
preference  over  \'illa  and  others  was  that  he 
controlled  more  of  the  territory  of  Mexico  than 
any  other  leader  and  seemed  the  man  best  fitted 
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to  preserve  law  and  order  in  the  republic.  \'illa 
was  still  in  arms  against  Carranza  but  appar- 
ently his  power  was  growing  less.  Indeed,  the 
followers  of  Villa  were  regarded  by  many  as 
outlaws  and  bandits  rather  than  representatives 
of  an  orderly  government. 

The  recognition  of  Carranza  was  really  a  mild 
form  of  intervention  in  the  affairs  of  Mexico. 
Having  chosen  to  favor  the  Carranza  faction,  the 
United  States  now  must  do  what  it  can  to  sup- 
port and  uphold  the  government  which  it  has 
recognized.  President  Wilson  has  already  issued 
a  proclamation  stopping  the  importation  of  arms 
and  ammunition  to  \'illa  and  the  other  enemies 
of  Carranza.  In  return  for  this  support,  our 
Government  will  expect  Carranza  to  protect  the 
lives  of  foreigners  in  JMe.xico  and  to  keep  peace 
along  the  Mexican  border.  If  Carranza  is  nc^t 
able  to  do  this,  if  he  is  helpless  to  prevent  the 
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killing  of  Americans  and  other  foreigners  in 
Mexico,  and  if  he  cannot  check  the  raids  upon 
the  border,  what  will  our  Government  do  then  ? 
Will  it  still  be  possible  to  continue  the  policy  of 
"watchful  waiting"?  Does  the  recognition  of 
Carranza  mean  the  end  of  our  troubles  with  Mex- 
ico, or  does  it  mean  that  our  troubles  have  only 
begun  ? 

BETTER  TIMES  I\  THE 
LABOR  WORLD 

IiV  The  \\'.\tch  Tuwer  for  September  attention 
was  called  to  the  unrest  which  had  prevailed 
among  working-men  almost  everywhere  during 
the  summer.  During  the  fall  there  was  still  much 
turmoil  in  the  labor  world,  but  there  was  less 
lawlessness  and  violence  than  there  were  in  July 
and  August.    In  September  there  were  more  than 


150  strikes  involving  more  than  150.000  working- 
men.  Most  of  the  strikers  were  mechanics,  gar- 
ment-workers, street-railway  employees,  and  min- 
ers. But,  notwithstanding  this  unrest,  there  were 
])lain  signs  of  improvement.  The  movement  to- 
ward shorter  hours  gained  strength  in  all  parts 
of  the  country.  In  a  number  of  instances  employ- 
ers granted  an  eight-hour  day  without  the  em- 
ployees resorting  to  the  strike.  Then  there  were 
many  increases  in  wages.  More  than  200,000 
wage-earners  had  their  pay  increased,  while  there 
were  no  reports  of  wages  having  been  reduced. 
Still  another  sign  was  the  falling-off  of  the  num- 
ber of  the  unemployed.  Not  for  eight  years  past 
have  there  been  so  few  idle  men  as  there  were 
in  September  and  October.  These  favorable  con- 
ditions were,  of  course,  due  in  part  to  a  greater 
demand  for  labor,  for  in  many  lines  of  production 
there  were  calls  for  more  workers,  and  they  were 
also  partly  due  to  the  fact  that  the  tide 
of  immigration  was  flowing  very  low  and 
few  foreigners  were  coming  in  to  join  the 
ranks  of  those  seeking  jobs.  Already  the 
check  in  immigration  is  having  its  effect 
upon  our  industrial  life. 


THE  NEW  EDUCATION 

.-\  SURVEY  of  the  school  world  shows  that 
our  educational  system  is  undergoing  a 
change  that  will  cause  the  school  of  the 
future  to  be  strangely  different  from  the 
school  of  to-day.  In  the  past,  and  largely 
in  the  present,  too,  the  chief  aim  of  the 
teacher  has  been  to  train  the  pupil's  mind. 
and  in  this  training  the  text-book  has 
])layed  a  most  important  part.  Up  to  the 
present  time  in  almost  all  schools  it  has 
been  books,  books,  books.  But  recently 
the  educational  air  has  been  full  of  plans  for 
a  school  in  which  the  hand  as  well  as  the 
mind  shall  be  trained  and  in  which  machines 
will  be  as  important  as  books.  Unless  all  signs 
fail,  the  school  of  the  future  is  to  furnish 
the  jiupil  with  a  vocational  education,  that  is, 
it  is  to  fit  him  for  some  vocation  or  occupa- 
tion. In  other  words,  the  chief  aim  of  our 
schools  in  the  future  will  be  to  give  the  pupils 
a  trade  at  which  they  can  earn  a  living.  Pupils 
will  learn  while  they  are  in  school  the  things 
which  up  to  this  time  they  have  learned  outside 
after  their  school-days  were  over.  If  the  plans 
of  the  new  system  are  fully  carried  out.  the  pupil 
will  first  be  given  an  opportunity  to  find  out 
what  vocation  he  is  best  fitted  to  follow,  and  will 
then  be  trained  to  do  the  very  kind  of  work  which 
must  be  done  bv  the  actual  worker  in  that  calling. 
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The  teachers  who  give  the  instruction  will  be 
themselves  thoronshly  trained  in  the  vocation  or 
trade  for  which  they  prepare 
their  pupils ;  they  will  be 
accomplished  electricians,  car- 
penters, metal-w-orkers,  print- 
ers, plumbers,  weavers,  spin- 
ners, milliners,  seamstresses, 
cooks,  farmers,  housekeepers. 
Only  a  few  thoroughly  or- 
ganized vocational  schools 
have  thus  far  been  estab- 
lished, yet  all  over  the  country 
there  is  a  demand  for  the 
training  they  give,  and  in 
many  places  the  demand  is 
meeting  with  a  response. 
Gary,  Indiana,  has  become 
famous  for  the  wide  range  of 
vocational  guidance  which  is 
given  in  the  schools  of  that 
city,  and  many  of  the  schools 
of  New  York  City  are  undertaking  to  conduct 
their  work  after  the  fashion  of  the  ( iary  schools. 
In  the  schools  of  Si)ringfield,  Massachusetts,  and 
in  those  of  Rochester,  New  York,  a  great  deal  of 
such  work  is  being  done.  But  more  significant 
than  the  efforts  of  individual  cities  are  the  laws 
which  are  being  passed  for  establishing  a  regular 
system  of  vocational  training.  In  Indiana  a  law 
has  been  passed  which  makes  such  education  a 
fundamental  and  essential   feature  of  the  public 


school,  the  idea  of  the  law  being  that  every  boy 
and  girl  in  the  State  shall  be  fitted  for  some  form 
of  useful  manual  labor,  either  in  the  home,  or  on 
the  farm,  or  in  the  shop.  Laws  providing  for 
vocational  education  have  also  been  passed  in 
Pennsylvania,  New  Jersey,  New  York.  \Viscon- 
sin,  and  Massachusetts. 

\\  hat  is  the  meaning  of  this  "new  education"? 
Why  are  these  vocational  schools  being  estab- 
lished? The  answer  is  easy  to  give:  they  are 
being  established  to  meet  new  industrial  needs. 
Every  leading  nation  is  fast  becominga  great  work- 
shop in  which  goods  are  made  to  be  sold  in  the 
markets  of  the  world.  The  succes.^  of  a  nation 
in  the  field  of  international  trade  depends  upon 
the  skill  and  efficiency  of  the  workers  at  home. 
(jermany  has  made  wonderful  progress  as  a  com- 
mercial nation,  and  it  is  generally  believed  that 
her  success  has  been  largely  due  to  her  system  of 
vocational  training.  .\s  a  rule,  when  a  boy  leaves 
a  (jerman  school,  he  is  fitted  to  earn  his  living 
at  some  i)articular  trade  which  he  has  learned 
while  at  school.  Other  nations,  the  United  States 
among  them,  are  beginning  to  profit  by  the  ex- 
ample of  Germany  and  are  planning  to  send  out 
from  the  schools  armies  of  workers  trained  for 
the  industrial  warfare  in  which  every  progressive 
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nation  is  engaged.  This  is  the  meaning  of  the 
new  education;  this  is  why  we  are  hearing  so 
much  of  vocational  trainins'. 


.  CORN  CLUBS  AND  PIG  CLUBS 

Ix  the  training  of  youths  for  the  vocation  of 
farming,  in  one  sense  the  most  important  of  all, 
our  Government  is  showing  a  great  deal  of  inter- 
est.   Among  many  of  the  things  which  Uncle  Sam 
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is  doing  for  the  farmer,  one  of  the  most  useful 
is  the  instruction  which  he  is  giving  to  boys  in 
the  methods  of  tilling  the  soil  in  a  way  that  will 
yield  the  largest  results.  By  means  of  his  great 
Department  of  Agriculture  at  \\'ushington  he  is 
organizing,  throughout  the 
country,  boys'  and  girls'  clubs 
for  the  purpose  of  aiding 
young  people  to  become 
efficient  and  more  contented 
farmers  and  home-builders. 
Under  the  auspices  of  the 
Department  are  conducted 
corn  clubs,  garden  clubs,  can- 
ning clubs,  sugar-beet  clubs, 
potato  clubs,  tomato  clubs, 
poultry  clubs,  pig  clubs, 
bread  clubs.  Altogether  these 
clubs  have  a  membership  of 


is  being  done  by  the  corn  clubs  and  the  pig  clubs. 
To  each  of  the  boys  belonging  to  the  corn  club 
there  is  given  a  small  plot  of  land  — an  acre  or  a 
half  acre  — to  till,  and  to  the  boy  who  raises  the 
most  corn  on  his  plot  is  given  a  prize,  provided 


TlIK  I.ARGK  pic;  ON'  TIIK  KTGHT  WAS  k AIsKl)  BY  A  PIG- 
Cl.lB  BUY  A.ND  IS  6  MONTHS  OLD.  THE  SMALL  HOG 
WAS   RAISED   BY  THE    FATHER    AND    IS  2  YEARS  OLD. 


about  250,000.  The  clubs  are  often  formed  un- 
der the  leadership  of  the  county  superintendent 
of  schools,  or  of  some  of  the  teachers  under  him, 
but  the  practical  work  of  the  clubs  is  supervised 
by  an  officer  of  the  Department  of  Agriculture 
known  as  the  county  demonstration  agent.  There 
are  already  more  than  iioo  of  these  county 
agents  scattered  over  the  country,  and  it  is  the 
plan  of  the  Department  to  have  such  an  agent 
in  every  county  in  the  United  States.  Since  there 
are  about  3000  counties  altogether,  when  the  De- 
partment shall  have  completed  its  plans  it  will 
have  3000  agents  at  work  helping  farmers  to 
solve  the  problems  of  farm  life. 

Of  the  various  kinds  of  clubs  which  have  been 
organized,  none  are  doing  more  useful  work  than 


JERRY  MOORE,  OF  SOUTH  CAROLINA,  A  MEMBER  OF 
A  BOYS'  CORN  CLUB,  AND  PART  OF  HIS  228Ji 
BUSHELS  OF   CORN   PRODUCED    ON    I   ACRE   IN    I9I0. 

not  by  the  Department,  but  by  bankers  or  mer- 
chants or  other  public-spirited  citizens  of  the 
community  in  which  the  boys  do  their  work.  The 
prizes  differ  in  kind.  One  of  the  most  desirable 
prizes  is  a  free  trip  to  the  city  of  Washington. 
Other  prizes  which  have  been  offered  are:  fifty 
dollars  in  gold;  a  first-class  bicycle;  a  double- 
barreled  shot-gun ;  a  gold  watch  ;  a  fine  colt ;  a 
fifteen-dollar  suit  of  clothes.  The  county  demon- 
stration agent  meets  members  of  the  club  at  the 
county  court-house  or  at  some  other  convenient 
place  and  tells  them  how  to  prepare  the  soil, 
what  kind  of  seed  to  select,  what  kind  of  ferti- 
lizers to  use,  when  to  plant,  how  to  cultivate,  etc. 
As  a  rule,  three  meetings  of  the  club  at  three 
different  times  in  the  year  are  sufficient  to  give 
the  boys  all  the  instruction  they  need.  The  results 
obtained  in  1914  by  boys  belonging  to  these  clubs 
are  astonishing.  Last  year  Earl  Zeller,  a  cham- 
jiion  club-boy  of  Iowa,  raised  on  an  acre  of  land 
139  bushels  of  corn  at  a  cost  of  $12.15.  Carl 
Graves,  of  Soso,  Mississippi,  raised  202  bushels 
at  a  cost  of  $29.29.  There  were  334  cases  in 
which  the  yield  was  one  hundred  bu.shels  or 
more.  How  very  big  these  yields  are  is  seen 
when  we  remember  that  the  average  farmer  is 
mighty  glad  to  raise  50  or  60  bushels  of  corn  to 
the  acre.  The  pig  clubs  have  been  organized  for 
the  purpose  of  complementing  the  work  of  the 
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corn  clubs.  At  the  pig  club  the  boy  learns  how 
to  sell  his  corn  to  the  best  advantage  by  feeding 
it  to  a  pig  and  caring  for  the  pig  in  a  proper 
manner.  In  the  State  of  Georgia  alone  more 
than  1500  young  people  are  enrolled  in  the  pig 
clubs.  The  results  of  the  pig  club  work  are  also 
astonishing.  At  the  State  fair  in  Louisiana  a 
member  of  a  boys'  pig  club  exhibited  a  pig  twelve 
months  old  which  weighed  500  pounds.  Good  luck 
to  the  corn-club  boys  and  the  pig-club  boys,  for 
they  are  working  in  the  right  direction  !  In  these 
times  of  high  food  prices  it  is  of  the  first  im- 
portance to  have  efficient  farmers. 

THE  WORLD  A  WHISPERING- 
GALLERY 

Men  who  are  not  very  old  can  remember  when 
the  world  was  startled  by  the  news  that  liy  means 
of  an  invention  called  the  telephone  the  human 
voice  could  be  carried  along  a  wire  and  heard 
at  a  distance  of  ten  or  fifteen  miles.  The  tele- 
phone which  Alexander  Graham  Bell  invented  in 
1876  was  only  a  toy,  and  it  would  carry  the  voice 
only  a  short  distance.  But  as  improvements  were 
made,  the  distance  grew  greater  and  greater,  until 
at  last  one  could  speak  at  a  telephone  in  New 
York  and  his  voice  could  be  heard  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. Wonderful  as  the  telephone  was,  it  was 
soon  followed  (in  1901)  by  an  invention  even 
more  wonderful  —  the  wireless  telegraph.  But 
now  comes  the  most  wonderful  invention  of  all 
— the  ivireless  telephone.  Inventors  for  many 
years  have  been  trying  to  find  a  way  to  telephone 


long  distances  without  wires,  and  at  last  their 
labors  have  been  rewarded.  A  few  weeks  ago  at 
.\rlington  (near  the  city  of  Washington),  where 
there  is  a  great  tower  at  which  experiments  in 
wireless  telephony  may  be  tried.  Captain  \V.  H. 
Bullard,  of  the  Navy,  talked  to  a  man  in  the 
Eififel  Tower  at  Paris,  and  his  voice  was  plainly 
heard.  Captain  Bullard  said  that,  although  he 
was  familiar  with  the  land  telephone  and  the 
wireless  telegraph,  he  was  thrilled  when  he  found 
that  he  could  speak  in  Washington  and  be  heard 
in  Paris.  "What  do  you  think  of  the  probabili- 
ties of  talking  around  the  world  by  wireless  tele- 
phony?" Captain,  Bullard  was  asked.  "The  hu- 
man voice,"  he  replied,  "can  girdle  the  globe  with 
as  much  ease  as  it  was  heard  across  the  Atlan- 
tic. It  is  just  a  question  of  building  the  wire- 
less towers."  Those  who  are  familiar  with  the 
workings  of  the  wireless  telephone  tell  us  that  the 
day  is  not  far  distant  when  the  .'Secretary  of  the 
Navy,  sitting  in  his  office  at  Washington,  will  be 
able  to  take  his  telephone  receiver  off  its  hook 
and  talk  in  person  with  the  commander  of  any 
American  battle-ship  in  any  part  of  the  world. 
According  to  Mr.  J.  J.  Carty,  the  man  who  di- 
rected the  experiments  which  led  to  the  wonder- 
ful talk  between  .\rlington  and  Paris,  it  will  be 
possible  for  any  one  to  telephone  from  a  wireless 
telephone  tower  and  be  put  in  communication  with 
any  one  anyivhcrc.  for  the  waves  which  are  sent 
out  from  a  wireless  telephone  go  in  all  directions 
and  reach  everywhere.  Thus  the  marvelous  in- 
vention bids  fair  to  make  the  world  a  vast  whis- 
pering-gallery. 
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BY  MARGARET  JOHNSON 

"I  THOUGHT  I  'd  make  my  Christmas  gifts,  and  s'prise  them  all.  you  see; 

I  love  to  sew  !"  said  little  Juliet. 
"But  I  guess  I  '11  have  to  hurry,  'cause  to-morrow  's  Christmas  day. 

And  I  have  n't  got  my  needle  threaded  yet !  ' 


HWSTm    OMES 


When  Christmas  comes. 

I  never  mind  the  cold. 
I  h'ke  to  get  up  prompt 
an'  go  to  school, 

An'  do  my  sums, 
An'  clean  the  walks  'thout  waitin'  to  be  told— 

Though  I  like  sleddin'  better,  as  a  rule, 
Or  buildin'  forts—     But  nothin'  ain't  so  bad. 
When  Christmas  comes. 

When  Christmas  comes.  I  'd  just  as  lief  give  half 
My  cooky  to  the  baby,  an"  take  care 
About  the  crumbs. 
It  's  fun  to  make  the  little  fellow  laugh. 

An'  I  don't  mind  his  taggin'  ev'rywhere. 
He  can't  help  bein'  little  !     /  'm  not  mad 
When  Christmas  comes. 

When  Christmas  comes.  I  don't  forget  to  give 
My  shoes  a  wipe,  an'  scrub  my  ears  a  lot 
Till  my  head  hums. 

Mother  says,  "That  boy  's  too  good  to  live  I" 
I  'm  not  'fraid  of  dyin',  'cause  I  "m  not 
fferent  from  always— only  glad 
When  Christmas  comes  ! 


lONGER  ago  than  you 
ever  heard  of.  and  far- 
ther away  than  you 
ever  dreamed,  the  great 
Tree-master  went  out  to  make  the  trees. 

Now  the  making  of  trees  was  a  most  important 
matter,  and  the  Tree-master  put  his  whole  mind 
to  it.  He  made  all  sorts  of  trees  to  use  for 
building  houses  and  making  things  to  furnish  the 
houses.  Oak,  maple,  elm,  ash,  mahogany,  rose- 
wood, and  many  more,  as  you  well  know. 

Then  he  made  all  sorts  of  trees  to  bear  food: 
fruits,  nuts,  olives,  and  queer  things  like  bread- 
fruit and  cocoannts. 

And  he  made  lovely  trees  just  to  look  pretty. 
He  made-dogwood,  magnolia,  horse-chestnut,  and 
holly. 

Then  the  Tree-master  gave  each  tree  its  or- 
ders about  blooming  blossoms  and  bearing  fruit, 
and  at  last  the  Tree-master  thought  his  work  was 
about  done,  and  he  turned  to  go  away. 

"Oh,  please,  sir,"  said  an  anxious  little  voice, 
"are  n't  vou  going  to  give  me  anvthing  nice  to 
do?" 

"Who  is  speaking?"  growled  the  Tree-master, 
in  a  voice  of  thunder. 

"It  s  only  I,"  and  a  very  trembly  tone  reached 
his  ear.  "I  'm  a  little  fir-tree,  and  T  'm  neither 
beautiful  nor  useful." 

"You  're  good  enough,"  said  the  Trcc-mastcr. 
as  he  glanced  at  the  i)oor  little  thing.  "Behave 
yourself,  and  no  one  will  notice  you." 

Rut  they  did  notice  her.  The  springtime  came, 
and  all  the  fruit-trees  put  on  their  beautiful  blos- 
som-frocks, and  they  jeered  at  the  forloni  little 
fir-tree. 

"Mo!"  said  the  apple-tree,  "look  at  my  pink 
and  white  garb.  Is  it  not  exquisite?  Don't  you 
wish  you  could  be  dressed  like  this?" 


The  poor  little  fir-tree  looked  on  with  longing 
eyes,  but  she  was  too  crushed  to  reply. 

"And  see  mine  !"  vaimted  the  peach-tree.  "Was 
there  ever  such  a  perfect  shade  of  color  as  I 
wear?     How  it  is  set  off  by  my  green  leaves!" 

The  little  fir-tree,  though  tempted  to  envy 
them,  had  a  generous  heart,  and  she  said,  "Your 
clothes  are  indeed  beautiful,  O  Apple-tree  and 
Peach-tree !  I  never  saw  more  delicate  and 
lovely  coloring.  Indeed.  I  wish  I  might  dress  like 
that !     I  hate  my  old  dull  needles  !" 

"And  see  me!"  cried  the  cherry-tree;  "after 
all,  there  's  nothing  more  beautiful  than  my  pure 
white  with  touches  of  feathery  green." 

"True,  true,"  agreed  the  little  fir-tree.  "The 
colors  are  all  so  lovely,  I  scarce  know  which  to 
choose." 

The  fruit-trees  tossed  their  blossomy  branches, 
and  showers  of  dainty  petals  fell  all  around. 

"Oh  !"  cried  the  little  fir-tree,  enraptured,  "I 
never  saw  anything  so  wonderful !  If  only  I  had 
been  made  like  that !" 

But  the  fruit-trees  paid  little  heed  to  the  fir- 
tree's  lament,  they  were  so  busy  admiring  them- 
selves and  flaunting  their  glories  to  the  breeze. 

Then  the  wood  trees  broke  into  their  soft 
spring  greens. 

"Look  at  me!"  said  a  young  maple,  proudly; 
"is  not  my  pale  yellowy  green  as  lovely  as  the 
pink  and  white  of  the  fruit-trees?" 

And  gazing  at  the  delicate  shade  of  the  tiny 
leaves,  the  little  fir-tree  admitted  that  it  was. 

"Oh,"  she  said,  with  a  deep  sigh,  "if  I  could 
have  that  soft  li.ght  green  to  wear,  I  would  n't 
ask  for  pink  blossoms!  I'lUl  how  I  hate  my  old 
dull  needles  !" 

riie  oaks  and  elms  put  out  their  young  green 
also,  and  the  feathery  willows  down  by  the  brook 
waved  young  withes  like  fairy  wands. 
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As  every  fresh  lieauty  unfolded,  the  poor  little 
fir-tree  wept  anew  and  wished  the  Tree-master 
had  given  her  the  Hke.  But  so  engrossed  were 
the  tree";  in  watching  their  own  decorations  that 
they  paid  small  heed  to  the  sad  little  fir-tree. 

And  then  summer  came.  The  fir-tree  felt  sure 
new  heauties  would  come  to  the  trees,  and  she 
almost  hoped  .some  wonderful  change  might  come 
to  her.     But  she  watched  and  waited  in  vain. 

The  others,  though  !  Ah.  how  they  reveled  in 
their  happiness  ! 

The  fruit-trees  fairly  laughed  aloud  under  their 
happiness  of  fruit !  Saucy  red  cherries,  crimson 
velvet  peaches,  mellow  golden  apples,  dewy  pur- 
ple plums,  everywhere  a  riot  of  color,  fragrance, 
and  sweetness ! 

How  they  boasted  ! 

"Ah,  little  fir-tree,"  they  said ;  "what  would 
you  give  for  glories  like  these?" 

And  the  poor,  forlorn  little  fir-tree  shook  with 
sorrow  to  her  very  heart  as  she  replied.  "Ah,  if 
I  might  be  like  that  !" 

"Too  bad,"  said  the  peaches,  carelessly,  and 
they  went  about  their  business,  which  was  to 
hold  their  soft  cheeks  up  toward  the  sun  that  he 
might  kiss  them  till  they  blushed. 

"Yes,  too  bad  !"  chattered  the  pears,  not  heed- 
ing what  they  were  saying,  as  they  swayed  gently 
on  their  stems  while  they  slowly  ripened  to  a 
golden  and  rosy  glow. 

The  poor  little  fir-tree  shuddered  at  their  cruel 
indifference,  which  was  even  harder  to  bear  than 
their  outright  scorn. 

And  the  shade-trees  were  just  as  bad. 

And  then  autumn  came.  Oh.  the  triumphs  of 
the  trees  then  !  The  wonderful  flaming  banners 
of  scarlet  and  gold  that  they  flung  out  to  dazzle 
all  nature !  The  rich  depths  of  bronze  and  crim- 
son that  lurked  mysteriously  in  their  thick 
foliage  ! 

The   little   fir-tree   marveled.     "Is   there   no      , 
end     to     their     magnificence?"     she 
thought ;  "must  I  ever  see  more  and 
more  of  these  wonders  that  I  may  not 
share?" 

And  the  poor  little  thing  wept  until 
her  needles  lay  in  a  pool  all  round  her 
feet.  The  willows  down  by  the  brook 
saw  her  and  they  wept  in  sympathy. 
The  little  fir-tree  saw  the  weep- 
ing willows  and  she  was  gratefu 
for    their    kind    thought,    but    so 
saddened   was  she  that  she  only 
wept  more  needles  to  the  ground. 


.And  the  nut-trees  !  They  shook  their  nuts  in 
her  very  face,  and  taunted  her  afresh  with  her 
uselessness  and  her  lack  of  beauty. 

The  little  fir-tree  thought  she  would  die. 
And     then     the     Tree-master     came     walking 
around.     "Hey,  hey,  what  's  this?"  he  exclaimed, 
as  he  saw  the  sadness  of  the  little  fir-tree. 

In  a  burst  of  woe,  the  fir-tree  told  him  all  her 
trials  and  sorrows. 

"Oh.  pooh,  pooh."  said  the  old  Tree-master. 
who  was  really  most  kind-hearted,  "have  you 
forgotten  this?  All  through  the  winter  the  other 
trees  will  be  shivering  and  shaking  in  bare 
boughs.  They  will  have  no  beauty  and  they  will 
be  sad  and  forlorn.  You  will  be  green  and  hand- 
some, and  then  you  can  ask  them  why  they  look 
so  ugly  and  downcast." 

The  fir-tree  cheered  up  a  little,  for  though  not 
\indictive,  she  had  lieen  so  scorned  by  the  other 
trees  that  she  v^-as  glad  to  look  pretty  in  the  win- 
ter when  the}'  were  forlorn  and  bare. 

And  yet,  somehow,  she  felt  it  was  not  enough. 
To  be  sure  she  was  green  and  glossy  and  shapely, 
and  all  the  other  trees  looked  really  ugly :  but 
she  had  no  gay-colored  blossoms  and  no  rich 
fruits  or  nuts. 

The  kind  old  Tree-master  laughed  when  he 
beard  this.  He  was  not  so  busy  now,  and  he 
could  listen  to  the  troubles  of  his  little  fir- 
tree. 

"ITo!  ho!"  he  said;  "so  you  want  fruit  and 
flowers,  do  you?  Well,  I  rather  guess  we  can  fix 
that !  Hereafter  you  shall  bear  wonderful  fruit 
and  flowers  and  nuts  every  winter,  when  the 
other  trees  are  impatiently  waiting  for  spring. 
.Vnd  the  blossoms  and  fruits  you  show  shall  far, 
far  excel  anything  they  have  ever  flaunted  in 
your  face  !" 

The  little  fir-tree  could  scarcely  believe  this 
good  news.    But  it  was  true. 

The  Tree-master  ordered  that  she  should  be 
the  Christmas  Tree  I 

And  so,  every  winter,  the  fir-tree 
blossoms  out  in  marvelous  blooms  of 
color   and   gold  !      Her   branches   are 
hung   with   wondrous    fruits   such   as 
never  grew  on  a  summer  tree !    Nuts 
are    there,    and    more    holly    berries 
than     the     holly-tree     herself     ever 
showed  !    And  high  above,  crown- 
ing the  glorified  little  fir-tree,  the 
i^^»*v     Christmas    star    sheds    its    rays 

Mm 


in  a  blessing  never  bestowed 
on  anv  other  tree  ! 
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BY  J.  D.  WHITNEY 


CHARACTERS 

Sanla  Clans.    Siiozi'  Queen 

PROLOGUE 

(Sfinlccii  before  the  drof-etirlain  by  the  person  who 
is  to  take  the  pari  of  Santa  Clans) 

Ladies  and  gentlemen  — and  grown-up  people:  This 
evening  we  are  going  to  present  a  sensational  and 
scintillating  spectacular  drama  entitled  "Mr.  S. 
Claus's  Predicament." 

This  is  tlie  first  time  it  has  been  given  on  any  stage 
in  the  world  — also  the  first  time  in  America. 

It  has  been  put  on  at  tremendous  cost,  and  Santa 
Clans  has  been  engaged  especially  for  this  produc- 
tion, regardless  of  expense,  on  this  the  busiest  night 
of  the  year  for  him. 

We  want  to  say  that  we  have  with  us  to-night  the 
only  real,  genuine,  authentic  Santa  Claus. 

We  are  pleased  to  be  able  to  give  this  show  before 
so  stylish  and  handsome  an  audience.  In  fact,  on 
looking  at  you  all  a  second  time.  I  see  that  you  are 
the  politest'  and  most  intelligent  company  that  ever 
came  together  to  see  a  play.  Therefore  we  shall  ask 
you  to  be  kind  enough  to  keep  your  seats  until  the 
end  of  the  show,  and  please  do  not  throw  anything. 
except  bou(|uets.  at  the  actors. 

The  first  scene  shows  Santa  Claus  in  his  workshop 
at  the  North  Pole,  and  bis  friend,  the  Snow  Queen, 
calling  on  him.  After  that  you  will  be  able  to  follow 
the  plot  yourselves. 

As  it  is  a  long  way  to  the  North  Pole,  the  orchestra 
will  first  play  Mr.  MacDowell's  piece  called  "To  a 
Wandering  Ice-chest"  — excuse  me— "Ice-friT^";  and, 
if  you  listen  carefully,  you  will  liear  the  icebergs 
clinking  against  each  other.  (Exit  ) 


SCENE  I 

(Tlie  i\.'Ork-shol'  of  Santa  Clans.  At  the  left  arc  seen 
andirons  and  the  glow  from  an  open  fireplace;  at  the 
back,  a  work-bench  strewn  with  toys,  dolls,  and  sei'- 
cral  very  large  books.  O'i'cr  the  bench  is  a  long  lozc 
Ti'iiirfoTi'  through  which  blue  sky  and  a  moon  arc 
seen.  At  the  close  of  the  piano  solo  the  curtain  rises, 
and  Santa  Claus  is  discovered,  sitting  opposite  the 
fire,  7i'orking  on  a  toy.  The  whistle  of  the  z^'ind  is 
heard.) 

S-Xow  QuEEX  (speaking  off  the  stage).  Good-by, 
North  Wind,  good-by. 

(She  peers  in  at  the  windozi;  zcaz'ing  her  light- 
tipped  wand.  Finallx  Santa  Claus  looks  up  and  sees 
her.) 

S.\XT.\  Cl.\us.     Evening,  Snow  Queen ! 

Sxow  Queen  (entering).  Evening,  Santy! 

S.^NTA  Cl.\us.    Howdy!  Step  right  into  the  shanty. 

(Snozi'  Queen  trips  forxcard  throzdng  Santa  Claus 
a  kiss.) 

Mercy !     I  've  known  some  charming  misses. 
But  none  that  threw  me  sucli  frosty  kisses. 
Come  and  get  warm. 

(He  picks  up  a  shaz^ing  and  puts  it  on  the  fire.) 

Snow  Queen  (laughing).    Oh.  Santy!  you  joker! 
S.\NT.\  Cl.M's  [motioning  to  the  zcand).    Just  stir 

up  the  fire  a  bit  with  that  poker. 
Sxow  Queen.     Now,  Santy.  you  know  if  I  came 

near  the  fire. 
I  "d  melt,  and  your  little  Snow  Queen  would  expire. 
S.\NT.-\  Cl.\us.     Oh,  yes,  I  know.  Snow  Queen, 

you  're  made  out  of  ice. 
Snow  Queen.    I  love  to  be  cold. 
S.\XTA  Cl.\us.  Well,  you  're  chilly  — but  nice. 


164 


SANIA    CLAUS   AND    THE    SNOW    QUKKN 


«""^  _  T  *  r: 


.65 


166 


MR.  S.  CLAUS'S    PREDICAMENT 


[Dec, 


(Hf  places  his  hands  on  Ihr  Snoiv  Queen's  shoul- 
ders, but  Quickly  wilhdra'tCS  them,  blou'S  on  his  fin- 
gers, and  extends  his  hands  to  the  fire.) 

Snow  Queen.     North  Wind  and  I  have  been  out 
for  a  lark. 
Whistling  down  chimneys  of  folks  after  dark; 
Rattling  the  windows  and  blowing  the  leaves; 
Hanging  np  icicles  under  the  eaves; 
Piling  up  snow  on  the  roofs  of  the  houses; 
Puffing  cold  breezes  up  sleeves  and  through  blouses. 
Santa  Claus.    There  is  n't  much  snow  down 
Haworth^  way, 
They  tell  me  it  feels  like  the  middle  of  May. 
Snow  Queen.     No  snow? 
Santa  Claus.  Just  so  ! 

Snow  Queen.  W'ell,  if  tliat  's  how  it  feels, 

It  must  be  nice  for  the  automobiles. 
Santa  Claus.    Yes,  but  how  are  my  reindeer  going 
to  go 
If  tlie  roofs  around  Haworth  are  n't  covered  wuh 

snow  ? 
Oh,  beautiful  Snow  Queen,  please  hustle  right  down 
And  spread  a  snow-blanket  deep  over  the  town. 
Else  how  do  you  think  I  can  get  any  toys 
To  all  those  dozens  of  girls  and  boys? 

Snow  Queen.     I  really  don't  see  how  you  ever 
remember 
Who  all  of  them  are— as  you  do  each  December. 
Santa  Claus.    Oh,  I  jot  down  a  list— their  names, 
and  their  looks. 
And  how  they  behave  — in  these  little  books. 

(He  selects  one  of  the  large  2'olunies  from  the 
work-bench,  muttering  "Let  's  see  — tetter  H,"  and  sits 
dozen  in  front  of  the  fire.  Sno7\.'  Queen  kneeling 
beside  hint,  playfully  zvaz'ing  her  lighted  li'and  about 
Ills  head.) 

Let  's  see!     Here  's  Jack.'  and  Beth,  and  Pink. 

And  a  boy  named  — Donald  Knapp.  I  think; 

Here  's  Harry  Blake,  and  Gladys  Graeme, 

And  another  family  — what  is  their  name?  — 

Wh\ — Whitney,  surely!     Kate  and  Polly, 

They  're  all  in  here  — oh  yes  — how  jolly! 

Snow  Queen.  Have  all  these  children  been  very 
good? 

If  they  'd  seen  that  book  they  surely  would. 

Santa  Claus  {producing  a  book  about  an  inch 
square).  There  are  n't  many  bad  ones— just  this 
minute. 

This  book  is  for  thent—  (laughing,  and  speaking  be- 
hind his  hand)  but  there  are  n't  any  in  it! 

No,  all  these  children  are  very  nice; 

You  never  have  to  speak  to  them  twice. 

If  only  some  snow  were  on  the  roads 

I  'd  take  them  candy  and  toys  in  loads. 
Snow  Queen   (going  to  the  door  and  ■zi'az'ing  her 
wand).     North  Wind,  come  quickly! 

White  snow,  fly  thickly ! 

I  '11  see,  Santa,  dear,  you  have  plenty  of  snow. 

The  groinid  will  be  white  wherever  you  go. 

North  Wind  and  T 

To  Haworth  will  fly 

And  give  you  good  sleighing.    Dear  Santa,  good-by! 

Santa  Claus  (as  Snow  Queen  starts  to  go  out). 
And,  Snow  Queen,  I  'm  terribly  busy  this  year. 
And  the  chimneys  are  smaller  than  ever,  1  hear; 
So,  lest  I  be  late  and  you  don't  hear  my  team. 
Give  each  sleeping  youngster  a  nice  Christmas  dream. 

1  Local  names  may  be  substituted  for  those  used  in  the  text. 


(Exit  Snoii'  Queen;  Santa  Claus  waves  to  her  at 
the  windozc.  Then  as  he  sits  down  and  resumes  his 
work  the  curtain  falls.) 


SCENE  II 

(A  nursery  bedroom.  Big  dolls  asleep  in  doll-beds. 
A  while  curtain  hangs  across  the  back  of  the  scene. 
The  open  fire  throws  out  a  soft  glow.  Sno'M  Queen 
enters  and  stoops  over  the  sleeping  children.) 

Snow  Queen.     Tired  of  waiting!     Asfeep  in  their 
beds! 
I  must  put  some  beautiful  dreams  in  their  heads. 

(She  zvaves  her  wand  over  each  child,  making  the 
wand  shine  as  she  does  so.  Then  she  sils  do'wn  in 
the  obscurity  of  one  side  of  the  stage,  and  the  re- 
flecting lantern  throzcs  pictures  of  Santa  Claus  and 
other  Christtnassy  subjects  on  the  sheet.  The  "fire" 
should  be  put  out  for  this,  and  the  lantern  should  not 
be  seen  by  the  audience.  Some  one  reads  aloud 
"The  A'ight  before  Christmas."  the  lantern  thron'itig 
on  the  sheet  pictures  from  an  illustrated  edition  of 
the  poem.) 

SCENE  III 

(Christmas  tree,  decorated  but  unlighted,  stands  at 
the  back  of  the  stage,  dimly  visible  in  the  light  cast 
by  the  open  fire.  Snow  Queen  enters  and  c.ramines 
the  tree  by  the  light  of  her  zcand.) 

Snow  Queen.    No  candles?    That  is  tragic! 
This  is  the  time  for  magic!  (ivaving  her  wand). 
Tree,  light!      (Button   is  pressed  behind  the  scenes 
and  Ihe  tree  lights.) 

Shine  bright ! 
Santa  Claus  is  here  to-night. 

(Snozi'  Queen  vnnislies,  and  Santa  Claus  appears, 
carrying  his  pack,  stepping  from  the  wing  zvhere  the 
fire  is,  seeming  to  have  come  do'u'n  the  cJiimney.) 

Santa  Claus.    Plie'i'!    That  's  a  warm  welcome, 
sure  enough ! 
Suppose  I  'd  stuck  with  all  this  stuff? 
But  here  I  am,  and  here  's  my  pack. 
With  gifts  for  Molly,  Beth,  and  Jack. 
Tliere  's  one  for  you.  just  over  there ; 
And  one  for  you— behind  that  chair. 
Let  each  come  quickly  when  I  call  — 
Then  — Merry  Christmas— one  and  all! 

(The  presents  or  favors  are  distributed.) 


DIRECTIONS  FOR  STAGING 

An  ordinary  parlor  can  readily  be  arranged  as 
shown  in  the  following  diagram.  .\  light  strip  of 
wood  extends  across  the  room,  about  half-way  to 
the  back  of  tlie  stage.  From  this  sheets  are  hung,  at 
the  right  hand  to  hide  the  tree  in  the  lirst  scene,  and 
across  from  side  to  side  for  the  second  scene. 

The  scenery  for  the  workshop,  in  the  original 
production  of  this  play,  was  built  out  of  wood  fs 
inch  thick,  and  made  in  adjustable  parts,  so  as  to  be 
set  up  and  taken  down  quickly.  The  window  was  an 
old  piece  of  narrow  sash  laid  lengthwise,  originally 
intended    for   a   small   stonn   window.     Cotton   and 
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MERRY    CHRISTMAS — ONE    AND    ALL. 
(  IHE   DISTRIBUTION    OF    PRESENTS    BEGINS.) 

artificial  snow  were  arranged  on  the  panes  to  re- 
semble real  snow.  The  wall  can  be  stained  brown  — 
the  weathered  white  of  the  sash  makes  a  good  con- 
trast, and  the  bench  can  be  left  the  natural  color  of 
lumber.  The  moon  and  sky  are  made  by  pasting  blue 
and  white  tissue-paper  over  a  bo.x  with  a  light  in  it. 
The  floor  is  strewn  witli  shavings. 

The  fireplace  is  arranged  by  having  a  pair  of 
andirons  project  from  between  two  curtains;  an  elec- 
tric light  bulb,  covered  with  orange  tissue-paper, 
placed  between  the  andirons  out  of  sight  of  the 
audience,  gives  the  effect  of  firelight. 

MECH.\NICAL  NOTES 

The  light  for  Snow  Queen's  wand  should  be  a  3'/j- 
volt  bulb,  whicli  can  be  bought  at  any  electrical 
store  for  ten  cents.  Use  a  five-cent  pin-socket  and 
magnet-wire.  Wind  the  wire  around  the  wand,  and 
paste  silver  paper  over  all.  Cut  one  wire  at  the 
point  where  the  hand  comes  and  attach  the  two  ends 
to  a  skeleton  push-button,  which  can  be  readily 
fastened  to  the  wand  with  a  rubber  band.  Then 
lead  the  wires  up  the  Queen's  sleeve  and  down  to  a 
small  candle-battery  fastened  at  the  waist  on  a  belt. 
Opaque  bulbs  in  the  form  of  flowers  are  very 
pretty  for  the  tree.  They  are  sold  at  electrical  stores 
in  sets  of  eight,  and  can  be  attached  to  the  house- 


circuit.  The  person  who  switches  on  the  lights  in 
Scene  III  should,  of  course,  be  concealed. 

Reflecting  lanterns,  which  can  be  used  on  the  elec- 
tric circuit,  and  which  will  project,  in  its  correct  col- 
ors, any  picture  put  in  them,  can  be  bought  in  camera 
stores,  electrical  stores,  and  toy-shops,  at  from 
three  to  fifty  dollars.  Jessie  Willcox  Smith's  illus- 
trations of  the  poem  are  very  eflfectively  shown  in 
this  way. 

.•\.  drop-curtain  can  be  easily  contrived  with  a 
couple  of  breadths  of  denim  or  some  similar  mate- 
rial, a  few  nails,  some  screw-eyes,  and  a  ball  of 
twine. 

The  lantern  should  be  used  as  a  spotlight  when  the 
Snow  Queen  enters  in  Scene  I  and  should  be  kept  on 
her  and  Santa  Clans  to  reinforce  the  firelight. 

COSTUME.S 

Santa  Cla^ts  wears  long  rubber-boots,  a  red  coat, 
trimmed  around  the  edges  with  white  "fur"  made  of 
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cotton,  a  long  white  beard,  a  touch  of  rouge  on  each 
cheek,  and  a  stripe  of  "clown's  white"  on  each  eye- 
brow. 

The  Snow  Queen  has  long  golden  hair,  and  wears 
a  flowing  white  gown  trimmed  with  cotton  and  sprin- 
kled with  artificial  snow.  On  her  head  is  a  crown 
of  pasteboard  covered  with  silver  paper.  She  carries 
a  silver  wand  with  a  small  electric  bulb  in  the  end 
of  it. 


MATURIS  AMD  SCIEMCIE  for  YOUM(G  FOJLBi^ 


HOLLY    TREES    IN    THE    NEW    POREST. 


THE  NEW  FOREST 

BY   J.  SMEATON    CHASE 

What  is  a  forest?  Probably  nineteen  persons 
out  of  every  twenty  would  answer,  "A  large 
tract  of  wooded  country,''  or  something  to  that 
effect.  And  of  course  they  would  be  right,  for 
that  is  the  meaning  of  the  term  as  it  is  now 
understood.  But  the  derivation  of  the  word,  in 
which  we  may  see  its  original  meaning,  is  from 
the  Latin  foris,  meaning  outside,  or  out  of  doors, 
that  is,  lying  outside  the  walls  of  the  park,  not 
fenced  in.  An  old  writer  thus  defines  it :  "A 
ccrten  territorie  of  wooddy  grounds  and  fruit- 
full  pastures,  priviledged  for  wild  beasts  and 
foules  of  Forest  Chase  and  Warren  to  rest  and 
abide  in,  in  the  safe  protection  of  the  King  for 
his  princely  delight  and  pleasure." 

So  much  for  the  word  forest.  iUit  one  might 
go  on  to  ask,  '"What  does  'Nevv'  mean?"  for 
anything  must  cease  to  be  new  at  some  point  of 
its  age.  So  it  is  with  the  famous  New  Forest 
of  England:  it  was  set  apart  as  a  royal  forest, 
under  the  name  of  New,  in  the  year  1079,  by 
William  the  Conqueror,  so  that   it  is  over  eight 


centuries  since  it  received  its  name  ;  while  as  to 
its  actual  age,  since  it  is  part  of  the  original  for- 
est of  Britain,  it  would  really  be  hard  to  guess 
how  old  it  may  be. 

At  the  mention  of  the  New  Forest,  one  striking 
event  comes  to  the  mind  of  every  English  boy 
and  girl.  It  was  here  that  occurred,  in  the  year 
rioo,  the  tragic  death  of  William  11,  known  as 
Rufus.  successor  to  the  Conqueror,  the  cruel  and 
wicked  son  of  a  hard  though  not,  perhaps,  cruel 
father.  The  forest  laws  of  the  Norman  kings 
seem  to  have  been  invented  as  a  special  instru- 
ment of  oppression  against  the  conquered  Sax- 
ons. A  Saxon  found  even  trespassing  within  a 
royal  forest  might  be  hanged  with  his  own  bow- 
string to  the  nearest  tree;  and  an  old  rhyme 
names  four  points  of  mere  suspicion,  any  one  of 
which  was  held  to  be  suflicient  evidence  of  guilt, — 

"Dog  draw — stable  stand. 
Back   bcrand — bloody    hand"  : 

that  is,  holding  a  dog  in  leash,  standing  concealed 
with  drawn  bow,  detected  carrying  a  ilead  deer, 
or  blood-stained  hands. 

But  to  return  to  Rufus :  — whether  he  died  by 
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murder  (hated  as  he  was  by  Xormau  and  Saxon 
ahke)  or  by  accident  has  always  been  a  matter  of 
doubt.    This  is  what  is  said  to  have  happened : 

A  French  knight,  Sir  Walter  Tyrrel,  was  visit- 
ing England  that  sum- 
mer, and  had  come  to 
pay  his  duty  to  the 
king,  who  was  staying 
at  Castle  Malwood  on 
the  edge  of  the  Forest. 
Tyrrel  was  reputed  to 
be  very  expert  as  a 
bowman,  and  one  after- 
noon was  invited  to 
join  the  court,  hiclud- 
ing  the  king  and  his 
brother  Henry,  in  hunt- 
ing the  deer.  .A  peas- 
ant living  in  the 
neighborhood  had  that 
morning  brought  to  the 
castle  and  presented  to 
the  king  six  "quarrels," 
or  arrows,  of  fine 
workmanship.  Three 
of  themW'illiamhanded 
to  Tyrrel,  with  the 
complimentary  remark, 
"Bon  archer,  bonnes 
flcches"  (a  good  archer 
deserves  good  arrows). 
The  king  and  Tyrrel 
had  been  hunting  in 
company,  but  chanced 
to  be  at  some  little  dis- 
tance from  one  another 
when,  toward  sunset,  a 
stag  appeared  near  the 
former.  He  shot  his 
arrow,  but  the  bow- 
string broke,  and  the 
arrow  fell  short. 
'"Shoot,  Walter,  shoot, 
even  were  it  at  the 
fiend  !"  he  cried.  Tyr- 
rel shot,  and  the  arrow, 
glancing  from  a  tree, 
struck  the  king  a  mor- 
tal   wound.      He    died 

almost  instantly,  in  the  act  of  drawing  the  shaft 
from  his  body. 

Tyrrel  hastened  to  escape  from  the  country, 
while  the  others  of  the  king's  companions  scat- 
tered,—his  brother  to  \V'inchester,  to  secure  the 
crown  and  the  treasure  for  himself.  The  body 
was  left  where  it  lay  until  it  was  found  by  a 
charcoal-burner  —  and   bv   him   taken   in   his   cart 


to  Winchester  for  burial.  T!i£  man,  Purkiss  by 
name,  received  for  his  service  an  acre  or  two  of 
ground.  It  is  strange  to  learn,  though  it  appears 
to  be  a  fact,  that  the  lineal  descendants  of  that 


MUMMKNT    MAKl-CINi;    THE    .Sl'OT    WHEKTC    THE    UAK    bTDUU    1  H.\  I 
SWERVED    TYKREL'S   ARROW. 


Purkiss  still  live  in  the  Forest,  and  it  is  said  that 
down  to  a  comparatively  recent  time  one  might 
see  in  their  house  the  axletree  of  the  very  cart 
in  which  the  Red  King's  body  was  carried. 

In  the  year  1745  a  monument  was  set  up  by  an 
English  noljleman  on  the  spot  where,  as  said  in 
the  inscription,  he  had  himself  seen  growing  the 
oak   from  which  Tvrrel's  arrow  made   its   fatal 


170 


NATURE  AND  SCIENCE  FOR  YOUNG  FOLKS 


[Dec, 


swerve.  The  stone  having  become  defaced,  a 
similar  pillar  (shown  in  our  picture)  was  placed 
there  in  1841,  bearing  the  same  inscription. 

But  the  New  Forest  to-day  has  more  cheerful 
associations  — in  summer  as  one  of  the  most  de- 
lightful of  English  vacation-grounds,,  and  in 
winter  as  the  place  from  which  comes  a  great 
part  of  the  holly  that  brightens  up  the  houses  of 
Londoners  for  Christmas.  Both  in  density  of 
growth  and  in  size  and  lieauty  of  individual  trees. 


^?tfgBS^ii:yr^:;;;iSi)@?^ 


TUK    1)1, IJ    I'.XKTNKKsnn'    (IF    HOLI.V    {TUE    lUMl    (iUIJUlNi: 
mcUlM)    TIIK    TKKK),  0.\K   .AND    IVY. 

the  Forest  is  a  superb  piece  of  woodland,  and  in 
my  walks  through  it  I  could  see  no  reason  to 
question,  at  least  as  regards  some  parts,  the  truth 
of  the  old  saying  that  in  the  New  Forest  a 
squirrel  might  1)e  hunted  for  si.\  miles  and  not 
come  to  the  ground.  Many  of  the  oaks  and 
beeches  are  of  enormous  size;  Init  what  impressed 
me  most  of  all  among  the  trees  were  the  hollies. 
In  general,  the  holly  may  be  said  to  be  something 
between  a  bush  and  a  tree,  but  these  hollies  are 
quite  phenomenal  in  size,  actual  forest  trees,  and 
give  one  a  new  and  respectful  idea  of  what  hollies 


at  their  best  may  be.  The  largest  of  them  grow 
in  a  grove  near  a  spot  known  as  Thorny  Hill.  A 
few  old  ivied  oaks  are  mixed  among  them,  as  if 
to  give  an  opportunity  of  seeing  that  fine  old 
English  partnership  of  oak,  holly,  and  ivy  still 
flourishing  in  all  its  glory.  I  had  no  means  of 
measuring  the  size  of  the  trees,  but  certainly 
many  of  them  must  be  fully  twelve  feet  in  girth 
and  seventy  feet  in  height.  Here  and  there  is 
one  whose  trunk  is  distorted  into  rheumatic-look- 
ing twists  and  knots.  The  smooth,  slate-gray 
liark  gives  to  these  monsters  an  eerie  and  snake- 
like look  that,  in  conjunction  with  the  gloom  and 
silence,  is  apt  somewhat  "to  get  on  one's  nerves." 

There  are  still  a  fair  number  of  deer  roaming 
the  Forest,  both  the  "tall  red  deer."  and  also  the 
smaller  fallow  or  spotted  deer,  introduced  by 
James  L  who  also  was  fond  of  hunting,  though 
he  was  of  a  timid  and  unkinglike  character.  A 
token  of  how  slowly  things  change  even  now  in 
quiet  old  England  is  the  fact  that  to-day.  as  in 
Rufus's  time,  charcoal-burning  is  one  of  the  in- 
dustries of  the  Forest.  And  in  the  names  of 
some  of  the  localities  one  gets  a  hint  of  things 
old  and  strange.  For  instance,  there  are  Prior's 
.\cre,  and  Dane's  Slough,  and  King's  Copse, 
while  the  name  of  Puckpits  brings  up,  especially 
to  those  who  know  Kipling's  delightful  tale, 
"Puck  of  Look's  Hill,"  all  sorts  of  whimsical, 
quaint  ])ossibilities.  (If  you  have  not  read  it,  let 
me  suggest  that  you  put  it  down  at  once  as  num- 
ber one  on  the  list  of  things  to  be  enjoyed,  and 
hunt  it  up  without  delay.) 

The  Forest  is  naturally  a  great  place  for  wild 
life,  and  it  is  pleasant  to  recall  that  when,  a  few 
years  ago,  ex-President  Roosevelt  was  in  Eng- 
land, after  his  African  hunting-trip,  he  stole  the 
time  from  banquets,  speeches,  and  receptions,  to 
make  a  tramp  across  the  forest  in  the  company 
of  Sir  Edward  Grey,  the  British  foreign  secre- 
tary, also  a  keen  lover  of  outdoor  things  and  a 
writer  of  charming  books  upon  them.  That  is  a 
fine  itica,  is  n't  it?  an  ex-President  of  the  United 
States  and  a  most  important  and  responsible 
member  of  the  British  cabinet  .going  off  together 
for  a  heel-and-toe  tramp,  and  talking,  not  of 
tariffs  and  treaties,  but  of  trees,  squirrels  and 
wild-flowers.  It  makes  one  w-onder  whether  it 
could  not  somehow  be  managed  that  once  every 
year  or  two  the  heads  of  the  six  or  eight  greatest 
nations  should  meet,  say  in  their  different  coun- 
tries in  rotation,  and  start  off  all  together  some 
fine  morning,  each  man  with  his  lunch  in  his 
pocket,  for  an  all-day  spin  across  country.  I  am 
inclined  to  believe  that  they  would  all  be  ready, 
round  the  dinner-table  that  night,  to  enter  into 
a  general  peace  treaty  to  last  for  all  time. 
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BIRDS  AS   TRAVELERS 

i:V    FRANK    M.  CHAPMAN 

Ctt7-nto7-  of  Oi-ttitlwlogy,  A  merican  Mits.'iiiii  of  Natural 

History^  Neiu  J  'ork 

Birds  are  the  greatest  travelers  in  the  world. 
Some  other  animals  also  make  long  journeys. 
The  fur-bearing  seals  that  pass  the  summer  on 
the  Pribilof  Islands  in  Bering  Sea  go  as  far 
south  as  southern  California  in  the  winter.  The 
caribou  or  reindeer  of  the  barren  grounds  which 
border  the  Arctic  Ocean  travel  southward  in  the 
fall  to  find  food  and  shelter  in  the  spruce  and 
balsam  forests  of  the  interior  of  British  America. 

Shad  and  salmon  leave  the  sea  and  swim  often 
hundreds  of  miles  up  rivers  to  lay  their  eggs. 
Certain  locusts,  which  are  called  grasshoppers, 
and  some  butterflies  go  long  distances.  But  not 
one  of  these  creatures  can  compare  with  the  bird 
as  a  traveler. 

It  is  true  that  man  makes  longer  journeys  than 
birds  do.  But  it  is  also  true  that  he  could  not 
make  them  without  help  from  other  men.  He 
might  walk  where  there  was  land,  but  he  would 
need  days  to  go  as  far  as  a  bird  could  go  in  an 
hour.  And  when  he  comes  to  the  sea,  he  re- 
quires a  sailing-vessel  or  steamer  with  charts  and 
maps  and  compass  to  aid  him  in  finding  the  way. 
And  in  the  hold  there  must  be  food  for  the  use 
of  the  crew  and  passengers  during  the  voyage. 

But  the  bird-traveler  asks  help  from  no  one. 
He  has  no  use  for  locomotives,  automobiles,  or 
steamships.  He  carries  no  chart  and  no  compass, 
and  he  can  go  with  ease  to  parts  of  the  world 
which  it  took  man  many  years  to  reach  ;  and  to 
some  parts  of  the  world  still  unknown  to  us. 


Think  of  the  ex- 
jilorers  amid  the 
ice  and  snow  of 
the  Arctic !  \A'ith 
what  difficulty  they 
fight  their  way  through 
the  ice-floes.  At  times 
they  find  it  impossible  to 
advance.  They  are  in 
frequent  danger  of  be- 
ing crushed  by  the  grinding  ice-fields;  and  while 
they  struggle  bravely  onward,  gulls  may  go 
calmly  floating  by  overhead  without,  perhaps, 
even  making  a  stroke  of  their  long,  powerful 
wings. 

Or  in  the  Antarctic,  penguins  slip  through  the 
river-like  leads,  or  openings  in  the  ice;  or,  like 
feathered  submarines,  dive,  when  their  path  on 
the  surface  is  closed  to  travel,  and  move  even 
more  easily  under  the  water  than  on  it. 

There  are  mountain-tops  so  high  and  so  steep 
that  man  has  never  succeeded  in  climbing  them. 
But  the  birds  may  use  them  as  resting-places  and 
soar  about  in  the  sky  far  above  them. 

So  I  think  we  may  safely  say  that  the  bird  is 
not  only  the  greatest  of  aviators,  but  that  he  is 
also  the  greatest  of  travelers.  Not  even  man 
can  excel  him. 

X'ow  to  travel  is  one  of  the  most  interesting 
things  we  can  do.  We  may  see  beautiful  scenery, 
wonderful  cities,  and  strange  people.  There  is 
no  end  to  the  experiences  which  may  befall  the 
traveler  or  to  the  opportunities  to  learn  which 
he  may  have.  But  if  we  cannot  go  to  strange 
countries  ourselves,  sometimes  the  next  best  thing 
we  can  do  is  to  read  about  the  travels  of  others.  So 
far  as  I  know,  there  is  no  way  by  which  we  can 
go  with  the  birds  on  their  travels.  Even  a  tiny 
humming-bird  could  laugh  at  the  best  aviator  if 
he  should  attempt  to  follow  him  in  an  aeroplane 
from  Canada  to  Central  America. 

Of  course  the  birds  cannot  write  books  about 
themselves.  If,  therefore,  we  cannot  either  go 
with  them  or  read  their  own  accounts  of  their 
long  journeys,  how  shall  we  learn  anything  about 
these  great  bird-travelers  ?  We  must  ask  a  natu- 
ralist who  studies  birds. 

In  the  dictionary  we  shall  find  him  defined  un- 
der the  word  "ornithologist."  which  means  a 
per.son  who  studies  and  writes  or  talks  about 
birds.     It  is  a  long  name,  but,  like  hippopotamus 


172 


NATURE  AND  SCIENCE  FOR  YOUNG  FOLKS 


[Dec, 


or  rhinoceros,  not  so  strange  when  you  become 
used  to  it. 

Then  we  shall  discover  that  there  are  various 
kinds  of  bird-students,  or  ornithologists.  Some 
of  them  study  the  food  of  birds;  others  their 
nesting  habits;  others  still  their  migration.  By 
migration,  the  ornithologist  means  travels,  though 
migration  more  exactly  describes  the  journeys  of 
birds  than  the  word  travel.  Migrations  are  more 
regular  and  are  made  with  a  more  definite  pur- 
pose ;    while   travels   may   l)e   made   at   any   time 


THE    "ENGINE       AND    FOOT  OF   THE    SU'.VLI.OW. 


THE    "ENGINE       AND   FOOT   OK  THE    BOB-WHITE. 

and  to  any  place.  So  what  is  really  meant  by 
travel,  as  we  have  been  using  the  word,  is  mi- 
gration. 

For  many  years  I  have  been  studying  the  mi- 
grations of  birds.  I  have  gone  to  their  summer 
homes  in  the  north  and  their  winter  homes  in  the 
south.    I  have  seen  them  go  and  seen  them  come. 

I  have  been  on  little  islands  in  the  seas  at 
which  they  paused  for  food,  and  on  vessels  in 
the  ocean  when  they  stopped  to  rest.  With  a  tele- 
scope I  have  watched  them  flying  at  night ;  and 
while  at  the  top  of  a  lighthouse,  I  have  had  the 
birds,  blinded  by  the  bright  rays  from  the  lantern, 
fly  against  me  as  they  tried  to  continue  their 
journey  through  the  night.  Then,  of  course,  I 
have  studied  what  other  ornithologists  have  writ- 
ten about  this  wonderful  subject  of  bird-migra- 
tion. From  what  I  have  learned  from  them  and 
from  the  birds  themselves.  I  propose  now  to  act 
as  the  birds'  historian. 

I  shall  try  to  tell  you  how  they  prepare  for  the 
journey;  how  they  find  their  way;  when  and 
where  they  go  to,  and  how  they  get  there.  And 
I  shall  be  but  a  poor  historian  if  I  do  not  arouse 
in  you  so  strong  an  admiration  for  these  skilful 
voyagers  of  the  air  that  you  will  give  them  a 
hearty  greeting  when  they  come   in  the  spring 


and  wish  them  "good  luck"  when  thev  leave  in 
the  fall. 

Preparixg  for  the  Jourxey 

Although  the  bird-traveler  has  no  trunk  to 
pack,  guide-book  to  study,  or  ticket  to  buy,  still 
he  must  make  some  preparations  for  the  journey. 

The  warbler,  which  nests  in  Alaska  and  passes 
the  winter  in  northern  South  America,  should 
not  begin  an  eight-thousand-mile  voyage  through 
the  air  over  mountains,  plains,  and  seas  unless  its 
engine  is  in  good  order  and  it  has  a  proper  sup- 
ply of  fuel. 

"But,"  you  ask.  "what  is  a  bird's  engine,  and 
where  does  it  carry  fuel  ?  " 

A  bird's  engine  is  really  its  wings  and  the 
muscles  which  move  them.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
perfect  engines  in  the  world.  It  is  simple  but 
strong:  it  works  easily,  but  it  is  powerful,  and 
rarely  gets  out  of  order. 

For  many  years  man  tried  to  make  flying-ma- 
chines which  should  have  wings  like  those  of 
birds.  But  he  never  succeeded.  He  could  not 
make  even  a  feather !  Finally,  he  discovered  that 
if  he  would  make  a  machine  that  would  fly,  he 
must  give  it  wings  and  an  engine.  So  he  con- 
structed an  aeroplane,  which  has  wide  stiff  wings, 
or  "planes,  "  measuring  about  thirty  feet  from  tip 
to  tip.  These  wings  cannot  be  flapped,  and,  in 
themselves,  they  furnish  no  power.  But  to  them 
man  added  an  engine,  driven  by  gasoline  and 
electricity.  This  engine  turns  a  long-bladed  pro- 
peller which  urges  the  aeroplane  forward,  while 
the  planes  support  it  when  it  is  in  motion. 

But  a  bird's  wing,  we  must  remember,  is  both 
plane  and  engine.  It  gives  support  as  well  as 
power.  It  is,  therefore,  a  far  more  remarkable 
machine  than  the  one  made  bv  man. 


THE   BIRDS     EXGIXE 

Xow  let  us  see  some  kinds  of  bird-engines.  Al- 
though they  all  work  on  the  same  principle,  they 
ditTer  greatly  in  shape  and  size.  We  shall  find 
that  most  birds  which  make  long  journeys  have 
one  kind  of  engine,  while  those  that  travel  but 
little  have  quite  a  different  looking  engine. 

Think  of  the  swallow's  engine !  It  is  quite  as 
long  as  the  bird  itself;  the  feathers  are  stiff  and 
strong,  and.  when  in  motion,  they  cut  the  air 
with  graceful,  sweeping  strokes,  which  send  the 
bird  forward  easily  but  at  great  speed.  A  bird 
fitted  with  such  an  engine,  we  feel  sure,  could 
make  a  very  long  journey  quickjy  and  without 
tiring  itself.  So  we  find  that  the  barn-swallow, 
which  glides  and  darts  about  our  fields  in  summer, 
goes  to  Brazil  to  spend  the  winter. 
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Now  let  us  see  the  engine  of  the  quail,  or 
bob-white.  How  short  and  round  it  is !  And 
when  the  bird  flies,  how  rapidly  it  moves  its 
wings ;  at  least  four  times  as  fast  as  does  the 
swallow !  The  bird  is  so  heavy,  its  wings  so 
small  that,  although  it  can  go  swiftly,  it  is  evi- 
dently hard  work  for  it  to  do  so.  It.  therefore, 
makes  but  a  short  flight  and  soon  drops  to  the 
ground  again.  So  we  are  not  surprised  to  find 
that  bob-white  spends  his  life  near  the  place 
where  he  was  born.  He  is  no  traveler.  Most  of 
the  time  he  lives  on  the  ground,  like  a  chicken. 
And  like  a  chicken,  he  has  large  strong  feet. 
which  not  only  carry  him  about  from  field  to 
field  in  search  of  food,  but  can  be  used  to  scratch 
for  it.  He  needs  his  engine  chiefly  to  help  him 
to  escape  quickly  from  some  prowling  fox  or 
other  enemy.     Then  he  must  go  fast  if  not  far. 

If  we  should  put  bob-white  on  an  island  where 
there  were  no  enemies  to  escape  from  and  where 
it  was  never  necessary  for  him  to  fly.  he  might, 
in  time,  wholly  lose  the  use  of  his  engine  and  be 
unable  to  fly.  Indeed,  this  has  happened  to  some 
birds  of  the  rail  and  gallinule  family.  They  have 
lived  so  long  on  islands,  where  they  never  had  to 
fly,  that  their  wings  have  become  too  small  to 
raise  them  in  the  air.  It  is  as  though  their  en- 
gines had  become  rusty  from  disuse  and  lack  of 
care. 

Not  all  the  great  bird-travelers  have  such  a 
splendid  engine  as  the  swallow.  Some  indeed, 
like  the  sora,  or  Carolina  rail,  have  such  small 
wings  that  it  is  difficult  to  understand  how  they 
fly  from  Canada  to  South  America.  But  we 
must  remember  that  their  bodies  are  light.  It  is 
not  so  much  the  size  of  the  engine  as  the  size 
of  the  train  it  draws,  that  counts. 

The  humming-bird's  wings  are  not  much  wider 
and  longer  than  one's  thumb,  but  they  are  large 
enough  to  carry  the  bird's  tiny  body  over  thou- 
sands of  miles. 

Every  one  knows  that  birds'  wings,  or  engines, 
are  made  of  feathers  growing  from  a  very  li.ght, 
but  wonderfully  strong  frame  of  bones.  Light- 
ness and  strength  are  indeed  the  main  features 
of  the  bird's  wing.  But  even  the  strongest  feath- 
ers wear  out.  Then  the  engine  must  be  re- 
paired. No  bird  wears  a  suit  of  feathers  longer 
than  one  year.  The  change  is  usually  made  in 
summer  after  the  family  has  left  the  nest  and 
learned  to  take  care  of  itself.  Then  the  old  and 
worn  feathers  drop  out,  and  fresh  ones  grow 
rapidly  in  their  places.     This  is  called  molting. 

If  the  feathers  should  fall  out  of  one  wing 
faster  than  they  did  from  the  other,  the  bird's 
flight  would  be  unbalanced.  It  would  be  crip- 
pled, like  an  aeroplane  with  only  one  plane.     Or 


if  all  the  feathers  were  to  fall  out  of  both  wings 
at  once,  the  engine  would  be  powerless.  The 
bird  could  not  get  its  food,  and  it  might  fall  a 
prey  to  its  enemies.  To  prevent  this,  the  bird's 
engines  are  repaired  in  the  most  wonderful  way. 
The  feathers  begin  to  drop  from  the  middle  of 
the  wing.  Only  two  are  lost  at  a  time,  and  they 
are  from  exactly  the  same  place  in  each  wing. 
New  ones  at  once  sprout  from  the  holes  left  by 
the  falling  feathers.  When  they  are  about  half 
grown,  two  more  feathers  are  lost  as  before,  one 
from  each  wing.  These  were  probably  the  next 
feathers  toward  the  outer  ones.  Again,  the  new 
ones  sprout  quickly.  Now  the  third  pair  is  lost. 
If  the  second  pair  fell  from  toward  the  outer- 


TUF.    BOBOLINK    IN    HIS    SPRING    SUIT,    AND    IN    HIS 
TR.WELING   COSTUME, 

most  ones,  the  third  pair  will  fall  from  toward 
the  body,  or  innermost  ones. 

So  the  repair  of  the  engine,  or  molt  of  the 
wings,  continues.  First  a  pair  from  the  outer 
half,  then  a  pair  from  the  inner.  The  process  is 
slow,  for  it  waits  on  the  growth  of  the  new  feath- 
ers. But  it  never  robs  the  engine  of  its  power. 
At  no  time  is  there  more  than  a  pair  of  feathers 
missing  from  each  wing.  The  wing  is.  there- 
fore, always  balanced,  and  the  bird  can  fly  dur- 
ing the  entire  molt. 

L^sually  it  is  not  until  the  molt  is  completed 
and  the  engine  is  in  perfect  order  that  the  bird 
starts  on  its  travels ;  but  with  some  birds,  like 
snipe,  which  nest  in  the  far  north,  the  summer 
is  so  short  that  the  birds  do  not  seem  to  have 
enough  time  after  nesting  to  change  their  clothes 
before  they  start  on  their  southern  journey. 
With  these,  the  feathers  of  the  engine  are  not 
renewed  until  late  fall  or  winter,  and  by  the 
following  summer  they  show  no  signs  of  wear 
and  tear,  but  are  as  good  as  new. 

Some  birds  prepare   for  the  journey  not  only 
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by  getting  new  wing-feathers  but  by  putting  on 
a  traveling-suit  which  permits  them  to  journey 
in  disguise,  as  it  were.  The  brilliant  scarlet 
tanager  dons  an  olive-green  costume  like  that  of 
his  mate,  though  he  keeps  his  black  wings  and 
tail.  The  black-and-buff  bobolink  takes  the 
streaked,  sparrowlike  dress  of  I\Irs.  Bobolink. 

In  many  of  the  warblers,  the  goldfinch,  the 
red-winged  blackbird  and  others,  the  bright-col- 
ored spring  males  would  not  be  recognized  in 
their  dull  fall  and  winter  plumage.  Thus  they 
are  to  some  extent  protected  by  their  plainer  col- 
ors, and  the  more  striking  marriage-costume  is 
not  put  on  until  it  is  needed  the  following  spring. 

It  now  only  remains  to  take  the  fuel  aboard. 
This,  with  birds,  is  nothing  less  than  fat.  A 
runner  training  for  a  race  tries  to  become  thin. 
But  many  birds,  when  preparing  for  a  long  jour- 
ney, put  on  a  regular  coat  of  fat.  On  it  they 
live  to  a  greater  or  less  extent  during  the  time 
of  migration.  If  the  bird  can  get  food  by  the 
way,  it  is  not  necessary  to  carry  so  much  with 
him.  Swallows  can  feed  as  they  fly.  The  war- 
blers, and  vireos,  and  other  birds  that  fly  by 
night  can  hunt  insects  during  the  day.  But  the 
plover  and  other  birds  that  travel  over  the  seas 
cannot  stop  for  meals.  Like  bears  in  winter, 
they  must  live  on  themselves ;  that  is,  on  their 
fat.     \\  hen  thev  start,  their  bodies  are  covered 


with  a  thick  layer  of  fat :  but  when  they  arrive 
at  their  journey's  end,  it  has  disappeared.  It 
was  fuel  for  the  engine. 

Even  the  birds  that  travel  overland,  where 
food  is  plentiful,  take  some  fuel  with  them.  I 
have  noticed,  when  collecting  and  preserving 
specimens  of  birds  in  South  America  in  the  spring 
for  the  American  Museum,  that  all  the  North 
-American  birds  which  were  about  to  start  on 
their  long  journey  to  their  summer  homes  were 
very  fat.  But  all  the  native  birds,  which  were 
getting  ready  to  nest,  were  practically  without 
fat.  Still  there  they  were  living  together,  eating, 
probably  much  the  same  kind  of  food.  Why  this 
food  should  make  one  bird  fat  and  the  other  thin, 
it  is  difficult  to  say.  But  we  may  be  sure  that 
in  each  case  it  was  preparing  the  bird  for  the 
work  it  had  to  do. 

{  To  i.'  contiiitu'ti. ) 

A  WONDERFUL   RAILROAD   LOOP 

.Seven  thousand  feet  above  sea-level,  among  the 
great  Himalaya  Mountains,  lies  the  town  of 
Darjeeling,  the  chief  health-station  in  Bengal, 
India,  Here  the  government  of  the  province  has 
its  summer  residence,  in  order  to  take  advantage 
of  the  delightful  climate,  as  the  temperature  rarely 
rises  above  eighty  degrees.  In  addition  to  this, 
the  residents  of  the  town  have  constantly  spread 
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before  them  the  most  wonderful  and  stupendous 
scenery,  for  the  two  highest  mountains  of  the 
world,  Kunchinjinga  and  Everest,  are  in  sight, 
and  other  great  peaks  rise  all  around  them. 

A  railroad  climbs  up  to  the 
town,  making  its  way  through 
rocky  gorges  and  over  deep 
chasms  ever  higher  and 
higher.  But  it  is  when  it  has 
almost  reached  its  destina- 
tion that  it  performs  its  most 
extraordinary  "stunt.''  For 
then  it  makes  a  complete 
double-loo^j.  being,  perhaps, 
the  only  railroad  in  the  world 
that  behaves  in  such  an  ex- 
traordinary manner.  In  the 
picture  that  we  print  with 
this,  you  can  see  where  the 
track  comes  up  on  the  right- 
hand  side  at  a  steep  slant, 
makes  a  complete  turn  and, 
at  the  left,  passes  under  its 
own  upper  level.  Then  it 
makes  another  circle  and 
comes  straight  toward  us  over  the  track  which 
shows  as  a  white  line  in  the  lower  central  part  of 
the  picture.  This  may  well  be  called  the  cork- 
screw method  of  climbing  a  mountain. 

LARGEST  HYDRAULIC  LIFT-LOCK 
IN  THE  WORLD 

The  largest  hydraulic  lift-lock  in  the  world  is  at 
Peterborough.  Canada.  It  consists  of  two  great 
steel  boxes,  or  pontoons,  moving  up  and  down 


between  guiding  towers.  When  a  boat  moves  into 
one  of  the  two  pontoons,  the  lock-gates  are  closed 
behind  it  and  water  is  pumped  into  the  other  pon- 
toon until  it  becomes  heavier  than  that  containing 
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the  boat,  which  then,  being  overweighted,  rises 
bodily  into  the  air  until  it  reaches  the  level  of 
the  upper  canal. 

The  boats  are  lifted  a  total  distance  of  sixty- 
five  feet,  the  gates  and  capstans  being  operated 
entirely  by  hydraulic  power.  The  time  of  lock- 
age for  boats  is  about  twelve  minutes,  the  actual 
time  of  the  vertical  lift  being  one  and  a  half 
minutes. 

Robert  H.  Moulton. 
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(SILVER   BADGE.) 

This  month's  St.  Nicholas  glows  with  the  Christmas 
spirit  from  cover  to  cover,  and  ri^ht  noljly  have  the 
young  folk  of  the  League  contributed  their  full  share  to 
its  Yule-tide  cheer.  In  prosf,  in  verse,  and  in  well- 
drawn  little  pictures,  our  girls  and  boys  pay  ardent 
tribute  to  the  joys  of  Christmas  time  ;  and  it  is  to  the 
credit  of  many  League  members,  too,  that  in  the  midst 
of  the  peace  and  prosperity  of  our  favored  land  they 
did  not  forget  how  sad  a  Christmas  this  of  191 5  must 
be  in  so  many  countries  beyond  the  seas.  There  were 
numerous  contributions  this  month  which  gave  eloquent 
proof  that  the  hearts  of  American  young  folk  go  out  in 
earnest  sympathy  to  the  stricken  N'ictims  of  the  embat- 
tled nations.  For  those,  therefore,  whose  stories  and 
verses  were  based  upon  some  phase  or  incident  of  the 
great   war,   we   wish   to   record  a   word   of  sincere   com- 


mendation ;  and  if  most  of  their  offerings  were  too  sad 
for  these  pages,  they  were  at  least  in  the  same  strain  as 
the  "Christmas  Bells"  of  a  favorite  American  poet, 
written  fifty  years  ago.  Perhaps  it  will  be  well  for  us 
all — perhaps  it  will  deepen  our  sympathy  and  renew  our 
faith — if,  amid  our  plenty  and  rejoicing,  we  pause  long 
enough  to  recall  a  few  of  those  lines  by  our  beloved 
Longfellow : 

I  heard  the  bells  on  Christmas  Day 
Their  old  familiar  carols  play. 
And  wild  and  sweet  the  words  repeat 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men  I 

And  thought  how,  as  the  day  had  come. 
The  belfries  of  all  Christendom 
Had  rolled  along  the  unbroken  song 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men! 


But  then,  as  now,  "the  cannon  thundered"  and  seemed 
to  drown  the  carols  in  the  roar  of  conflict. 

It  was  as  if  an  earthquake  rent 
The  hearthstones  of  a  continent 
And  made  forlorn  the  households  born 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men  ! 

And  in  despair  I  bowed  my  head  : 
"There  is  no  peace  on  earth,"  I  said  ; 
"For  hate  is  strong  and  mocks  the  song 

Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men  I" 

Then  pealed  the  bells  more  loud  and  deep  ; 
"God  is  not  dead:  nor  doth  He  sleep! 
The  Wrong  shall  fail,  the  Right  prevail. 
With  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men  I" 
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YULE-TIDE  CHEER 

BY    LOUISE    GUYOL,    JR.     (.\GE     Ijl 

Badge.     Silver  Badge  n^on  November,   1915) 
the  candles  that  glimmer  at  night, 
the  h;impers,  with  goodies  packed  tight, 
the  I      h  that  prevails  in  the  store, 
the  ink-blots  on  parcels  galore, 
the  sugar  in  candies  and  cakes, 
the  turkey,  which  sometimes  gives  aches  ! 
the  mantel  where  stockings  will  be. 
the  apples  we  have  at  our  tea, 
the  snow  sparkling  white  on  the 
ground, 

the  dinner,  with  plum-pudding  crowned, 
the  angels  a-hovering  near, 
the  youngsters,  glad  through  all  the  year. 


A  CHRISTM.\S  STORY 

BV    N.\0MI    ARCHIBALD    (aGK    I3) 

(Gold  Badge.    Silver  Badge  zvoii  January.  1915) 
Christmas    eve    that    year    was    cold    and    windy.       It 
seemed   even   more  bitter   than   usual   to   the   poor  little 
musician  as  he  walked  home  along  the  deserted  streets. 
He   had  played   in    his   orchestra   all   the   afternoon    and 
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evening,  and  his  thoughts  matched  the  cold.  They  were 
bitter  and  depressing  as  he  thought  of  his  lonely  lift- 
and  his  dreary  attic-room. 

Christmas  meant  nothing  to  him.  He  worked  just  as 
hard,  he  ate  just  as  little,  he  was  even  more  lonely  than 
usual.  Only  about  three  people  wished  him  a  Merry 
Christmas,  knowing  well  that  it  would  not  be  a  merry 
one  at  all. 

He  went  up  his  dingy  stairs  and  opened  the  door  of 
his  room — but  he  did  not  go  in  as  usual  ;  he  stood  and 
stared  and  stared.  And  no  wonder,  for  had  not  some 
good  fairy  (perhaps  in  the  shape  of  a  motherly  neigh- 
bor) transformed  his  dreary  room  into  what  seemed  to 
him  a  little  paradise?  There  was  a  fire  in  the  grate — 
a  fire  that  actually  crackled  !  There  was  an  arm-chair 
in  front  of  it,  and  slippers!  Slippers  such  as  he  had 
never  seen. — There  was  a  new  quilt  on  the  bed,  ajid — 
wonder  of  wonders — a  beautiful  little  Christmas  tree 
all  trimmed  and  lighted  stood  in  the  corner,  and  seemed 
like  an  angel  to  keep  light  and  sunshine  in  this  paradise. 

Pinned  to  the  tree  was  a  note  saying:  "Merry  Christ- 
mas from  a  friend!" 

It  was  not  a  dream  and  did  not  melt  as  he  expect;d. 


The  good  fairy  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing  that  her 
efforts  had  been  successful  and  that  the  little  musician's 
Christmas  was  a  happy  one. 

A  CHRISTiMAS  STORY 
{By  Tommy  Kitten) 

BY    NORMAN    JOHNSON    (aGE    I3) 

It  was  a  day  I  shall  never  forget — a  day  so  full  of  ex- 
citement that  by  night  I  was  more  than  ready  for  my 
soft  bed  by  the  kitchen  stove. 

At    about    five    o'clock    I    awoke    with    a    start    as    my 
master  grabbed  me  in  his  arms,  crying:  "Come,  Tommy, 


"THE    1  AMILY    I'liT."        b^     MAI^V    1.    Ulit-LLbl^,   A^L    12. 

and  sec  the  Christmas  tree  and  your  present."  ''Christ- 
mas tree  I  Present !"  I  thought.  To  be  sure  I  had 
climbed  many  trees  after  birds,  but  had  never  come 
across  a  Christmas  tree  or  a  present. 

By  this  time  we  had  arrived  in  the  study.  There  sat 
the  whole  family 
and — "Why  !  that 
must  be  the  Christ- 
mas tree!"  I  ex- 
claimed. And  such 
a  nice  tree,  co\- 
I  red  with  shiny 
Ihings.  With  a 
great  effort  I 
squirmed  from  my 
master  and  made 
a  dive  at  a  tempt- 
ing bird  which 
perched  proudly 
on  a  branch. 

Crash !  Down 
came  tree  and 
trimmings,  nearly 
frightening  me  to 
death.  "Naughty 
Tommy  !  Bad  cat ! 
All  those  trim- 
mings smashed  !" 
Such  were  the  re- 
marks which  made 
me  creep  shame- 
facedly away. 

But  then  came 
my  punishment. 
What  they  called  a  present  !  A  collar  with  bells.  Every 
step  I  took,  it  jingled  (how  could  I  catch  mice?)  making 
me  thoroughly  miserable. 

The  rest  of  the  day  I  played  with  ribbon,  holly,  tis- 
sue-paper, et  cetera,  and,  as  I  said  before,  was  dog- 
(iigh)  tired  by  night. 


'a  HEADING  FOR  DECKMrtKlt,"  BV  MAR- 
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A  CHRISTMAS  STORY 

By    ANITA    L.   GRANNIS    (aGE    1 5) 

(Honor  Member) 

TirK  slucp  had  settled  down  for  the  night,  their  white 
bodies   showing   clearly   against    the   hillside   in   the   dim 


THE  WINTER  WORLD 

BY   JOHX   DUNCAN    COX    (aGE    I  o) 

(Goht  Badge.    Silver  Badge  won  September,  1915) 
The  winter  world  lies  bleak  and  still, 

Clothed  in  her  robes  of  white. 
O'er  hills  and  dales  the  wind  blows  chill 

And  whistles  round  at  night. 
The  trees  have  lost  their  gorgeous  gowns 

Of  red  and  brown  and  gold. 
They  're  standing  there  without  a  sound, 

.^11  barren,  bleak  and  cold. 
The  birds  have  all  gone  far  away 

To  balmy  southern  lands. 
The  giant  windmill,  night  and  day, 

A  lonely  sentinel  stands. 
Across  the  snow,  a  rabbit-track. 

The  only  living  sign  ; 
I  w'ish  the  summer  would  come  back 

'a    HEADl.NG    FOR    DECEMBER."      BY    BERYL    H.   MARGETSON,  AGE   l6.  (HONOR    MEMBER.)  And    bring    itS    bright    SUnshine. 


starlight.  The  air  was  chill,  and  the  shepherds  were 
glad  to  huddle  about  their  crackling  fire  to  get  what 
warmth  it  afforded.  Surrounded  by  all-enveloping  still- 
ness, the  three  men  gradually  ceased  talking  and  sat 
silently  watching  the  flames.  It  was  Abel,  the  young- 
est, a  lad  of  seventeen  years,  who  roused  his  compan- 
ions from  their  reverie  by  a  sharp, 

"Hark  !     What  is  that?" 

The  sound  of  singing,  faint  yet  heaven-sweet,  floated 
upon  the  breeze.  .■\nd  then  something  happened  that 
brought  the  shepherds  to  their  feet,  but  only  to  fall  upon 
trembling  knees.  In  the  star-jeweled  sky,  a  wondrous 
effulgence  grew ;  an  angel  appeared,  clad  in  snowy 
robes.  Bidding  them  fear  not.  he  spoke,  telling  of  the 
birth  of  the  blessed  Saviour  in  the  city  of  Bethlehem 
near  by,  and  how  to  recognize  the  child. 

The  caroling  rang  clear  and  strong.  A  multitude  of 
angels  stood  in  the  shining  light.  Their  words,  "Glory 
to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace  and  good- 
will," echoed  in  the  ears  of  the  frightened  shepherds  as 
the  vision  faded. 

Then  spoke  Isaac,  the  patriarch :  "Let  its  now  go, 
even  itnto  Bethlehem,  and  see  this  thi^ig  which  has 
come  to  pass,  which  the  Lord  hath  made  known  to  us." 

So  they  left  their  flocks  and  traveled  into  the  city, 
seeking  the  Babe.     In  a  rude  stable,  amid  lowing  cattle. 


'MV    FAVORITE    SUBJECT.  I!V    HILDA    MAHN.    AGE    I7. 

(SILVER   bau(;e.  ) 


they  found  Him,  the  Prince  of  the  earth.  The  halo 
above  His  little  head  was  bright;  beside  Him  lay  his 
mother,  brooding,   mothcrlike,  in  adoration. 

And  these  shepherds  worshiped  too,  while  in  the  ea?t 
a  star  gleamed  ;  and  over  the  world  spread  an  inelTable 
sense  of  peace  and  well-being. 

For  Christ  Jesus  was  born. 


MAKIXG  PORT  OX  CHRISTMAS  DAY 

BY    LISA    STILLMAX     (aGE    I5) 

{Silver  Badge) 
Ne.\ring    the    shores    of    fair    Tahiti,    the    barque    Clara 
sailed   briskly   over  the   blue    Pacific.      She   had   had   a 
stormy  passage   from    San    Francisco    and   all   on   board 
were  glad  to  be  nearing  land. 

It  was  Christmas  morning,  and  a  fairer  Yule-tide 
never  dawned.  The  sea,  though  there  was  an  occasional 
whitecap,  was  very 
calm  and  blue.  The 
sky  was  cloudless 
save  for  "the  or- 
derly clouds  of 
the  Trades"  which 
framed  both  sea 
and  sky  in  white- 
ness, save  in  the 
east,  where  they 
were  a  glorious 
orange-gold.  The 
Clara  herself, 

white-painted  and 
white-winged,  add- 
ed a  beautiful  touch 
to  the  whole  lovely 
picture. 

As  she  approached 
the  island,  her  crew 
beheld  the  rich 
tropical  \'egetation 
and  the  high,  mist- 
hidden  peaks:  also, 
nestled  close  to  the 
water's  edge,  the 
tlainty  little  town 
of  Papeete.  .\\\  re- 
joiced, for  this  was  the  first  land  they  had  seen  since 
leaving  California,  several  stormy  weeks  before,  and 
the  sight  was  a  welcome  one  indeed. 

Soon  the  Clara  sailed  slowly  through  the  pass  in  the 
reef,  against  which  the  wdiite  surf  beat  in  thunder,  into 
the  harbor.  A  beautiful  sight  met  the  eyes  of  those  on 
board.  The  early  sunlight  bathed  the  little  town  in 
glory.  A  red-roofed  church  peered  from  its  surround- 
ing verdure,  and  further  to  the  left  rose  the  spire  of 
a  white  cathedral.  Inviting  little  vistas  appeared  as 
one's  gaze  followed  the  narrow  streets  leading  inland. 
Like  white  birds   at   rest  on  the  water,   small   trading- 
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schooners  lay  moored  to  the  sea-wall.  Cocoanut-palms, 
rising  above  the  little  cottages  half  hidden  by  vines  and 
trees,  waved  their  feathery  tops  in  the  warm  breeze. 
The  whole  scene  breathed  peace  and  rest ;  and  as  the 
Clara's  anchor  splashed,  the  church  bells  began  to  ring 
out  the  old  Christinas  message,  the  same  the  world  over, 
of  '"peace  on  earth,  good-will  toward  men." 
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EY    KATHAKIXE    E.    SMITH,    AGE    1 7. 


A  CHRISTMAS  HYMN 

BV    JOSEPHINE    SMITH    (.^GE    I4) 

{Silver  Badge) 
In  a  stable  manger  lay. 
Long  ago  on  Christmas  Day, 

Our  Christ,  the  Christmas  King. 
Shepherds  on  the  hills  that  night 
Saw  a  clear  and  glorious  light 

And  heard  the  angels  sing. 

"Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men," 
Angels  sang  and  sang  again. 

They  cared  not  in  the  inn. 
Near  them  infant  Jesus  lay. 
Who  came  that  happy  Christmas  Day 

To  cleanse  the  world  from  sin. 

Years  have  passed  ;  the  star  shines  still 
O'er  every  valley,  every  hill, 

And  men  repeat  the  story 
Of  Him  who  came  the  world  to  save. 
And  angels  that  glad  message  gave. 

And  filled  the  world  with  glory. 


THE  WINTER  WORLD 

EY    ELEAXOR   JOHNSON    (aGE    1 7) 

{Honor  Member) 
White,  white,  white  is  the  land  of  the  driven  snows. 

Peace  reigns  over  all.     But  alas  !  across  the  seas, 
Red,  red,  red,  with  the  blood  of  a  million  foes. 

And  the  tears  of  a  million  hearts,  that  God  alone  can 
ease ! 

THE  GUESSING  GAME— .\  CHRISTMAS  STORY 

BY   ANNA   D.    H.\LL    (AGE    I7) 

{Silver  Badge) 
Two  ragged  little  children,  with  their  faces  pressed 
closely  against  the  brilliantly  lighted  window  of  a  city 
toy-shop,  were  gazing  longingly  at  the  many  wonderful 
things  beyond  their  reach  and  means.  It  was  Christ- 
mas e\-e,  and  the  snow  was  falling  hea\'i]y  on  the  many 
happy  passers-by,  each  absorbed,  apparently,  in  his  or 
her  own  affairs,  although  some  did  smile  pityingly  upon 
the  shivering  pair  at  the  shop-window. 

Presently  the  elder  child,  a  boy  of  ten,  spoke  : 

"Oh,  Maggie!  I  wish  I  had  that  tool-box.  Jiminy! 
Is  n't  it  a  beauty?" 

"Yes ;  and  I  should  love  the  little  stove,"  sighed  his 
sister.  "Well,  we  can't  have  'em  and — I  have  an  idea. 
Choose  something  you  want,  and  I  '11  try  to  guess  it  in 
three  guesses.     Is  it  the  sail-boat?" 

"No." 

"The  tool-box?" 

"No." 

Of  course  the  third  time  she  guessed  a  fire-engine 
and  was  right. 

The  game  went  on  merrily.  Maggie  could  n't  guess 
Sam's  third  choice,  and  Sam  gleefully  jumped  \\\>  and 
down  like  a  jack-in-the-box. 

"Heigh-ho!  What  's  all  this?"  cried  a  grutT  voice, 
and,  on  looking  around,  Sam  saw  an  old  gentleman, 
with  his  little  granddaughter,  who  had  just  stepped  out 
of  a  limousine. 

"The  g-guessing  game,  sir,"  was  all  Sammy  could 
stammer,  but  later,  with  Maggie's  help,  he  explained 
everything. 

Then  the  old  gentleman  took  them  into  the  toy-shop 
— fairyland  to  them — and  some  time  afterward  two 
hajipy    children,    clasping    two    large    packages — one    the 
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miniature  stove,  and  the  other  the  tool-box — fairly  stag-  A  CHRISTMAS  HYMN 

Lrered  up  the  steps  of  a  gloomy  tenement,  while  an  auto-  ,  . 

,  .,  ,.,      ,,,•..,.,  BY    JESSIE    MARILL.\    THOMPSON     (AGE    I3) 

mobile  glided  slowly  away  into  the  darkness. 

•'Kitty,  dear,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  "thinking  about        TiiF.   candles    on    the    Christmas   tree   beam    forth   their 
your  new  pony  and  doll-house,  eh  ?"  mellow  light : 

"No,    Grandpapa — about    the    little    boy    and    girl    and        They  sparkle  out  full  joyously,  for  it  is  Christmas  night, 
the  'guessing  game.'  "  The  song-birds   in   our  hearts  sing  loud,   full  loud  they 

sing,  and  clear, 
.Although  the  winter  wind  is  wild,  and  gone  is  spring 
o'  year. 

Tho'  spring  o'  year  is  gone,  't  is  true,  and  winter's  wind 

is  wild, 
'T  is  springtime  in  our  hearts  when  glad  we  greet  the 

Christmas  Child  ; 
For  Christmas  is  the  spring  o'  hearts  ;  the  song-birds 

sing  their  lay, 
()h,  there  are  song-birds  in  our  hearts,  for  Christ  is 

born  to-day. 

O  Father  of  the  fatherless,  hear  Thou  our  Christmas 

prayer. 
Thou  inakest  wars  to  cease,  dear  Lord,  and  rulest 

ev'rywhere  : 
We,  thine  own  helpless  children,  pray  ;iloud  from  near 

and  far, 
That  peace  may  come  to  bless  the  world,  when  shines 

the  Christmas  star. 

A  CHRISTMAS  STORY 

BY  AGNES   LAW    (AGE    1 4) 

{Silver  Badge) 
Everything   was   very   still   in   the   house   where   little 
Tommy  Rae  lived.     Every  one  was  asleep,  dreaming  of 
the    good    things   to    come    on    the    morrow,    for    it    was 
Christmas  eve. 

Suddenly  a  clock 
began  to  strike  the 
hour.  Just  as  the 
twelfth  stroke  died 
away,  a  little  old 
man,  dressed  all  in 
fur,  from  his  head 
to  his  foot,  none 
other  than  Santa 
Claus  himself, 

slipped  down  the 
chimney  and  began 
to  fill  the  stocking 
hanging  there.  He 
had  just  about  fin- 
ished when  he  heard 
a  noise.  Some  one 
was  coming  down 
the  stairs.  Santa 
had  no  more  than 
stepped  behind  some 
curtains  when  a  lit- 
tle figure  in  white 
pajamas  walked 

into  the  room,  and 

hesitating  for  a  moment,  moved  slowly  forward,  straight 
for  the  fireplace. 

Now  the  truth  was  that  Tommy  had  been  dreaming 
about  Santa  Claus  all  night,  and  dimly  through  his 
dreams  he  had  heard  the  clock  strike  twelve — the  very 
hour  when  Santa  would  be  most  likely  to  come.  So  he 
had  crept  out  of  bed  and  come  quietly  downstairs  to 
investigate. 

He  walked  straight  to  his  stocking,  took  out  a  box  of 
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YULE-TIDE  CHEER 

BY   PAUL  J.   KINNARE    (aGE    I2) 

(Silver  Badge) 
Though  frost  should  bite,  and  snow  rise  high. 
Though  chilly  gray  should  wax  the  sky. 
And  wintry  blasts  go  howling  by, 

We  '11  cheery  be  and  jolly. 
With  blazing  logs  we  '11  feed  the  fire, 
Our  groaning  tables  heap  the  higher, 
And  laugh  at  blust'ring  winter's  ire, 

As  futile  fuss  and  folly. 

With  song,  and  cheer,  and  merry  shout. 
We  '11  drive  all  care  and  trouble  out, 
And  put  old  Father  Time  to  rout. 

With  feasting  and  with  dancing. 
The  Christmas  tree  is  laden  low; 
'Mid  holly  wreath  and  mistletoe, 
Right  ruddily  the  tapers  glow. 

Our  Yule-tide  cheer  enhancing. 

Now  'round  the  Christmas  board  we  stand 
(Piled  mountain-high  on  ev'ry  hand 
With  blessings  of  a  thriving  land), 

To  toast  each  happy  guest. 
The  smiling  cooks,  with  pride,  bear  high 
The  steaming  goose  and  Christinas  pie; 
The  turkey  comes,  with  sauce  hard  by, 

To  give  a  crowning  zest. 
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candy,  carefully  put  the  box  back,  and  walked  upstairs 
again  and  put  the  piece  of  candy  on  the  mantel. 

Santa  Claus  was  much  mystified  at  these  strange  pro- 
ceedings, but  he  had  far  to  go  that  night,  so  he  quickly 
finished  filling  the  stocking  and  went  his  way. 

Tommy  was  downstairs  early  next  morning,  anxious 
to  find  what  Santa  had  brought  him.  The  first  thing  he 
pulled  out  was  a  box  of  candy.  Opening  it,  he  saw  that 
a  piece  was  gone. 

"Why!"  he  exclaimed,  "Santa  must  have  got  hungry 
and  eaten  a  piece  of  my  candy!" 

You  see,  he  did  not  know  about  his  midnight  visit. 
He  had  been  walking  in  his  sleep! 

THE  WINTER  WORLD 

BY  AGNES   MAC  DONALD   (AGE   I3) 

(_Silver  Badge) 
Though  spring  is  full  of  gladness. 

And  summer  very  bright. 
And  autumn  gaily  garmented, — 

I  love  the  winter  white  ! 
I  love  to  hear  the  sleigh-bells 

That  tell  of  Christmas  cheer! 
I  love  to  see  the  holly  wreaths ; 

They  banish  all  that  's  drear! 
I  love  to  see  the  crackling  fire 

That  dances  in  the  grate  : 
I  love  to  watch  the  falling  snow 

When  day  is  growing  late  ! 
I  love  the  clink  of  ice-skates, 

I  love  the  frozen  pond. 
I  love  the  world  transfigured 

By  winter's  fairy  wand. 

A  CHRISTMAS  IN   CALIFORNIA 

BY   BEATRICE   LOUISE    EGAX    (.\GE    T4) 

"Why,  Mama,  we  're  nearly  there!"  exclaimed  Dorothy 
Spencer  to  her  mama  as  the  brakeman  called  out,  "Rich- 
mond Springs  next  stop!" 

They  had  left  their  eastern  home  to  spend  Christmas 
with  Mrs.  Spencer's  sister,  Louisa  Powell,  in  sunny  Cali- 
fornia. 

Mrs.  Powell  and  Florence  met  them  at  the  depot  wilh 
their  car. 

After  a  long  ride  they  reached  the  Powells'  country 
home. 

The  next  week  passed  quickly  with  rides,  parties,  ajid 
Christmas  shopping. 

Dorothy  never  grew  tired  of  exclaiming  over  the 
flowers  and  bright  sunshine  in  December,  and  she  could 
hardly  realize  it  was  really  Christmas  day. 

The  family  had  planned  to  attend  church,  but  at  the 
last  moment  the  car  refused  to  run.  All  plans  for  going 
were  then  stopped. 

The  boys  voted  for  a  hike  in  the  afternoon. 

"But  where?"  asked  Florence. 

"Let  's  take  Dorothy  to  see  the  iron  springs,"  an- 
swered Hale  with  a  smile. 

Dorothy  was  delighted,  as  she  had  never  seen  any 
iron  springs.  She  took  a  small  cup  so  that  she  might 
taste  the  water. 

Dorothy  noticed  that  her  cousins  seemed  greatly 
amused  all  the  way  there. 

At  last,  after  a  long  walk,  they  reached  the  spot,  and 
imagine  Dorothy's  surprise  at  seeing  only  a  pair  of 
rusty  iron  springs. 

She  immediately  saw  the  joke,  and  they  all  had  a 
hearty  laugh. 

"To  think  I  even  brought  a  cup  this  distance!"  laugh- 
ingly said  Dorothy. 


On  returning  home  the  joke  was  told  to  the  grown- 
ups, and  all  enjoyed  the  prank  played  on  Dorothy  by 
her  cousins,  no  one  enjoying  it  more  than  Dorothy 
herself. 

I  don't  think  Dorothy  will  ever  forget  her  trip  to  the 
iron  springs,  or  her  Christmas  in  California. 

A  CHRISTMAS  HYMN 

by    HELEN    RANNEY     (aGE    9) 

A  SNOWY,  blowy  Christmas 

Is  the  kind  I  like  the  best ; 
With  the  dolls,  and  books,  and  candy. 

And  the  tree,  and  all  the  rest. 

On  a  snowy,  blowy  Christmas, 

I  'd  like  to  have  a  sled  : 
A  sled  to  take  me  down  the  hill, 

And  one  that  's  painted  red. 

YULE-TIDE  CHEER 

BY   MARTHA  E.   HODGSON    (aGE  9) 

The  bells  are  chiming  far  and  near. 
The  weather  's  cold,  the  night  is  clear. 
The  world  lies  sleeping  under  snow. 
Sleighs  that  tinkle  come  and  go. 
To-night  's  the  night  that  brings  much  joy 
To  every  little  girl  and  boy. 
Such  laughing,  squeals,  and  happy  cries 
There  '11  be  when  each  a  string  unties  ! 
Candies,  cameras,  dolls  and  drums. 
Horses,  books,  and  sugar-plums. 
What  fun  there  '11  be  to-morrow  morn, 
When  Gabriel  blows  his  silver  horn. 
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The    Strange    Story   of 

Mr.  Dog  -^Mr.  Bear 

By  Mabel    Fuller    Blodgetf 


(FOR  VERY  LITTLl':  FOLK) 


TIIK  CHRISTMAS  TREE 
Mr.  Bear  was  looking  forward  to  the  first  real 
snowstorm  because  Mr.  Dog  had  made  a  fine 
double-runner,  and  they  were  both  planning  for 
little  housework,  and  a  lot  of  coasting.  Mr. 
Bear's  fur  suit  was  just  the  thing  for  winter 
sports,  but  Mr.  Dog  had  been  obliged  to  go  to 
the  village  and  buy  himself  a  sweater.  It  was 
bright  crimson  and  was  very  becoming.  Mr. 
Dog,  who  loved  fine  clothes,  had  also  purchased 
a  scarlet  and  white  skating  cap,  with  a  tassel  that 
hung  down  over  one  ear  in  a  most  engaging  man- 
ner. So  both  Mr.  Dog  and  Mr.  Bear  could  hardly 
wait  for  cold  weather  to  set  in,  and  they  spent  a 
great  deal  of  time  running  out  to  the  porch  and 


"MR.    UOG  S    SWF.AIKK    U  AS    VKKY    BECOMING." 

looking  at  the  thermometer  that  hung  there. 
W  hen  they  were  not  doing  that,  they  were  read- 
ing the  weather  reports  in  the  newspapers,  or 


watching  the  clouds,  and  at  last  they  were  re- 
warded late  one  afternoon  by  the  sight  of  large 
feathery  flakes  of  snow  lazily  floating  downward 
from  a  cold  gray  sky.  But  alas !  there  was  to 
be  no  coasting  for  either  of  them,  for  many  days 
to  come. 

Mr.  Bear,  who  had  not  been  feeling  like  him- 
self for  some  time,  came  down  with  the  mumps 
the  very  next  morning,  and  Mr.  Dog  had  his 
paws  full  with  cooking,  and  nursing,  and  bed- 
making,  and  carrying  up  trays  to  the  invalid. 

Now  I  suppose  you  never  saw  a  bear  with  the 
mumps  !  It  is  a  sorry  sight,  I  assure  you,  and 
the  cottage  was  a  sad  place  now  with  only  the 
doctor's  visits  for  company  and  Mr.  Bear  in  the 
dreadfullest  state  with  his  poor  neck  so  swollen 
that  none  of  his  collars  would  fit  him— he  had 
lately,  to  please  Mr.  Dog,  taken  to  wearing  them. 
For  daily  use  a  red  bandana  handkerchief  became 
the  only  thing  possible.  Well,  Mr.  Dog  was  a 
pretty  fair  nurse,  though  he  did  bring  Mr.  Bear 
some  lemonade  the  first  day,  and,  if  you  've  ever 
had  mumps,  you  will  know  how  Mr.  Bear  felt 
after  he  got  a  real  good  taste.  But  Mr.  Dog 
was  more  careful  after  that  and  never  so  much 
as  said  "pickles"  or  brought  Mr.  Bear  anything 
that  was  sour  or  puckery.  so  they  got  along  quite 
nicely. 

.'^till,  there  was  a  lot  of  time  for  thinking,  and 
Mr.  I'.car,  looking  wistfully  out  on  the  snowy 
landscape,  began  to  plan  for  Christmas.  He  de- 
cided that  he  would  surprise  Mr.  Dog,  and  the 
surprise  .should  take  the  form  of  a  Christmas 
tree.  There  were  plenty  of  dear  little  firs  grow- 
ing about  near  by,  each  one  holding  up  its  tiny 
branches  as  if  begging  for  the  honor  of  being 
chosen,  and  Mr.  Bear  knew  Mr.  Dog,  who  was 
something  of  a  carpenter,  was  just  dying  to  have 
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a  complete  tool-chest,  and  he  thought  what  a  fine 
present  that  would  he  and  how  beautifully  the 
awl  and  saws  and  other  tools  would  glitter,  hung 
from  the  branches  in  the  light  of  the  Christmas 
candles. 

Mr.  Bear  would  also  see  that  Mr.  Dog  had  a 
w-onderful  big  bone,  the  best  in  the  market,  and 
tied  with  scarlet  ribbon  and  holly,  and  a  bottle 
of  perfumery,  and  oh,  yes !  a  dozen  handker- 
chiefs with  colored  borders.  Mr.  Bear  had  to 
get  his  notebook  down  and  wTite  the  things  as 
fast  as  he  remembered  them,  and  the  best  of  it 
was  Mr.  Bear  was  determined,  firmly  determined, 
that  Mr.  Dog  should  know  nothing  whatever 
about  the  whole  matter. 

Now  the  funny  part  of  it  was  that  Mr.  Dog 
had  been  thinking  also,  and  the  end  of  his  reflec- 
tions were  pretty  much  what  Mr.  Bear's  had 
been.  He  would  give  Mr.  Bear  a  Christmas  tree 
and  Mr.  Bear  sliould  kuoi>.'  nothing  zvltatci'cr 
about  it. 

Mr.  Dog  was  so  excited  that  one  day  he  put 
salt  instead  of  sugar  into  the  pudding  and  never 
knew  the  difference  till  he  and  Mr.  Bear  sat  down 
to  dessert  together.  By  this  time  Mr.  Bear  w^as 
better,  and  soon  he  was  well  enough  to  go  coast- 
ing, which  means  that  he  was  well  enough  to  do 
anything  at  all  that  he  wanted  to. 

His  actions  began  to  puzzle  Mr.  Dog.  In  the 
first  place,  Mr.  Bear  began  to  make  a  lot  of 
mysterious  trips  to  the  village,  and  then  he  was 
always  getting  a  lot  of  catalogues,  which  he  was 
careful  to  keep  locked  up.  One  day  Mr.  Dog 
found  him  measuring  the  height  of  the  parlor 
ceiling,  and  he  looked  very  much  embarrassed 
when  asked  what  he  was  doing;  and  yet  Mr. 
Dog  had  n't  the  slightest  idea  of  what  was  going 
on.  You  see,  he  was  so  full  of  his  own  plans 
to  surprise  Mr.  Bear  that  it  never  crossed  his 
mind  that  Mr.  Bear  might  have  secret  holiday 
plans  of  his  own.  Mr.  Dog  was  chiefly  con- 
cerned that  Mr.  Bear  should  n't  find  out  what  lie 
was  doing,  and,  as  he  was  much  more  careful 
than  poor,  dear,  blundering  Mr.  Bear,  he  never 
gave  his  friend  the  slightest  idea  of  what  w'as  in 
his  mind. 

After  a  lot  of  thinking,  Mr.  Dog  decided  to 
cut  the  prettiest  little  Christmas  tree  you  ever 
saw-,  that  he  had  found  near  by  in  the  forest. 
He  would  trim  it  with  popcorn  and  cranberries 
and  little  candles,  and  he  would  give  Mr.  Bear  a 
half  dozen  jars  of  the  finest  honey,  because  Mr. 
Bear  loved  honey  best  of  anything,  and  a  big 
blueberry  pie  tied  up  with  scarlet  ribbon  and 
holly,  for  Mr.  Bear  liked  blueberry  pie  next  best, 
and  a  muffler,  a  beautiful  warm  plaid  muffler, 
because  Mr.  Bear  was  n't  stylish  but  loved  to  be 


comfortable.  Oh,  yes,  and  a  white  and  gold  book 
for  the  parlor  table.  Mr.  Dog  did  n't  care  at  all 
what  was  inside  the  book,  but  he  wanted  a  very 
handsome  cover.  It  would  look  awfully  well  un- 
der the  best  lamp,  and  as  the  only  book  in  the 
house  was  a  cook-book,  Mr.  Dog  felt  it  would 
lend  quite  an  air  to  the  whole  cottage,  and  was, 
in  a  way,  really  needed.  To  do  all  this  would 
take  every  penny  Mr.  Dog  had  earned,  but  Mr. 
Dog  did  not  grudge  a  single  cent  of  his  hoard. 

Mr.  Bear  did  n't  tell  anybody  of  his  plan,  and 
Mr.  Dog  did  n't  tell  anybody  either.  They  both 
gave  very  good  reasons  for  refusing  a  number  of 
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invitations  that  they  received  for  Christmas  par- 
ties; Mr.  Bear,  looking  very  wise,  said  he  felt 
rather  old  for  romping  about,  just  a  quiet  evening 
in  slippers  at  home  for  him;  and  Mr.  Dog  said 
what  with  the  mumps  and  all  he  was  so  behind- 
hand with  his  work  that  he  thought  he  would 
rather  spend  a  quiet  day  at  home,  with  slippers 
and  a  comfortable  chair  before  the  fire  in  the 
evening. 

But  what  were  they  going  to  do  about  Christ- 
mas, their  friends  asked. 

Mr.  Bear  looked  up  in  the  air  and  rubbed  his 
head  and  finally  said  something  about  wreaths 
in  the  windows,  and  Mr.  Dog  answered  briskly 
that  he  was  going  to  make  the  finest  plum  pud- 
ding that  day  for  dinner  they  ever  saw  and  if 
that  was  n't  celebrating  Christmas,  what  was? 

Still,  it  did  seem  as  if  the  time  would  never 
arrive,  for  you  know  yourself  how  slow  Christ- 
mas and  birthdays  and  vacations  are  about  get- 
ting around;  and  how  very  quickly  school-days, 
and  trips  to  the  dentist,  and  such  things  come. 
But  at  last  it  really  was  December  twenty-fourth; 
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and  that  very  evening  after  sunset  had  been 
planned  both  by  Mr.  Dog  and  by  Mr.  Bear  for 
their  grand  surprise. 

Mr.  Dog  had  all  his  presents  on  the  top  shelf 
of  his  bedroom  closet,  and  Mr.  Bear  had  all  his 
presents  on  the  top  shelf  of  his  bedroom  closet; 
and  both  of  them  had  their  closets  locked  and 
the  keys  in  their  ])ockets. 

Neither  of  the  friends  talked  much  at  supper 
that  night  for  both  were  too  busy  thinking.    Mr. 


'MK.    UlM,     I  . 


i'    .MK.     H1.AK    MK.\!iLKlNt;     IIIK    Ilkll.Ul     CIl 
THE   PARLOR    CEILING." 


Bear  wanted  to  get  some  good  excuse  for  leaving 
Mr.  Dog  and  getting  into  the  forest  where  the 
Christmas  tree  was  to  be  found.  It  was  already 
cut,  but  it  wanted  trimming,  and  Mr.  Bear  de- 
cided to  trim  it  right  where  it  stood,  or  rather 
where  it  leaned  against  another  fir-tree,  and  then 
manage  some  way  to  get  it  into  the  house  without 
Mr.  Dog's  knowing  it.  Mr.  Bear's  [jockets  were 
full  of  tinsel  and  bells,  gilt  walnuts,  golden  and 
silver  balls,  and  such  like  ornaments.  He  fairly 
tinkled  when  he  walked;  but  Mr.  Dog  was  so 
very  busy -thinking  that  he  did  n't  notice. 


At  last  supper  was  over  and  the  dishes  neatly 
washed  and  put  away.  The  two  friends  turned 
to  each  other,  and  both  spoke  at  once  and  said 
just  the  same  thing  all  in  a  breath  without  paus- 
ing: 

"I  was  thinking  of  taking  a  little  stroll  this 
evening." 

"Why,  that  's  a  good  idea,"  said  Mr.  Bear,  put- 
ting on  his  cap  and  goloshes  as  he  spoke.  It  was 
handy  for  him  not  having  to  bother  with  any- 
thing more  on  account  of  his  fine  fur 
coat,  though  he  would  rather  have 
liked  a  mufller. 

"I  think  so  too,"  said  Mr.  Dog,  hur- 
riedly getting  into  his  coasting  togs — 
sweater,  tasseled  cap,  and  all. 

"Which  way  were  you  going,  Mr. 
Bear?  I  was  thinking  of  going 
west  —  " 

"1  was  thinking  of  going  east,"  said 
^\r.  Bear,  much  relieved  at  the  turn 
things  were  taking.  .And  so  the  two 
friends  parted. 

Mr.  Bear  called  out  over  his  shoul- 
der, "No  use,  Mr.  Dog.  of  being  back 
before  eight  o'clock  a  fine  night  like 
this." 

"Oh.  no !"  said  Mr.  Dog.  much 
pleased  and  inwardly  planning  to  get 
his  tree  trimmed  in  the  forest,  and 
then  to  have  it  all  set  up  in  the  cot- 
lage  a  few  moments  before  that  hour. 
So  both  friends  hurried  off — Mr. 
'og  to  the  west,  to  hang  on  his  tree 
IS  fast  as  ever  he  could  the  strings  of 
cranberries  and  pop-corn  with  which 
his  ])ockets  were  bulging,  and  Mr. 
Bear  to  decorate  his  tree  in  the  most 
beautiful  manner  and  as  rapidly  as 
possible.  And  my  !  were  n't  they  busy? 
Vou  may  not  believe  it,  but  each  of 
them  got  through  the  very  same  mo- 
ment, which  was  exactly  seventeen 
and  a  half  minutes  to  eight  o'clock, 
and  each  of  them  was  exactly  one 
half  mile  from  home.  Mr.  Bear  put  his  tree  on 
his  shoulder  and  started  ;  Mr.  Dog  put  his  tree 
on  his  shoulder  and  started.  Mr.  Bear's  tree  was 
bigger  and  heavier  than  Mr.  Dog's  tree,  but  then 
Mr.  Bear  was  stronger  than  Mr.  Dog,  so  they 
l)oth  covered  the  groun<l  at  the  same  rate  of 
speed. 

Now  I  suppose  you  have  already  guessed  what 
hajjpened.  It  was  sure  to,  was  n't  it?  .And  it 
just  did. 

Mr.  Dog,  stealthily  coming  up  the  back  way, 
and   Mr.    Bear,   stealthily   coming   up   the    front 
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way,  met  right  at  the  cottag;e  door,  and  I  wish 
you  had  been  there  to  see  them.  I  don't  suppose 
their  eyes  were  ever  wider  opened  in  all  their 
lives;  and  as  for  their  mouths,  they 
were  open  too,  and  both  their  tongues 
were  hanging  out. 

Mr.  Dog  was  the  quickest,  so  he 
began  to  laugh  first,  but  Mr.  Bear 
was  not  long  in  following,  and  they 
both  laughed  so  hard  they  had  to  lean 
their  beautiful  Christmas  trees  up 
against  the  side  of  the  cottage  while 
they  rolled  over  and  over  in  the  snow 
and  neither  one  could  stop. 

But  at  last  Mr.  Bear  caught  his 
breath  and  sat  up,  and  Mr.  Dog,  still 
wiping  away  tears  of  merriment  with 
his  paw,  sat  up  too,  and  then  it  all 
came  out  — their  wonderful  plans  and 
all  the  doings. 

Well,  the  end  of  it  was,  there  were 
two  Christmas  trees  set  up  in  Mr. 
Bear's  house  that  night  and  two  very 
happy  people. 

The  presents  were  a  truly  surprise 
after  all,  and  they  were  exactly  right. 
Each  said  so  to  the  other,  I  don't 
know  how  many  times.  Mr.  Bear  put 
on  his  muffler  at  once,  though  the  cot- 
tage was  as  hot  as  hot  could  be,  and 
Mr.  Dog  had  so  much  perfumery  on 
his  handkerchief  that  they  had  to 
open  the  front  door  to  air  off.  Mr. 
Dog  began  to  do  things  with  his  tools 
at  once,  while  gnawing  ever  and  anon 
at  his  wonderful  bone,  and  Mr.  Bear 
ate  a  piece  of  blueberry  pie  that  was 
big  enough  to  give  him  seven  kinds 
of  nightmare,  but  did  n't. 

Then    Mr.    Bear   drew   up   his    big 
rocking-chair  to  the  fire,  while  Mr.  Dog  threw  him- 
self down  on  the  rug  in  front  of  it  and  stretched 
out  to  enjoy  the  blaze  with  his  paws  clasped  un- 


der his  head.  And  they  both  said  there  had  never 
been  such  a  Christmas  antl  that  it  was  the  great- 
est fun  having  it  that  way,  all  alone.     I  suppose 


MK,    DOG    AND    MR.   BEAR    MET    KIGIIT    AT    THE    COTlAi;!      H 


llu'y  meant  not  having  the  forest  and  the  farm 
people  there;  and  perhaps  this  is  a  good  place  and 
time  for  you  and  me  to  leave  them,  too. 


"THEy  ROLLED   OVER  ANU   OVER  IN   THE  SNOW. 
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HOW  OUR   BABY  KEPT  CHRISTMAS      m 
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W  E  children  talked  it  over,  and  none  of  us  could  see 

How  the  baby  could  keep  Christmas — such  a  little  mite  is  he. 

He  cannot  eat  the  goodies,  and  he  will  not  like  the  noise, 

Though  he  '11  do  his  best  to  swell  it — like  all  the  other  boys. 

He  can't  enjoy  the  Christmas  tree,  not  a  single  little  bit. 

For  in  his  crib  he  '11  be  asleep  ere  the  candles  have  been  lit ; 

And  Santa  may  not  know  it,  but  it  's  no  use  bringing  toys 

To  a  baby  only  three  months  old — there  's  none  that  he  enjoys. 

We  've  shown  him  all  our  playthings,  and  it  was  n't  worth  the  while — 

He  stared  at  us  instead  of  them  and  broke  into  a  smile. 

You  can  give  him  bibs  and  mittens  and  put  pennies  in  his  bank, 

But  that  is  n't  keeping  Christmas — if  you  like  us  to  be  frank. 

Yes,  it  is  hard  on  babies — to  that  we  all  agreed — 

And  when  they  are  so  tiny,  it  's  very  hard  indeed  ! 

But  if  you  will  believe  it,  when  Christmas  morning  came 
And  we  were  all  so  happy,  the  baby  was  the  same. 
We  're  sure  't  was  Santa's  doings,  .so  cleverly  't  was  planned. 
Our  baby  had  a  plaything — his  own  dear  little  hand ! 
He  held  it  up  before  his  face  and  eyed  it  with  surprise. 
And  smiled,  and  laughed  at  it,  and  cooed,  as  though  he'd  drawn  a  prize 
•  And  .so  he  has,"  said  Father.     "  'T  is  well  to  understand, 
The  finest  toys,  the  greatest  joys,  are  ever  in  one's  hand." 
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THE   LETTER-BOX 


Alameda,  Cal. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  I  have  taken  you  for  almost  seven 
years,  and  during  those  years  I  don't  think  anything  has 
given  nie  so  much  pleasure  as  your  magazine.  When 
you  come,  the  first  thing  I  always  turn  to  is  the 
"League."  I  love  to  see  what  others  have  accomplished, 
and  of  course  try  a  hand  myself.  I  never  was  so  sur- 
prised and  delighted  as  when  I  received  my  two  badges. 
I  want  to  thank  you  for  them  now. 

Of  course  I  must  tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy  your 
stories.  I  do  not  read  many  children's  stories  now.  but 
those  in  St.  Nicholas  never  lose  their  charm.  Indeed, 
if  I  were  to  read  them  until  I  were  eighty,  they  would 
always  be  the  same.  I  love  "The  Lucky  Sixpence"  and 
"Beatrice  of  Denewood,"  and  "Peg  o'  the  Ring"  is  just 
as  good.  "The  Boarded-up  House"  certainly  is  very 
exciting,  and  I  look  forward  to  the  next  numbers  with 
great  anticipation. 

I  have  many  of  your  old  volumes,  and  for  years  m>' 
favorite  stories  were  "A  Boy  of  the  First  Empire"  and 
"Chris  of  the  Wonderful  Lamp."  Both  of  these  stories 
appeared  in  St.  Nicholas  for  the  year  1895.  If  any  of 
the  St.  Nicholas  readers  wish  to  read  two  corking 
good  stories,  I  advise  them  to  go  to  their  library  and 
look  up  these  two.  Then  there  are  Ralph  Henry  Bar- 
bour's stories,  many  of  which  I  have  read  ;  and,  of  late. 
"More  Than  Conquerors."  All  these  stories,  dear  old 
St.  Nicholas,  as  I  look  back,  and  more  too,  place  you 
in  a  spot  in  my  heart  where  you  shall  always  remain. 
Yours  most  sincerely, 

Mildred  Maurer. 


La  Gra.nge,  III. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  am  eleven  years  old  and  like  you 
very  much.  I  think  "The  Lost  Prince"  is  about  the 
best  story.  The  other  night  when  I  went  to  bed,  I  hap- 
pened to  remember  that  Marco  often  told  himself  to 
wake  up  at  a  certain  time.  To  see  if  this  was  true,  I 
told  myself  to  wake  up  at  seven  o'clock.  When  I  awoke 
it  was  just  that  time.  I  can  hardly  wait  until  the  next 
number. 

Sincerely, 

Amy  Wilki.vso.v. 


New  Orleans,  La. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  You  are  a  birthday  present  to  me 
and  I  enjoy  you  very  much.     My  best  school-friend  gets 
you  also,  and  we  like  to  discuss  the  stories. 

I  am  reading  aloud  to  Mother  "The  Boarded-up 
House."  and  it  is  so  interesting  that  it  seems  years  to 
wait  for  the  next  number. 

From  your  interested  reader, 

Agnes  Rapier. 


Arroyo  Seco,  N.  Mex. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  I  wish  to  thank  you  for  the  many 
happy  hours  you  have  given  me.     Though  you  are  just  a 
magazine,  your  characters  are  so  real  they  seem  almost 
:ilive. 

We  live  on  a  ranch  here  in  New  Mexico.  We  get  a 
fine  view  on  our  porch  ;  but  when  we  go  up  on  some 
rocks,  we  see  even  a  more  wonderful  one.  Also  we  can 
see  the  Rio  Grande  River :  when  we  go  down  to  its 
banks,  it  is  a  very  pretty  river,  but  from  our  house  it  is 
not  so  pretty,  as  it  looks  like  a  great  crack  in  the  earth. 

About  sixteen  miles  from  here  stands  the  Toas 
pueblo,  one  of  the  oldest   Indian  pueblos  in  existence. 


This  great  apartment-house  is  made  of  adobe  and  is  the 
home  of  about  five  hundred  Indians. 

.^way  down  in  their  basement  they  keep  a  fire  burn- 
ing all  the  time  ;  there  is  some  secret  about  it  that  I 
have  never  been  able  to  find  out. 

Your  sincere  reader. 

Bertha  Hawk  (age  g). 


Milton,   Pa. 
Dear  St.   Nicholas:   I  have  taken  you  for  four  or  five 
years  and  have  written  but  once  in  all  that  time.     But 
please   don't  think   it   is   because    I   don't   love  you — for 
I  do! 

I  am  \-ery  much  interested  in  the  "Letter  Box,"  and, 
after  I  have  read  all  the  stories,  I  get  out  old  St.  Nich- 
0L.\SES  and  read  the  nice  letters  that  are  written  to  you. 

I  do  not  live  in  a  very  far-off  town  (though  I  have 
never  read  a  letter  from  here),  but  I  have  been  in 
Florida,  Canada,  and  Cuba.  In  Havana,  Cuba,  almost 
all  the  houses  are  built  of  concrete,  with  the  inside  walls 
tinted.  In  our  hotel  the  windows  were  about  ten  feet 
up  the  side  of  the  high  wall,  and  are  small  ones  at  that ! 
But  we  never  felt  the  heat  in  the  hotel.  The  streets  are 
very  narrow,  especially  O'Reilly  and  Obispo  streets. 
The  stores  are  all  open,  and  they  ha\'e  iron  grating  for 
doors  and  for  most  of  the  few  windows — as  do  the 
houses.  Havana  is  a  very  clean  city,  its  streets  being 
cleaned  every  night.  The  women  are  beauties,  and 
powder  their  faces  with  pulverized  egg-shells. 

I  liked  "The  Lucky  Sixpence"  and  "Beatrice  of  Dene- 
wood"  very  much,  and  I  love  "The  Lost  Prince,"  as  I 
do  all  Mrs.  Burnett's  books. 

I  hope  I  may  have  you  to  look  forward  to  for  many 
years  to  come. 

Lovingly, 

Dorothy  Hood   (age  12). 


New  York  Citv,  X.  Y. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  One  day,  when  I  was  reading  over 
some  of  the  letters  in  your  nice  magazine,  I  noticed  one 
written  from  Menton,  France. 

I  would  like  to  tell  you  that  that  was  the  very  place 
where  I  was  born,  and  we  lived  there  for  some  time. 
When  I  was  a  baby,  we  lived  in  "La  Villa  Bleue," 
Menton,  and  I  used  to  have  everything  in  blue.  My 
bedroom  was  all  trimmed  in  light  blue,  and  I  had  a 
light-blue  baby-carriage.  People  used  to  call  me  the 
"Blue  B.aby  of  Villa  Blue." 

My  mother  used  to  take  you  when  she  was  a  little 
girl,  and  I  know  that  we  enjoy  you  as  much  as  she  did. 
I  do  not  think  that  it  would  be  a  nice  New  Year  with- 
out St.  Nicholas  coming  the  first  of  the  month.  This 
is  the  second  year  we  have  taken  you. 
Your  loving  reader, 

Jarvis  Kerr  (age   11). 


Stamford,  Conn. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  have  taken  you  for  one  year 
now,  but  I  never  have  written  to  you  before.  When  I 
started  to  take  you,  "Beatrice  of  Denewood"  was  all 
over  and  I  was  so  sorry  to  miss  it.  I  liked  "The  Run- 
away" very  much.  My  mother  took  you  when  she  was  a 
little  girl  and  we  ha\'e  a  good  many  copies  of  you  bound. 
I  am  very  fond  of  horses,  and  I  have  one  of  my  own. 
Last  summer  I  rode  in  the  Stamford  horse-show  and  got 
a  prize.     I  have  always  enjoyed  the  "Letter- Box." 
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Some  of  my  little  friends  take  you,  too,  and  we  love 
read  you  together. 

Your  interested  reader, 

Elizabeth  Cunningham   (age   ii). 


Pasadena,  Cai.. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  I  have  been  taking  you  for  a  year, 
and  I  enjoy  you  so  much. 

We  have  an  Airedale  that  is  very  clever.  I  am  send- 
ing you  a  picture  of  him  wheeling  the  baby-carriage. 
He  has  several  other  tricks,  such  as  shakiny  hands  and 


I  HE    AIREDALE    WHEELING   THE   BABV-CARRIACiE. 

catching  and  bringing  a  ball  to  you.  If  you  tell  him  to 
"find  the  ball,"  he  runs  to  an  orange-orchard  near  by. 
picks  up  an  orange  from  the  ground  and  brings  it  to 
you.  He  drops  it  and  backs  off  a  little  ways,  looking 
down  at  it.  If  you  don't  pay  any  attention  to  him.  he 
goes  and  brings  another  orange  until  he  has  about  four 
of  them.  Then  he  will  pick  one  of  them  out  for  you 
to  throw. 

Your  interested  reader, 

Agnes  Mead  (age  12V 


Hakvaiu),  Mass. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas;  I  was  five  years  old  February  fiflli. 
I  had  a  cake  with  five  candles  on  it  and  Mama  gave 
me  the  pretty  bound  volumes  of  St.  Nicholas  for  1913- 
I  just  love  them  and  wish  I  had  all  the  St.  Nicholases 
you  have  ever  published. 

This  is  the  second  year  I  have  taken  your  nia.gazine. 
I  like  all  the  "Little  Folks"  stories  very  much.  I  en- 
joyed "Miss  Santa  Claus  of  the  Pullman"  and  "The 
Lucky  Stone,"  and  think  "Tonnny  and  the  Wishing 
Stone"  is  just  splendid. 

We  can't  go  to  school  here  until  we  are  six  years  old, 
but  I  can  read  quite  a  little  myself,  and  I  enjoy  reading 
better  than  anything  else. 

Mama   is   reading   "Jack   and   Jill"   to   me   now    from 


St.  Nicholas  of  1880  which  she  had  when  she  was  a 
little  girl.  I  like  to  hear  anything  about  Miss  Louisa 
Alcott,  for  she  once  lived  here  in  Harvard.  I  went  all 
over  the  house  last  summer  and  saw  the  room  where 
Meg,  Jo,  Beth,  and  Amy  used  to  sleep.  We  have  four 
baby  kitties  and  I  named  them  for  the  "Little  Women." 
If  there  had  been  one  more  I  would  have  called  it 
Laurie. 

I  am  sending  you  the  names  of  some  little  friends  of 
mine  who  do  not  take  St.  Nicholas.  I  wish  their 
mamas  would  take  it  for  them. 

Your  loving  little  friend, 

Genevieve  Goodwin   Me.\d. 


ToNO,  Wash. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  For  two  years  I  have  been  your 
only  subscriber  in  my  town — a  small  mining  camp.  But 
when  Mother  sent  the  first  number  of  "Tommy  and 
the  Wishing  Stone'*  to  school  (a  four-roomed  one)  for 
my  brother's  teacher  to  read,  the  teacher  read  that,  then 
started  on  "The  Lost  Prince,"  then  borrowed  my  back 
numbers  of  "Peg  o'  the  Ring." 

Her  children  liked  it  so  well  that  she  has  now  sub- 
scribed for  St.  Nicholas. 

My  favorite  stories  are  "The  Lucky  Sixpence,"  "Bea- 
trice of  Denewood,"  "The  Boarded-up  House,"  and  the 
"Tommy"  stories. 

The  new  number  of  St.  Nicholas  is  coming  to-mor- 
row. 

Hurrah  ! 

Your  expectant  reader, 

Maebelle  Brooks. 

Tientsin,  China. 
Dear   St.    Nicholas:    I   have   taken   St.   Nicholas   for 
three  years. 

My  father  is  an  army  officer,  and  we  are  now  living 
in  Tientsin,  China.  Last  week  we  had  a  very  interest- 
ing trip  to  the  Ming  tombs  and  the  Great  W^all  of  China. 


Jlir.    stone   camel   near   the    ^HNG  tombs. 

I  am  inclosing  a  picture  of  myself  on  one  of  the  stone 
animals  at  the  Ming  tombs.  As  we  were  going  through 
the  Nankou  Pass,  we  saw  a  caravan  of  camels  on  the 
old  caravan-trail,  moving  along  just  as  they  had  been 
doing  for  hundreds  of  years. 

Your  interested  reader, 

Betsy  Morris  Sladen  (age  10). 


THE  RIDDLE-BOX 

ANSWERS  TO  PUZZLES  IN  THE  NOVEMBER  NUMBER 


Deter. 


Word-Square,     i.  Field.    2.  Indue.    3.  Edict.    4.  Lucn 

OvF-RLAPPiNG  Diamonds.  I.  i.  P.  2.  Rat.  3.  Rajah.  4.  Paja- 
mas. 5.  Tamed.  6.  Had.  7.  S.  II.  i.  B.  2.  Mat.  3.  Mines.  4. 
Bananas.  5.  Tenet.  6.  Sat.  7.  S.  III.  1.  A.  2.  Ass.  3.  .Mpha. 
4.  Aspirin.  5.  Shred.  6.  Aid.  7.  N.  IV.  i.  I.  2.  Ant.  3.  Anvil. 
4.  Invalid.  5.  Tiled.  6.  Lid.  7.  D.  V.  1.  I.  3.  One.  3.  Outed. 
4.  Interim.     5.  Eerie.     6.  Die.     7.  M. 

Diagonal.  Balboa.  Cross-words:  i.  Bought.  2.  Castle.  3.  Fal- 
con.    4.  Limber.     5.  Pistol.     6.  Helena. 

Novel  Acrostic.  Primals,  Cleveland;  third  row,  Roosevelt. 
Cross- words:  i.  Ceramic.  2.  Loosing.  3  Economy.  4.  Vistula.  5. 
Elevate.     6.  Leveret.     7.  America.     8.  Nullify.     9.  Detract. 


.  P.  2.  Tan.  3.  Tenon. 
R.  2.  Ten.  3.  Trait.  4. 
R.     2.   Lea.     3.   Leech. 


The  Frog  in  the  Well.     Seven  days. 

Squares  Connected  by  Diamonds.  I 
4.  Pannier.  5.  Noise.  6.  Nee.  7.  R.  IT. 
Realgar.     5.  Niger.     6.  Tar.     7.  R.     III. 

4.  Reenter.  5.  Actor.  6.  Her.  7.  R.  IV.  1.  R.  2.  Tarn.  3T  Tamed. 
4.  Rambler.  5.  Melon.  6.  Den.  7.  R.  V.  1.  R.  2.  Ten.  3.  Tepid.  4. 
Reposit.  5.  Nisan.  6.  Din.  7.  T.  VI.  i.  Harsh.  2.  Arena.  3. 
Refer.     4.   Sneer.     5.   Harry.     VII.    1.   Porch.     2.  Opera.     3.   Refer. 

4.  Cream.    5.  Harms.    VIII.     i.  Harps.    2.  Afire.    3.  River.    4,  Premo. 

5.  Seron.     IX.    i,  March.     2.  Adore.     3.  Rover.    4.  Creed.    5.  Herds. 

Exposition  Numerical  Acrostic.  Cross-words:  i.  Ticklish.  2. 
Sapience.  3.  Generate.  4.  Juvenile.  5.  Majestic.  6.  Sweetish.  7. 
Maternal.  8.  Zymology.  g.  Purblind.  10.  Falchion.  11.  Wiseacre. 
12.  Symphony.  13.  Farriery.  From  i  to  13,  Tuwer  of  Jewels;  14  to 
25,  Festival  Hall;  26  to  32,  The  Zone;  33  to  43,  JulesGuerin;  44  to  50, 
Maybeck;  51  to  58,  Art  Smith;  59  to  65,  Germany;  66  to  70,  China; 
71  to  75,  India;  76  to  78,  Sea;  79,  M. 

Solvers  wishing  to  compete  for  prizes  must  give  answers  in  full,  following  the  plan  of  the  above-printed  answers  to  puzzles. 

To  ot'R  Puzzlers;  Answers  to  be  acknowledged  in  the  magazine  must  be  received  not  later  than  the  24ih  of  each  month,  and  should  be 
addressed  to  St.  Nicholas  Riddle-box,  care  of  The  Century  Co.,  353  Fourth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Answers  to  all  the  Puzzles  in  the  September  Number  were  received  before  September  24  from  Elizabeth  L.  Young  and  Evelyn  Hillman. 

Answers  to  Puzzles  in  the  September  Number  were  received  before  September  24  from  Elizabeth  Palms  Lewis,  11 — Frances  Knoche 
Marlatt,  11— "AlHl  and  Adi,"  11— Emily  P.  Hayne,  10 — Margaret  B.  Lott,  8— Lloyd  Berraj],  7— Alice  Noel  Farrar,  6— Ignatius  Vado,  6— Arthur 
Poulin,  6 — Helen  Adda  Vance,  5 — Protasio  Maymi.  5 — A.  Eugene  Griffin,  Jr.,  3 — Whitney  Ashbridge,  3 — Elizabeth  Morrow,  2 — M.,  L.,  and  C. 
Jacoby,  2— M.  W.  White,  i— R.  A.  Packard.  Jr..  i— W.  S.  Forrest.  Jr.,  1  — B.  Bancroft,  i— M.  E.  Close,  i— L.  Guthrie,  i  — L.  Perkins,  i— D.  C. 
rless,  I — C.  Smith,  i — E.  Lemieux,  i — J.  B.  Walden,  i — A.  Higgins,  i — Isidore  Goldin,  i — X.  W.  Marghetic,  i — C.  Wyckoff,  i. 


Illustrated  Numerical  Enigma. 
God  will  find  thee  work." 


'  Have  :hy  tools  ready  and 


Geographical  Zigzag.  Rochester.  Cross-words:  i.  Rhine. 
Dover.  3.  Rocky.  4.  Omaha.  5.  Maine.  6.  Boise.  7.  Altai. 
Delhi.     9.  Reval. Charade.     Gros-beak. 


A  BUNCH  OF  KEYS 

Example:  A  Thanksgiving  key.     Answer,  Turkey. 

I.  A  key  that  rides  race-horses.  2.  A  meddlesome  key. 
3.  A  fortunate  key.  4.  A  brave  key.  5.  An  African 
key.  6.  A  stupid  key.  7.  A  dripping  key.  8.  A  playful 
key.  ALICE  R.  BRAGG  (age  12),  League  Member. 

DOUBLE  ZIGZAG 

3  Cross-words:    i.   An   ambassador. 

*  •  2.   Incentive.      3.    The    fur    of    the 

*  coypou.        4.      A     tree-lizard.        5. 

*  ■  Growing    dim.       6.    A    plant    that 

*  bears    aromatic    seeds.      7.    Legiti- 

*  ■  mate.      8.    To    bring    out.      9.    To 

*  secure.      10.  To  arouse. 

*  ■  Zigzags,    from    i    to    2,    a    poet ; 

*  from  3  to  4.  one  of  his  poems. 

4        •  ARTHUR    MINOT   HEED 

(age  12),  League  Member. 

TRIPLE  BEHEADINGS 

All  the   words  described   contain   the   same   number  of 
letters. 

I.  Triply  behead  a  reel  for  holding  yarn,  and  leave 
^  an  inclosure  for  coal.  2.  Triply  behead  to  begin  to 
grow,  and  leave  away.  3.  Triply  behead  a  musical  in- 
strument, and  leave  a  snare.  4.  Triply  behead  honest, 
and  leave  a  part  of  the  verb  to  be.  5.  Triply  bt-head  a 
floor-covering,  and  leave  to  fondle.  6.  Triply  behead  to 
spatter,  and  leave  a  tree.     7.  Triply  behead  parted  with, 


and  leave  a  color.  8.  Triply  behead  a  product  of  the 
Southern  States,  and  leave  a  measure  of  weight.  9. 
Triply  behead  to  seem,  and  leave  part  of  the  head. 

When  the  nine  words  have  been  rightly  guessed  and 
beheaded,  the  initials  of  the  remaining  little  words  will 
spell  the  name  of  a  famous  general. 

CAROLINE  c.  JOHNSON  (age  13).  League  Member. 

CHARADE 

Mv  first,  though  won  and  never  lost, 
Turned  round  is  now  before  ye  ; 

My  second  may  turn  red  like  blood 
Upon  the  paths  to  glory. 

My  whole  is  clear,  but  now  confess  it, 

'T  will  be  a  wonder  if  you  guess  it. 

MARION  AMES  (age  16),  League  Member. 

CONNECTING  AVORDS 

Each  of  the  words  described  contains  four  letters.  Use 
the  last  two  letters  of  the  first  word  for  the  first  two 
of  the  second  word,  and  so  on. 

I.  Genuine.  2.  A  confederate.  3.  A  musical  instru- 
ment. 4.  To  peruse.  5.  A  tool.  6.  Enthusiasm.  7.  In 
addition.  8.  Tender.  9.  Actual.  10.  A  part  in  a  vocal 
quartette.  11,  Sound.  12.  Penury.  13.  Margin.  14. 
Trappings.  15.  Parched.  16.  Vacant.  17.  To  vault. 
iS.  Part  of  the  choir  in  a  church.  19.  An  a(|uatic 
animal.  20.  Besides.  21.  A  portion.  22.  A  certain  kind 
of  food.  2^.  A  tiny  particle.  24.  To  leave  out.  25. 
A  paragraph. 

MARGUERITE  JENNINGS  (age  15),  League  Member. 
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IJLLUSTKATED  PRIMAI>  ACROSTIC 

All  of  the  ten  objects  shown  in  the  above  picture 
may  be  described  by  words  of  the  same  length.  When 
rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below  another,  the  ini- 
tial letters  will  spell  the  surname  of  a  famous  general 
who  was  born  on  the  last  day  of  the  year. 

NUMERICAL  ENKJMA 

I  AM  composed  of  thirty-three  letters,  and  form  a  quota- 
tion from  "Othello." 

My  3-30  is  a  pronoun.  My  ig-i 3-7-24  is  a  brave 
man.  My  15-9-27-14  is  a  salver.  My  16-20-28-33  is 
to  detest.  My  31-5-2-23  is  a  certain  time  of  day.  My 
12— 29— 21— 10  is  a  home  for  honey-bees.  My  26— 17— 11- 
32-1  is  to  mend.  My  25-22-8-4-6-18  is  an  object  that 
becomes  popular  about  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 
ED.v.\  THOMPSON    (age   14),  League  Member. 

CONNECTED   SQUARES  AND  DIAMONDS 

(Gold Badge,  St.  Nicholas  League  Competition) 


***** 


***** 


I.  Upper,  Left-hand  Square:  i.  A  hut.  2.  Quick 
of  motion.  3.  Cleft.  4.  A  famous  Greek  epic.  5.  A 
name  given  to  a  donkey. 

II.  Upper.  Right-hand  Square:  i.  Weeds  that  grow 
among  wheat.  2.  A  place  of  public  contest.  3.  To  drive 
back.     4.  To  live.     5.  A  genus  of  true  bugs. 

III.  Lower,  Left-hand  Square:  i.  A  heathen.  2. 
Old-womanish.  3.  The  breathing-organs  of  fish.  4.  To 
divide.     5.  Snug  homes. 


IV.  Lower.  Right-hand  Square:  i.  Tarries.  2.  A 
fine  linen  girdle  worn  by  priests.  3.  Pointless.  4. 
Dogma.  5.  .^  printer's  term  meaning  "allows  to  stand 
as  it  is." 

V.  Upper  Diamond:  i.  In  errand.  2.  \  tavern.  3. 
To  penetrate.     4.  To  snare.     5.  In  errand. 

VI.  Left-hand  Diamond:   i.  In  errand.     2.  \  color. 

3.  Proportion.     4.  To  pinch.     5.  In  carol. 

VII.  Right-hand  Diamond:  i.  In  errand.  2.  A 
very  old  word  meaning  money  in  general.  3.  The  col- 
lective name  for  the  gods  of  Scandinavian  mythology. 

4.  Wickedness.     5.  In  errand. 

VIII.  Lower  Diamond:  i.  In  errand.  2.  A  familiar 
term  of  address  for  a  little  girl.  3.  Not  flexible.  4.  A 
title  of  respect.     5.  In  errand. 

FRANCES    KNOCHE    MARLATT    (age    1 4') . 

GEOGR.iPHICAI,  DI.VGONAL 

\Siiver  Badge,  St.  Nicholas  League  Competition) 
All  of  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number 
of  letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  diagonal,  from  the  upper,  left-hand  letter  to 
the  lower,  right-hand  letter,  wi41  spell  the  name  of  a 
large  island. 

Cross-words:  i.  An  African  country.  2.  The  capital 
of  Rumania.  3.  One  of  the  L'nited  States.  4.  \n  island 
belonging  to  the  L'nited  States.  5.  An  ocean.  6.  A 
range  of  Asiatic  mountains.  7.  \  very  famous  city. 
8.  A  river  of  British  North  America.  9.  One  .of  the 
United  States.  william  penn  (age  13). 

NOVKL   .\CKOSTIC 

{Silver  Badge,  St.  Nicholas  League  Competition) 
.'\ll  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  initials  will  spell  a  St.  Nicholas  story : 
another  row  of  letters  will  spell  the  name  of  a  char- 
acter in  that  story. 

Cross-words:  i.  A  wind-instrument.  2.  A  six-sided 
figure.      3.   A   fast  train.     4.   Soldiers  who  carry   lances. 

5.  A  hideous,  eight-armed  creature.  6.  Having  little 
depth.  7.  A  Canadian  city.  8.  One  who  loves  his  coun- 
try. 9.  Beaming.  10.  Tedious.  11.  Not  engaged  on 
either  side.  12.  A  company  of  pilgrims  traveling  to- 
gether.    13.  The  close  of  the  day. 

JAMES  G.  meeua.n   (age  14). 
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Chapter  I 

CYRUS    IS   TEiMPTEn    TO    LEAD    AN'    AIlVENTfUnifS 
EXISTENCE 

It  was  just  like  Jack  Henderson  to  run  into  dan- 
.tfer.  1)iit  it  was  n't  fair  for  him  to  lead  Cyrus  Hale 
into  devious  paths. 

This  is  the  way  he  did  it.  In  the  niemoral)le 
September,  following  an  equally  memorable  Au- 
gust when  the  cannon  of  Europe  began  to  boom 
and  a  vast  general  war  ensued,  the  like  of  which 
has  never  been  seen  since  the  world  swung  in 
space,  and  which  will  never  be  again,  we  hope, 
as  long  as  our  old  globe  continues  to  whirl.  Jack 
wrote  Cyrus  a  letter.  It  was  dated  at  a  town  in 
the  south  of  France,  not  far  from  the  mountains 
where  glaciers  are  hidden  in  the  clefts  and  snow- 
peaks  glisten  in  eternal  whiteness. 

Just  why  Jack  Henderson  happened  to  be  in 
this  little  town  when  he  ought  to  have  been  .some- 
where else,  nobody  knew  but  himself.  He  had 
plenty  of  money,  had  n't  a  relative  on  earth  to 
control  his  actions,  and  was  accustomed  to  doing 
exactly  as  he  pleased,  without  regard  to  a  guar- 
dian over  in  New  York,  who  controlled  his  for- 
tune until  he  should  come  of  age  and  was  sup- 
posed to  be  gruff,  only  he  was  n't,  being  just  the 
nicest  man  imaginable,  from  Jack's  point  of  view. 

It  was  before  the  days  of  strict  censor.ship  that 
the  letter  was  sent.  Otherwise,  it  would  probably 
never  have  reached  Rome,  where  Cyrus  Hale, 
likewise  an  independent  youth,  had  fled  in  a  pen- 
niless condition,  accompanied  by  thousands  of 
other  Americans,  when  the  war  cloud  burst  about 
them.  Hale  was  luckier  than  some  of  his  fellow- 
country  people,  having  a  source  of  financial  sup- 


ply in  a  sister  married  to  an  Italian  marquis  and 
enjoying  a  home  in  Rome  and  a  castle  in  the 
.Apennines.  Cyrus  went  first  to  the  castle,  arriv- 
ing in  a  destitute  condition,  having  traveled  in 
third-class  railway-carriages,  and  even  baggage- 
cars,  to  reach  his  sister,  who  had  never  been  so 
dear  before.  Incidentally,  he  felt  that  next  to 
her  the  most  precious  object  in  the  world  was  the 
porcelain  bath-tub,  into  which  he  plunged  with  a 
shout  of  joy  fifteen  minutes  after  he  reached  the 
castle.  He  had  not  had  money  enough  to  indulge 
in  a  bath  for  two  week.s,  and  after  traveling  in 
baggage-cars  !    Well,  I  need  say  no  more. 

But  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  Jack's 
letter  tempted  him.  It  was  as  thoughtless  in 
word  and  spirit  as  Jack  was  wont  to  be.  But 
it  was  inspired  by  the  love  of  stirring  action 
that  always  has  a  .strong  appeal  for  the  youth 
of  every  nation.  To  do  them  justice,  the 
chums  were  not  unmindful  of  the  horrors  of 
war,  nor  of  its  dangers;  but  here  was  an 
o])portunity  to  get  a  first-hand  glimpse  of 
scenes  and  events  that  might  play  a  big  part 
in  changing  the  map  of  Europe  and  the  course 
of  the  world's  history. 

This  is  what  Jack  wrote : 

De.ir  Cy  :  I  'in  in  just  the  seethingest  pl.icc  yoit  fver 
he.Trd  of.  Soldiers  all  around  nu'.  I  hear  the  cannon- 
ading; !  By  going  up  the  mountain,  I  can  see  them 
fighting.  It  's  thrilling  !  Some  day,  I  'm  going  to  creep 
down  to  the  fortifications  between  here  and  Switzer- 
land and  .get  some  snap-shots.  Why  don't  you  come 
on  up  here  ?  You  can't  imagine  it,  my  dear  Cy.  .Such  an 
e.\perience  will  never  be  again  in  our  lifetime.  I  don't 
see  why  our  fellow-.-Xmericans  all  started  for  home  like 
a  flock  of  frightened  sheep.  They  might  have  stayed 
and  been  in  the  thick  of  the  whole  thing.  Come  right 
along,  Cy.     I  '11  meet  you  at  Culoz — that  's  the  junction 
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if  you  conic  up  by  Turin,  and  that  's  the  best  way.  \Vi- 
caii'l  get  home  anyhow  except  by  steerage.  Every  ship 
full  to  the  limit.  Guardy  cabled  me  to  come,  but  I  'm 
not  going  yet!  not  much!  Too  much  doing  here. 
There  's  nothing  to  comjiare  with  it  back  home  in  the 
United  States  I  tell  you,  these  fellows  are  just  in  to 
win,  even  though  they  're  wearing  old  uniforms  of 
Napoleon's  time.  We  're  making  history  up  here,  and 
don't  you  forget  it !  By  the  way,  it  would  be  a  good 
thing  to  have  a  passport.  They  're  handy  nowadays, 
and  keep  you  from  getting  shot  as  a  spy.  which  might 
happen. 

Perhaps,  too,  it  would  be  just  as  well  not  to  tell  'em  at 
the  embassy  just  where  you  're  going  with  that  pass- 
[lort.  They  might  give  you  some  fatherly  advice.  .'\nd 
be  sure  to  bring  gold  if  you  can  get  it.  Ami  your 
camera  !  Come  on  up,  Cy  ;  we  '11  have  to  grub  enough 
to  make  up  for  it  when  we  get  home.     Come  on  up  !  ! 

"^o"-"^-  Jack. 


Cyrus  Hale,  lounging  in  the  cool  garden-court 
of  the  Quirinal  Hotel.  Rome,  whistled  when  he 
read  this  effusion.  It  sounded  enticing.  But  — 
he  had  intended  to  sail  for  New  York  as  soon  as 
jiossible,  for  he  had  over  there  what  Jack  did  not 
possess  — a  very  wise  mother  and  two  younger 
brothers.  His  mother  had  told  him  by  cable  to 
speed  for  home,  having  the  same  opinion  as 
(kiardy— that  Americans  were  safer  in  "little 
old  New  York"  than  in  warlike  Europe. 

Well,  Cyrus  ought  n't  to  have  done  it ;  but  he 
did.  He  cabled  Mama,  "Delayed  here,"  salving 
his  conscience  with  the  explanation  that  it  was 
n't  a  fib,  because  the  steamers  were  so  crowded 
that  he  would  have  been  obliged  to  lay  his  aris- 
tocratic body  down  upon  a  steerage  bunk  in  com- 
pany with  eight  other  suffering  companions  in  a 
tiny  room  with  no  air,  and  pay  one  hundred  and 
fifty  dollars  besides,  for  the  privilege  of  seeing 
home  and  mother.  Cy  remembered  the  baggage- 
cars,  and  shuddered.  Then  he  went  out  and  sent 
the  cablegram,  together  with  a  letter  telling  Jack 
to  meet  him  in  Culoz  on  the  eighth  of  Septcmlier. 
It  was  now  the  sixth. 

It  was  not  easy  to  get  gold.  The  Italian  Gov- 
ernment seemed  to  feel  that  it  could  not  part  with 
it.  So  Cyrus  loaded  up  with  French  bank-notes, 
which  cost  him  so  little  in  exchange  that  it  looked 
as  if  Italy  was  glad  to  get  rid  of  them. 

"Queer  thing  I"  meditated  Cyrus,  carefully  lay- 
ing the  notes  in  his  leather  pocket-book,  for  he 
realized  that,  after  all,  hard  cash  was  a  good 
thing  to  possess  in  these  evil  days.  "Queer  thing, 
that  every  blessed  nation  over  here  wants  to  get 
rid  of  every  blessed  thing  that  belongs  to  any 
other  country.  Nice  spirit  of  brotherly  love, 
this!" 

He  forgot  himself  and  spoke  these  words 
aloud,  opening  the  swing-door  of  the  bank  to 
face  a  man  whose  countenance  broadened  into  a 


grin  at  sight  of  this  comely,  sturdy  youth  in 
tweeds  bought  in  London  and  a  hat  bearing  the 
mark  of  a  fashionalile  Berlin  house. 

"What  's  this  aljout  brotherly  love?  Cy  Hale, 
where  on  earth  did  you  come  from  ?" 

An  answering  grin  was  on  Hale's  face  as  he 
grasped  the  hand  held  out  to  him  and  took  off 
his  hat  to  a  pretty  girl  following  in  Rob  Hutch- 
inson's wake. 

''Oh,  I  say,  Rob !"  stammered  Cyrus.  "You 
here  !     I  thought  you  were  in  Iceland." 

"I  intended  to  be.  But  here  I  am.  On  your 
way  home,  Cyrus?  You  know  my  sister?  Ruth, 
this  is  J\Ir.  Hale." 

"Rob  has  mentioned  you  so  often.  Mr.  Hale.  I 
feel  as  if  I  knew  you." 

That  night  they  all  dined  together  at  an  open- 
air  restaurant  on  the  Aventine  Hill,  looking  down 
over  the  Forum  and  across  to  the  ruins  of  the 
Cresars'  palace,  and  Cyrus  almost  regretted  his 
proposed  trip  to  France. 

Ruth  was  enthusiastic  over  it,  but  Rob,  older 
and  more  stdate,  saw  snags  in  the  way.  He  ad- 
vised Cyrus  to  give  it  up,  to  sail  with  them  for 
home  as  soon  as  they  could  get  decent  passage. 
In  the  meantime,  at  least  they  were  in  Italy,  and 
could  have  a  good  time. 

Cyrus,  backed  by  Ruth's  enthusiasm,  stood  firm, 
and  having  obtained  an  emergency  passport  at 
the  embassy  and  avoided  inaking  detailed  dis- 
closures of  his  future  plans,  he  made  a  triumphal 
exit  from  fionie  the  next  day. 

.\t  the  station  Ruth  smiled  encouragingly, 
but  Rob  shook  his  head  and  said,  very  gravely: 
"It  's  a  fool's  errand  you  two  lads  are  up  to. 
This  is  n't  any  play  war,  Cy,  it  "s  a  terrible  con- 
flict, and  the  further  you  keep  out  of  it,  the  bet- 
ter. For  Heaven's  sake,  don't  do  anything  wild 
and  get  into  danger!     Remember  your  mother." 

Cyrus  did  remember  her :  he  wished  that  his 
memory  was  not  so  good. 

"After  all,  Rob,"  he  said,  when  he  had  piled 
his  suitcase,  umbrella,  and  camera— of  the  latest 
and  most  expensive  type— in  a  compartment 
where  there  was  no  one  else— "after  all.  what 
danger  can  there  be?  I  'm  only  .going  a  little 
way  across  the  border  to  stay  a  few  days  with 
Jack,  and  I  '11  see  lots  of  interesting  things."' 

"Jack  Henderson  is  n't  afraid  of  anything." 

"Do  you  think  I  am?"  Cyrus's  face  grew  red, 
and  Rob  saw  that  he  had  made  a  inistake.  .-\.t 
nineteen,  one  resents  being  called  a  coward. 

-\t  that  moment  the  guard  called  out:  "Pronti! 
Pronti!  In  vcltura,  signori!"  ("Ready!  All 
aboard,  sirs!")  and  Cyrus  sprang  into  the  com- 
jiartment  that  contained  his  belongings. 

"Let  me  know  if  you  need  help,"  were  Rob's 
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last  words,  heard  above  the  piercinc;  shriek  of 
the  vvhislle.  Kiith  waved  her  hand,  ;uid  t'ynis 
was  left  alone. 

He  did  not  feel  just  comfortable,  for  he  valued 
Rob  Hutchinson's  opinion.  He  was  a  lawj-er  in 
Philadelphia,  doing  splendidly,  having  acquired 
a  large  practice  at  the  age  of  thirty. 


"IIB    MADE    A    TKI 


1  kOM    ROME 


Cyrus  walked  out  into  the  corridor.  It  seemed 
strange  that  he  should  be  almost  alone  in  the  long 
carriage.  Whenever  he  had  traveled  before  in 
Italy,  the  trains  had  been  crowded  with  tourists. 
There  had  been  laughter  and  talking.  To-day  all 
was  silent,  and  he  recalled  that  there  had  been 
very  few  persons  on  the  station  platform  and 
they  were  all  men  — e.xcept  a  peasant  woman  with 
a  basket  on  her  arm  and  Ruth  Hutchinson. 
What  a  fine  girl  she  w-as !    And  courageous,  too. 


She  would  have  enjoyed  such  an  adventurous 
trij)  as  this,  .\fter  all,  Rob  was  getting  on;  he 
was  thirty  years  old,  at  least,  and  when  he,  Cy- 
rus, reached  that  age,  he,  too,  would  be  cautious. 
He  went  back  into  the  compartment,  put  on 
his  traveling  cap,  took  from  his  bag  the  latest 
magazines,  and  established  himself  comfortably 
in  a  cushioned  corner.  It  was 
nice  to  be  all  alone. 

Looking  up,  he  saw  a  tall 
carabinicvc  standing  in  the 
corridor.  Now  the  carabinicri 
are  state  police.  They  always 
go  in  ])airs,  two  and  two. 
They  are  found  in  all  Italian 
cities :  they  patrol  the  sea- 
coast  ;  on  horseback,  they 
haunt  the  remotest  districts, 
the  most  unfrequented  roads 
in  the  heart  of  the  mountains. 
Splendid  picked  men  they  are. 
Cyrus  eyed  them  with  inter- 
est. He  had  seen  them  many 
times,  in  their  picturesque  blue 
and  scarlet  uniforms  with 
their  Napoleonic  cocked  hats, 
but  he  had  never  before  seen 
(ine  on  a  railroad  train. 

"Funny  !"  he  muttered,  and 
returned  to  his  reading. 

The  carabinicvc  was  joined 
l)y  his  companion,  and  they 
both  stood  for  some  time  in 
the  corridor,  talking  in  low 
tones  and  casting  quick,  ob- 
servant glances  at  Cyrus  and 
at  his  suitcase.  Then  they 
moved  away. 

Cyrus  was  much  interested 
in  a  copy  of  the  illustrated 
"Tribuna,"  a  weekly  paper.  It 
had  brilliantly  colored  pic- 
tures. One  of  them  showed 
the  finding  of  bombs  on  a 
train,  while  an  article  related 
how  one  night  on  nine  differ- 
ent trains  bombs  were  discov- 
ered, and  on  one  train  there  had  been  a  dangerous 
explosion. 

It  grew  darker  outside,  and  the  lights  flashed 
in  the  electric  bulbs.  Cyrus  laid  down  his  ])aper, 
yawned,  and  sat  looking  at  the  flying  landscape. 
The  train  had  passed  Civitavecchia  and  was 
rushing  northward  along  the  flat,  low  coa.st  near 
the  sea.  The  water  lay  beneath,  glistening,  shim- 
mering in  the  white  moonlight.  It  was  .so  rest- 
ful, so  quiet.     It  was  diflicult  to  realize  that  up 
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yonder,  beyond  llie  .Alps,  men  were  fighting— for 
what?— and  dying  — to  what  end?  .And  women 
were  weeping,  and  mourning  their  dead. 

It  was  silent  in  the  car.  The  only  sound  was 
the  clatter  of  the  wheels,  the  occasional  shriek  of 
a  whistle. 

Cyrus  began  to  feel  queer.  Down  deep  in  his 
soul  he  wished  that  he  had  taken  Rob's  advice; 
that  he  had  not  come.  To-morrow,  when  the  sun 
was  up,  it  would  be  different. 

A  thought  struck  him.  He  could  get  off  at 
Genoa  and  go  back  to  Rome. 

''The  first  to  laugh  would  be  old  Rob,"  he  mut- 
tered, and  his  cheeks  grew  hot.  "He  almost 
called  me  a  coward.  No,  I  '11  go  on.  But— I 
wish  there  was  some  one  else  here.  I  '11  walk 
through  the  train  and  find  some  other  people." 

He  carefully  closed  his  suitcase,  leaned  it 
against  the  cushions  to  keep  his  place,  strapped 
his  camera  over  his  shoulder,  not  daring  to  leave 
it  for  fear  it  would  be  stolen,— it  was  valuable 
and  besides  he  would  hardly  have  cared  to  go 
at  all  if  he  could  not  take  photographs,— and 
started  to  leave  the  compartment. 

As  he  turned  at  the  door,  he  faced  the  two 
tall,  grave  carabinicri.  They  looked  at  him 
keenly.  Then,  with  their  native  courtesy,  they 
motioned  him  back  into  his  compartment.  .-Vhso- 
lutely  surprised,  he  obeyed,  and  they  followeil 
him  in. 


"The  gentleman  will  not  be  offended,"  one  of 
them  said,  "if  we  venture  to  request  him  to  ex- 
plain to  us  his  identity,  whence  he  comes  and 
whither  he  goes,  and  what  he  has  in  there?" 

The  officer  of  the  law  pointed  an  accusing  fin- 
ger at  the  unoffending  suitcase. 

Cyrus  felt  his  courage  returning. 

"Xot  in  the  least."  he  replied  in  his  best 
Italian,  learned  from  his  brother-in-law. 

In  his  heart  he  was  glad  and  proud. 

This  was  his  first  adventure  in  his  perilous,  but 
highly  interesting,  journey. 

"At  your  service."  he  added. 

Chapter  II 

FACE  TO  FACE  WITH  THE  LAW 

It  is  not  an  agreeable  feeling,  no  matter  how  in- 
nocent one  may  know  one's  self  to  be,  to  be  sus- 
pected of  doing  something  against  the  law.  In 
this  case,  it  was  bombs  these  two  fine-looking 
carabinicri  were  looking  for,  Cyrus  was  sure  of 
that,  after  seeing  the  article  about  the  succession 
of  such  "nice  little  events"  which  had  occurred 
only  a  few  days  before.  No  matter  how  cour- 
ageous he  was,  actually  he  felt  the  cold  chills 
creeping  up  his  back,  and  his  hands  were  clammy. 
Well  he  knew  that  there  was  n't  any  bomb  in 
that  leather  suitcase,  plastered  all  over  with 
fascinating  labels,  such  as  "The  Langham,  Lon- 
don";  "Hotel  Elysee,  Paris";  "Schweizerhof, 
Luzern,"  and  various  other  reminders  of  a  happy 
past  before  the  war  caused  Americans  to  pack 
their  trunks  and  silently  steal  away  — in  some 
cases  minus  the  trunks  and  with  no  change  of 
raiment ! 

Cyrus,  in  fact,  had  a  fond  remcmlirancc  of  a 
big  trunk  of  his  own,  full  of  choice  clothing, 
which  was  reposing  somewhere  up  north,  but  in 
what  place,  or  whether  he  would  ever  have  the 
jileasure  of  seeing  it  again,  he  knew  not. 

In  the  meantime,  while  he  was  having  cold 
shivers,  one  ofilcer  searched  his  suitcase  and  the 
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other  eyed  him  in  no  friendly  manner.  It  seemed 
as  if  they  were  determined  to  find  a  bomb  some- 
where. Cyrus  felt  that  his  imagination  was 
playing  him  a  trick.  His  head  whirled.  He  was 
all  alone,  far  from  dear  New  York ;  home  and 
Mother  were  on  the  other  side  of  an  untraversa- 
ble  ocean.  Perhaps  there  wiis  ,a  bomb  secreted 
about  him  ! 

The  carahiiiicrc  took  everything;  out  of  the 
suitcase,  looked  in  the  umbrella,  opened  it,  and 
demanded  the  camera,  which  Hale  silently  re- 
moved from  his  shoulders.  If  any  one  ever 
looked  guilty,  it  was  himself,  and  he  felt  most 
awfully  so  ;  a  hardened  criminal,  he  must  be  ;  they 
expected  him  to  be,  and  he  wondered  if  he  zvas ! 

The  watching  guard  became  more  and  more 
severe  as  the  camera  turned  out  to  be  harmless 
and  not  an  infernal  machine.  The  few  passen- 
gers on  the  train,  all  men,  mostly  traveling 
agejits,  scenting  something  interesting  in  this 
w-orld  of  gloom  and  sorrow,  had  gathered  in  the 
corridor.  They  were  treating  Hale's  sufferings 
as  a  good  joke,  and  were  laughing  and  saying 
things.  It  added  to  Cyrus's  misery  that  there 
was  a  wall-eyed  man  among  them;  just  why,  he 
could  not  tell,  liut  he  resented  the  jircsence  of 
that  wall-eyed  man. 

The  laughter  got  on  the  nerves  of  the  carabi- 
iiicrr  who  was  making  the  search,  and  he  con- 
tinued it  more  viciously.  He  k)oked  inidcr  the 
long,  ])lush-covered  seats;  he  shook  out  the 
curtains;  he  examined  the  etupty  nettings  of  the 
racks.  He  even  glanced  suspiciously  at  the  elec- 
tric bulb,  as  if  that  might  contain  a  bomb.  In 
.short,  it  was  a  grand  farce.  Well  might  the 
passengers  in  the  corridor  laugh.  Cyrus  felt  the 
blood  returning  to  his  spinal  column  and  the 
strength  to  his  fists.  How  he  would  enjoy  knock- 
ing down  that  fellow  in  the  cocked  hat,  — not  the 
one  who  was  searching,  he  had  no  grievance 
again.st  him,  for  he  was  only  doing  his  duty,— 
but'  the  other  one,  who  never  took  his  eyes  off 
him.  There  was  n't  a  better  athlete  than  Cy  Hale 
in  Princeton  University.  He  could  knock  down 
this  tall  Italian  with  the  big  moustaches,  if  nec- 
essary. 

To  his  astonishment,  the  severe-faced  man  of 
the  law  beamed  upon  him  a  broad  smile.  It  was 
like  a  ray  of  sunshine  peeping  from  behind  dark 
clouds.  Cyrus  forgot  that  he  wished  to  chastise 
him  and  felt  like  greeting  him  as  a  long-lost 
brother.  There  was  something  \ery  winning 
about  that  smile. 

"Will  the  gentleman  kindly  favor  me  with  his 
passjjort  ?"  he  asked  in  a  gentle  voice.  Cyrus 
decided  that,  on  off  days,  he  was  certainly  a 
baritone  singer  in  the  opera. 


Cyrus  produced  the  document,  bearing  a  big 
red  seal  with  the  American  eagle  stamjied  on  it 
in  great  shape.  It  also  gave  the  information  that 
he  was  nineteen  years  old,  was  five  feet  ten  in 
height,  that  he  had  a  high  forehead,  dark  brown 
hair,  brown  eyes,  a  straight  nose,  regular  mouth, 
and  square  chin. 

Not  only  the  carabinicri,  but  the  halt-dozen 
men  in  the  corridor  were  interested  in  this  pass- 
port. They  craned  their  necks  to  look  at  it,  and 
then  turned  observant  eyes  upon  the  person  de- 
scribed. One  of  them  said  out  loud  that  his  nose 
was  not  .straight.  Cyrus  cast  a  look  of  scorn 
upon  him.  It  was  the  wall-eyed  man.  He 
seemed  more  subdued  after  Cy  looked  at  him. 
The  one  thing  Hale  felt  specially  proud  of  in 
that  description  was  the  "straight  nose."  No  one 
had  ever  before  considered  it  more  than  a  decent- 
looking,  nondescript  feature.  "Straight"  sounded 
Grecian. 

The  carabiniere  softened  still  more.  He  handed 
back  the  passport  with  a  blander  and  more  cheer- 
ful smile. 

"Would  the  gentleman  object  to  telling  his 
destination  ?" 

Cyrus  handed  out  his  ticket.  He  was  glad  that 
he  had  bought  it  to  Turin  and  not  to  the  French 
frontier.  That  might  have  aroused  a  still 
deeper  desire  for  knowledge  on  the  part  of  these 
now  smiling  gentlemen  iti  Napoleonic  uniform. 

"I  caine  from  Rome  and  am  going  to  Turin," 
explained  Cyrus,  in  his  best  Italian,  which 
sounded  very  American  indeed,  but  was  better 
than  none  at  all. 

The  audience  in  the  corridor  hung  upon  his 
words.  Now  that  the  danger,  wholly  imaginary, 
was  passed,  Cyrus  grew  eloquent,  even  in  a  for- 
eign tongue.  He  made  the  most  horrible  mis- 
takes in  grammar ;  he  put  plural  subjects  with 
singular  verbs;  he  used  prepositions  where  he 
ought  to  have  used  something  else ;  and  his 
idioms  were  awful ;  but  he  "got  there,"  as  the 
saying  goes,  —  ah  !  yes,  he  got  there  with  a  ven- 
geance, and  his  audience  was  so  overcome  by  the 
fluency  of  his  amazing  Italian  that  they  forgot 
to  laugh. 

"Now  that  you  have  taken  out  every  rag  I  have 
in  my  bag,  and  have  crumpled  my  only  clean  shirt 
—  for  I  left  Rome  in  such  a  hurry  that  I  had  n't 
time  to  get  any  more;  now  that  you  've  hurt  my 
feelings,  and  mussed  up  my  nice  cravats,  and 
injured  the  spring  of  my  umbrella,  and  ahriost 
broken  my  hundred-dollar  camera,  and  humiliated 
me  before  these  gentlemen,"— Cyrus  remembered 
the  instructions  of  his  professor  of  public  speak- 
ing and  the  days  of  the  dramatic  .society,  and 
gracefully   waved   his   hand   with   an   oratorical 
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gesture  to  the  audience  in  the  corridor,  — "may  I 
kindly  ask  what  the  dickens  it  's  all  about  ?" 

"You  may,"  responded  the  taller  of  the  two 
carabinieri.  "There  have  been  a  lot  of  bombs 
found  on  trains  lately,  and  we  have  orders  to 
keep  watch  and  search  all  suspicious  charac- 
ters—" 

"Do  I  look  like  a  suspicious  character?"  de- 
manded Cyrus  with  fire  in  his  eye.  coming  up  so 
close  to  the  man  that  the  latter  instinctively 
backed  towards  the  door. 

■'Come  out,  we  'II  take  care  of  you  !"  called  out 
a  voice,  in  deep  satire.  "Don't  be  afraid  of  the 
American  gentleman  !  We  're  all  here  to  guard 
you !" 

"Yes,  we  're  all  here  1"  chorused  the  five,  with 
broad  grins.  There  is  nothing  an  Italian  so 
glories  in  as  catching  a  policeman  at  a  disadvan- 
tage. Cyrus  could  have  hugged  the  obnoxious 
wall-eyed  man ;  it  was  he  who  had  first  spoken. 

The  carahiniere  glanced  at  his  fellow-country- 
men. Then  turning  to  Cyrus,  he  said  very  cour- 
teously :  "We  meant  no  offence,  Sigiwrc.  We 
were  merely  carr^-ing  out  orders." 

"Oh,  it  's  all  right,"  replied  Cyrus,  good-na- 
turedly. "We  've  got  stacks  of  policemen  in  my 
country,  and  they  do  lots  of  good  things,  too,  but 
they  sometimes  get  hold  of  the  wrong  fellow." 

There  was  an  exchange  of  low  bows,  and  the 
six  men  in  the  corridor  ranged  themselves  on 
each  side  to  let  the  two  carabinicri  walk  between 
them,  making  biting  remarks  the  while  which  the 
two  pretended  not  to  hear.  They  disappeared  in 
the  distance  and  were  seen  no  more. 

Then  a  surprising  thing  happened,  surprising 
to  Cyrus  at  any  rate,  who,  although  his  sister 
had  been  married  five  years  to  an  Italian  marquis, 
had  never  been  long  enough  among  the  Latins  to 
get  to  know  their  ways.  The  six  men  crowded 
into  the  compartment,  laughing  and  shouting 
with  glee  over  the  discomfiture  of  the  two  police- 
men. Before  Cyrus  knew  what  was  happening, 
they  were  shaking  his  hands,  and  slapping  him  on 
his  shoulder,  while  the  wall-eyed  man,  who  was 
not  bad-looking  except  for  that  one  defect,  ac- 
tually embraced  him  and  kissed  him  on  both 
cheeks,  much  to  Hale's  dismay  !  He  occasionally 
kis.sed  his  grandfather,  but  no  other  man,  and  it 
made  him  feel  funny. 

If  the  wall-»^ed  man's  sentiments  had  been 
translated  into  straight,  common-sense  English, 
instead  of  being  in  well-rounded,  poetical  Italian, 
they  would  have  been  something  like  this:  "Good 
for  you,  old  chap  !  You  did  lay  those  fellows  out 
well.  It  's  a  blessed  shame  that  they  should  light 
on  you,  an  American,  coming  from  the  land  of 
the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave,  where  men 


pick  up  money  on  the  pavements,  and  where 
every  man  's  a  king  in  his  own  right.  Good  for 
you,  old  chap  !" 

Cyrus  always  laughed  when  he  recalled  that 
ride  along  the  western  shore  of  Italy.  In  all  the 
train,  besides  the  crew  and  the  two  carabinicri. 
there  were  just  these  seven  passengers — all  in 
one  compartment,  all  talking  at  once,  the  air 
fairly  reeking  with  the  smoke  of  the  cigarettes 
which  were  constantly  lighted.  All  night  long 
they  kept  it  up.  Time  to  be  lonely?  There  was 
not  one  minute  when  Cyrus  felt  again  that  gloom 
which  had  threatened  to  make  him  "have  the 
willies,"  as  his  classmates  at  home  would  have 
put  it.  For  they  laughed ;  they  sang  selections 
from  operas. — good  ones,  too, — and  Neapolitan 
songs,  with  reflections  in  them  of  blue  waves,  the 
rocky  shores  of  Capri's  emerald  isle,  deep  shad- 
ows of  green  olive-trees,  brilliant  colors  of 
peasants'  gowns,  smiling  dark  faces  with  limpid 
eyes ;  they  told  stories,  tales  of  brigands,  of  Gari- 
baldi, of  the  king,  .^nd  all  the  time  the  train 
thundered  northward :  past  Pisa,  where  the  mag- 
nificent group  of  white  marble  buildings  glistened 
in  the  moonlight,  the  slender  Leaning  Tower 
standing  high  in  their  midst.  Through  the 
smoky  tunnels  it  went,  one  after  the  other  in 
quick  succession,  with  tiny  glimpses  of  waves 
and  foam  between  them. 

It  was  a  hot.  sultry  September  morning  when 
Cyrus  said  good-by  to  the  wall-eyed  man.  who 
had  turned  out  to  be  the  most  agreeable  of  them 
all  and  who  was  the  only  one  who  went  with  him 
beyond  Genoa. 

"A  rii'cderci ! —  \]v\t\\  we  meet  again!"  called 
out  the  traveler,  waving  his  hand  from  the  win- 
dow as  the  train  moved  out  of  the  station  at 
Turin. 

"A  ri-c'cderci.'"  answered  Cyrus. 

There  was  a  warm  feeling  in  his  heart  as  he 
entered  the  restaurant  and  asked  for  coffee. 
After  all,  it  was  a  good  old  world,  and  there  were 
many  jolly  companions  in  it  even  here  in  Italy. 
His  thoughts  flew  on  to  Jack  Henderson,  waiting 
for  him  in  Culoz,  where  he  expected  to  be  that 
afternoon.  Dear  old  Jack!  It  was  a  lot  better 
over  here  than  it  would  be  at  home,  plodding 
throu.gh  the  dull  routine  of  college  work.  There 
was  a  divinity,  surely,  that  shapes  our  ends.  This 
war  might  not  last  long  after  all.  and  his  mother 
would  Jiot  have  wished  him  to  come  home  in  the 
steerage  at  one  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  a  head 
and  eight  in  a  room  !     Her  "darling  boy  !" 

Cyrus  smiled  to  himself.  He  was  having  a 
very  good  time.  There  had  been  a  few  moments 
of  anguish  the  evening  before.  But  how  quickly 
they  had  gone  I     He  'd  just  take  a  little  run  up 
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into  France,  see  Jack,  and  look  around  a  bit  to 
see  how  the  French  were  running  the  war,  and 
then  he  'd  come  back  to  Rome  and  sail  with  old 
Rob.    That  reminded  him  of  Ruth. 

'"What  's  this  ?"  he  asked  suspiciously,  eyeing 
the  waiter  sternly. 

He  was  a  dapper  little  waiter  with  stiff,  waxed 
moustaches  looking  like  a  mouse's  tail.  Into  the 
cup  he  had  poured  a  small  amount  of  coffee,  and 


well  worth  living.  Cyrus  Hale  found  it  delight- 
ful. It  was  hot,  liut  what  could  one  expect  in  a 
land  like  Italy  in  September?  It  was  now  blaz- 
ing hot  in  New  York,  also,  and  men  were  mop- 
ping their  brows. 

Cyrus  thought  aliout  Ruth  Hutchinson  again. 
She  was  a  mighty  nice  girl. 

The  waiter  was  hovering  near. 

■'Oh,   I   say,   caincricrc   [waiter],"   Cyrus   said. 


"CYRUS    WISHED    TH.^T    THE    OFFICER    WOULD    NOT    LOOK    AT    HIM    IN    TH.\T    W.\Y."      (SEE    NE.XT    PAGE.) 


now  he  was  following  it  up  with  something  dark 
and  thicker. 

Cyrus  sniffed.  He  did  not  like  the  looks  of  this 
mixture.    "What  's  this?"  he  repeated. 

"It  's  the  way  we  take  coffee  in  Turin,  sir," 
replied  the  waxy  waiter.  It  occurred  to  Cyrus 
that  not  only  was  his  moustache  waxed,  but  his 
hair,  and  even  his  face.  "Half  coffee  and  half 
chocolate.     It  's  really  very  good,  sir." 

He  held  the  pot  suspended  above  the  cup. 

"Oh,  well,  go  ahead!  I  '11  try  it  and  see  if  I 
like  it.  And  do  those  nice  little  raisin-cakes  go 
with  the  mixture?    They  look  good." 

"Si,  Signore." 

Cyrus  helped  himself  to  the  cakes  and  the  cof- 
fee-chocolate and  found  that  in  Turin  they  knew 
a  good  thing.     Life  under  such  circumstances  is 


"that  s  an  e.Kcellent  nii.xture.  Please  bring  me 
some  more,  and  a  lot  more  of  those  nice  little 
cakes.     And— have  you  any  post-cards?" 

The  waiter  waved  his  hand  to  a  pile  of  highly 
colored  cards  on  the  next  table. 

It  took  Cyrus  a  long  time  to  find  one  that  he 
thought  Ruth  would  like,  and  he  wrote  it  with 
much  care.  Then  he  scribbled  cards— with  less 
care— to  his  sister  in  the  castle  down  in  the 
Apennines,  and  one  to  his  mother,  but  he  did  not 
tell  either  of  them  that  he  was  going  to  join 
Jack  Henderson  in  France.  He  thought  it  better 
not  to;  it  might  worry  them,  though,  of  course, 
there  was  n't  any  danger  at  all.  He  told  them 
how  hot  it  was,  and  how  nice  the  national  mix- 
ture of  coffee  and  chocolate  was,  and  how  he 
had  met  old  Rob  Hutchinson  and  his  sister  Ruth 
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in  Rome  and  expected  to  sail  witli  them  about  the 
first  of  October  if  there  was  any  decent  shi]) 
going. 

After  this,  he  paid  Ills  bill,  made  the  waiter 
hapijy  by  jiresenting  him  with  a  franc,  and  saun- 
tered olT  to  his  train.  He  also  bought  a  paper, 
and  saw  that  there  had  been  a  big  battle  in 
France.  Hut  somehow  it  made  little  impression- 
far  less  than  it  should.  It  all  seemed  very  unreal 
and  far  away,  like  reading  a  dramatic  story. 

At  six  o'clock  that  evening,  after  many  delays, 
the  train  entered  the  little  station  of  Culoz,  where 
Jack  ought  to  be  waiting.  Cyrus  was  the  one 
solitary  passenger  who  alighted.  His  arrival 
caused  considerable  excitement.  There  were 
many  soldiers  on  guard. 

He  looked  around,  but  saw  no  sign  of  Jack. 
He  was  probably  waiting  outside.  The  air  was 
heavy  with  moisture,  and  from  a  dark  cloud  came 
vivid  lightning. 

"Bally  place,  this  !"  said  Cyrus,  not  feeling  ex- 
actly comfortable  among  all  these  soldiers.  The 
heat,  too,  was  depressing. 

.An  officer  stejijjed  up  to  him  and  said  in 
French:  "Will  you  please  step  in  here?" 

Cyrus  obeyed,  and  found  himself  in  a  small 
room,  not  very  well  lighted.  Two  soldiers— he 
noted  that  they  were  well  supplied  with  muskets, 
pistols,  and  short  knives— followed  closely  behind 
him.     There  were  several  men  in  the  room. 

One  officer  was  seated  behind  a  desk.  He 
looked  keeidy  at  Cyrus  Hale,  .American,  and 
Cyrus  began  to  have  funny  little  shivers  up  and 
down  his  back  again.  He  wished  that  the  officer 
would  not  look  at  him  in  that  way,  but  did  n't 
know  how  to  make  him  stop. 

Where  was  Jack? 

For  the  first  time  since  Cyrus  had  received  the 
letter  from  his  friend,  he  realized  that  while  he 
knew  considerable  Italian,  thanks  to  his  brother- 
in-law,  he  knew  very  little  French,  and  that  not 
of  an  available  kind.  Undoubtedly,  as  any  fool 
would  know,  he  must  speak  French.  Such 
phrases  as  "Has  the  shoemaker  made  your 
shoes?"  or  "The  liook  is  on  the  table"  would  not 
be  exactly  appropriate  here.  He  remembered 
one  or  two  other  sentences  about  the  cousin  of 
his  aunt,  but  they  were  not  useful  at  this  awful 
moment.  Once  he  had  learned  a  whole  play  by 
Moliere,  but  these  men  did  not  look  in  a  mood  to 
listen  to  it  now. 

]Vhcre  was  Jack? 

"What  is  your  name?"  came  in  a  deep  voice 
from  the  officer  behind  the  desk,  and  Cvrus 
jumped  as  if  a  bullet  from  the  musket  of  one  of 
the  soldiers  standing  too  close  to  him  had  struck 
him.     He  understood  that  much  French,  anyway! 


"Cyrus  Hale,"  he  answered  in  a  voice  which 
did  not  seem  like  his  own. 

Ch.^pter  hi 
fate  and  a  motor-cycle 

"Have  you  a  passport  ?"    This  in  b^rench. 

In  his  rattled  condition,  Cyrus  had  still  wit 
enough  to  understand  the  word  "Passe." 

He  produced  the  document  bearing  the  seal  of 
his  country,  now  become  more  precious  than 
gold.  He  felt  that,  heretofore,  he  had  not  suf- 
ficiently appreciated  the  fact  that  he  was  born 
under  the  Stars  and  Stripes  and  that  they  pro- 
tected him  in  their  soft,  gleaming  folds  even 
here,  in  this  dark  room  full  of  uniformed  men. 
Outside,  the  thunder  muttered  louder  and  louder. 
It  seemed  like  a  reflection  of  the  thundering  can- 
non not  far  away  on  that  field  where  men  were 
falling  as  did  spears  of  wheat  when  the  tornado 
passes  over  them. 

For  some  reason,  the  passport  did  not  appear 
to  be  satisfactory. 

The  officers  scanned  it  with  deep  attention. 
They  turned  it  over  and  looked  at  the  back. 
\\  hy,  Cyrus  coidd  not  imagine. 

One  of  them,  with  the  passport  in  his  hand, 
came  close  to  Cyrus,  reading  the  description  and 
examining  his  personal  appearance  with  great 
care.  It  may  be  that  Cyrus  was  particularly  sen- 
sitive about  his  nose,  for  he  resented  the  close 
scrutiny  which  the  officer  gave  to  this  important, 
but  uno (fending,  feature.  The  man  frowned,  as 
if  to  say  that  "straight"  was  not  an  accurate 
description.  Cyrus  feared  that  he  was  going  to 
be  asked  to  open  his  mouth,  like  a  horse,  so  that 
his  age  of  nineteen  might  lie  verified 

Instead,  the  officer,  still  frowning,  said  a  few 
mysterious  words,  and  one  of  the  .soldiers  guard- 
ing the  young  .American  sprang  forward  quicklv. 
Then  he  measured  Cyrus,  actually  measnretl  him 
with  a  tape,  and  the  officers  studied  over  the 
result  for  a  lon.g  minute,  while  Cj-rus  wondered 
what  they  would  do  with  him  if  the  passport  and 
measurements  did  not  fit.  He  remembered  what 
Jack  had  said  about  the  spies  who  had  been  shot, 
and  grew  colder  and  colder,  and  so  white  that  he 
might  easily  have  been  considered  a  guilty,  hard- 
ened villain,  instead  of  an  innocent  American,  a 
.student  in  Princeton  University,  belonging  to  one 
of  Xew  ^'ork■s  most  honorable  families,  having 
possessed  an  ancestor  who  was  one  of  the  chief- 
justices  of  the  Ignited  States.  Cyrus  wished 
with  all  his  heart  and  soul  that  he  had  that  letter 
Mr.  Bryan  gave  him  with  some  paternal  advice 
when  he  left  home,  a  letter  now  reposing  in  some 
unknown  jilace  in  his  trunk. 
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Suddenly  it  occurred  to  him  what  the  reason 
was  that  these  officers  were  shaking  their  lieads 
so  solemnly  over  the  tape-measure  and  comparing 
it  with  the  measurement  of  his  height  written  on 
the  passport. 

"It  's  in  feet!"  he  exclaimed;  "not  in  meters!" 
This  was  Greek  to  the  Frenchmen,  who  knew 
not  one  word  of  English,  but  it  had  a  good  effect. 
It  broke  the  ice.  Cyrus  began  to  feel  warm.  AH 
was  not  lost.  They  could  n't  shoot  him  with  no  evi- 
dence except  that  difference,  so  easily  explained. 


"IN   RUSHED  THE    SOLDIER,  DH.VGOIN'G  A  LITTLE  M.-\N  IN  WHITE  C.\P  AND  JACKET 

But  a  volley — of  French  —  followed. 

Cyrus  shook  his  head. 

"I  don't  understand  French,"  he  protested.  "I 
had  an  opportunity  to  learn  it  when  I  w^s  a  kid, 
and  I  shall  be  sorry  to  my  dying  day  that  I  missed 
it,  if  only  that  I  might  know  what  under  the  sun 
you 're  talking  about.  Oh!  I  say  !  Parla  Italiano?" 

No,  no  one  knew  any  Italian.    It  was  a  bad  fix. 

"Is  n't  there  any  one  in  this  end-of-the-world 
])lace  who  speaks  English  ?"  queried  Cyrus,  and 
the  words  took  immediate  effect.  The  officer  sent 
a  soldier  away.  Then  the  Frenchmen  all  lit 
cigarettes  and  sat  around  comfortably,  gazing  at 
Cyrus,  and  apparently  making  remarks  on  his 
personal  appearance.  Cyrus  wished  fervently 
that  he  could  understand  these  remarks,  but  con- 
cluded that,  for  his  peace  of  mind,  it  was  just  as 
well  that  he  could  n't. 


In  the  midst  of  the  now  more  distant  thunder, 
he  heard  the  chunk  cluink  of  a  motor-cycle.  It 
came  nearer,  and  he  had  a  feeling  that  Jack  Hen- 
derson was  doing  the  chunking,  though  he  had 
no  real  reason  to  think  that  Jack  was  sporting  a 
cycle.    An  automobile  was  more  in  his  line. 

The  noise  stopped  just  outside  the  door,  and 
just  at  that  moment  in  rushed  the  soldier,  drag- 
ging a  little  man  in  white  cap  and  jacket.  He 
was  a  cook,  that  was  plain,  and  had  been 
snatched  away  from  his  preparations  for  some- 
body's dinner,  for  he  flour- 
ished in  his  hand  a  big  iron 
spoon,  and  on  his  flushed  face 
was  the  decoration  of  a  dash 
of  flour  and  a  streak  of  black 
smut  from  charcoal. 

The  officer  waved  his  cigar- 
ette at  the  cook  and  said 
something  like  "He  speak 
English"  — and  he  did !  such 
English !  He  poured  out  a 
liquid  and  liberal  stream  of 
it,  by  means  of  which  Cyrus 
learned  that  he  had  been  chef 
55g:'_  -^  in  a  great  New  York  family 
.,  ,,  jfc       "^  and  would  be  most  happy  to 

^Plpt.  —*     be  of  service  to  "ze  American 

"*—  gentleman." 

"Well,    you    are;    it    's    this 
way,"   began   Cyrus,    longing 
to  embrace  the  little  cook  in 
^  ^^^^"^         spite  of  the  smirch  on  his  red 
"^''^^  face.     "My  friend  Mr.  Hen- 

derson, an  American,  is  tour- 
ing in  France,  and  wrote  to 
me  to  meet  him  here.  He  has 
n't  come." 

The  officers  paid  strict  at- 
tention while  the  little  man  translated. 
"He  has  a  friend.     Fie  has  not  found  him." 
"Oh,  he  's  here  all  right !"  came  a  voice  from 
the  doorway.     "Glad  to  see  you.   Cy !     Sorry   I 
was  delayed  by  the  awful  roads." 

Turning  to  the  officers,  Jack  got  off  a  string  of 
such  fluent  French  that  Cyrus  felt  for  him  an 
admiration  never  known  before.  (Just  wait  till 
Jack  came  down  into  Italy,  lie  'd  show  him  how 
a  fellow  could  speak  Italian!  Jack  was  helpless 
over  the  border.)  Just  now,  his  fluent  French, 
while  not,  perhaps,  grammatical,  was  wonder- 
fully effective.  It  cleared  the  air  in  one  second, 
and  before  Cyrus  knew  it,  he  had  magic  labels  on 
his  suitcase,  on  his  umbrella  handle,  and  even 
inside  his  camera.  The  officers  had  grasped  his 
hand  with  as  much  fervor  as  if  he  had  been  an 
old  friend;  the  soldiers  who  were  ready  to  shoot 
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him  as  a  spy  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago  stood  at 
attention  and  beamed  benevolent  smiles  upon 
him,  as,  with  Jack  in  attendance,  he  made  pro- 
found bows  and  a  triumphal  exit. 

"Mow  in  the  world  did  you  do  it,  old  chap?" 
Cyrus  inquired,  having  seated  himself  in  the  lit- 
tle upholstered  chair  at  the  side  of  Jack's  place  on 
the  motor-cycle.  The  suitcase  was  strapped  on 
Iiehind,  and  the  camera  was  over  his  shoulder. 
Jack  pleaded  with  him  not  to  lose  the  camera,  or 
he  'd  lose  all  the  fun  of  the  excursion.  Jack  did 
not  know  —  not  being  omniscient  — how  literally 
true  that  was. 

He  began  to  chunk  up  the  motor-cycle,  which 
gave  those  heartrending  noises,  so  eloquent  to 
him  who  is  on  the  machine,  so  absolutely  nerve- 
racking  to  him  who  is  not.  He  grinned  under  his 
big  brown  cap,  bearing  the  emblem  of  the  .A.lpine 
Touring  Club  on  it.  Jack  was  also  artistically 
arrayed  in  a  very  old  cheviot  suit,  once  brown, 
now  gray  with  use  and  dust.  He  wore  a  Norfolk 
jacket,  short  trouseus.  long,  hand-knit  woolen 
stockings  of  marvelous  design  —  in  September 
and  hot,  too  !— and  shoes  with  spikes.  He  was 
the  typical  mountaineer.  Beside  him,  Cyrus 
looked  as  if  he  had  stepped  out  of  the  latest 
fashion-plate  of  a  gentleman's  tailor  in  London. 
Cyrus  resented  the  contrast.  Tie  determined  to 
get  his  clothes  muddy  as  soon  as  possible  and 
conveniently  lose  his  Berlin  hat. 

"How  did  you  do  it  ?"  he  repeated. 

Jack  stooped  to  examine  a  screw,  then  lifted 
a  laughing  face. 

"Oh,  I  reeled  off  a  regular  spiel,  about  your 
being  first  cousin  to  President  Wilson— over  here 
on  a  special  mission  from  him  —  better  look  out 
how  they  stopped  you  or  they  'd  have  a  war  with 
the  United  States,  which  was  a  lot  worse  than 
any  they  had  on  hand  now  !" 

It  must  be  remembered  that  this  happened  at 
the  very  beginning  of  the  great  European  War 
of  1914.  The  young  men  would  not  have  been 
permitted  to  get  away  so  easily  if  it  had  been 
later,  when  very  severe  precautions  were  taken 
in  regard  to  travelers  who  had  no  special  busi- 
ness in  one  of  the  countries  where  war  was 
being  waged. 

The  storm  was  past.  Heavy  banks  of  cloud 
lay  in  the  west,  but  behind  them  was  a  glimmer 
of  gold  where  the  sun  was  setting.  The  same 
round  moon  which  had  accompanied  Cyrus  on  his 
journey  up  from  Rome  was  still  on  duty.  It  was 
like  an  old  friend.  The  evening  was  glorious, 
the  trees  and  grass  fragrant  with  the  damp  odors 
following  a  shower.  In  the  gardens  of  the  cot- 
tages by  which  the  young  men  whirled  were 
scarlet  geram'ums,  feathery  ])urple  asters,  and  tall 


chrysanthemums.  Farther  along,  where  the  road 
led  through  a  forest,  there  were  clumps  of 
goldenrod,  and  the  little  blue  gentian,  wild  and 
bushy,  and  thick  ferns  and  mosses. 

H  you  have  ever  traveled  on  a  buzzing,  creak- 
ing motor-cycle,  yon  will  recall  that  you  get  over 
the  ground,  but  yon  don't  talk.  Conversation  and 
motor-cycles  are  not  a  good  combination.  Cyrus 
chiefly  hung  on  to  the  side  of  his  little  chair  and 
gasped  when  the  cycle  gave  a  big  jump.  Per- 
sonally, he  loathed  this  mode  of  travel.  .\  com- 
fortable automobile  was  "about  his  size,"  and  he 
wondered  why  Jack  — 

"Halt  !"  came  the  order  from  the  l)orders  of  the 
tall  beech-trees,  and  Jack  stopped  so  quickly  that 
Cyrus  almost  fell  over  the  canvas  cover  that  held 
him  in  as  if  he  had  been  a  baby  strapped  in  a 
perambulator. 

Apparentl)-.  however.  Jack  had  not  brought  the 
cycle  to  a  stop  quickly  enough  to  please  the 
sentry,  who  ran  after  them  with  his  musket 
pointed  in  such  a  way  that  Cyrus  ducked  in- 
stinctively. 

Jack  lost  no  time.  He  had  met  sentries  before 
and  knew  that  they  brooked  no  delay. 

He  pulled  out  his  passport  before  the  soldier 
reached  him  and  called  sharply  to  Cyrus:  "Get 
out  your  papers,  quick  !" 

Cyrus  was  prompt.  It  was  not  a  pleasant  situ- 
ation. 

"I  don't  like  the  looks  of  that  bayonet,"  he 
murmured. 

"Vou  '11  like  it  less  if  he  does  n't  find  j'our  pass- 
port right,"  retorted  Jack,  with  experience  behind 
him. 

"But  I  thought  we  'd  passed  the  frontier,"  be- 
gan Cyrus. 

"For  goodness'  sake,  (lo)i'l  think.  Just  have  it 
ready  !" 

By  the  light  of  a  lantern  the  sentry  examined 
the  passports.  looked  at  the  words  written  on  the 
back  of  each  one  by  the  officer  at  Culoz.  grunted, 
and  rested  his  musket  carelessly  on  the  ground, 
while  Jack  examined  his  machine  and  got  ready 
to  start  on  again. 

Before  mounting,  he  came  up  to  Cyrus  and 
leaned  against  the  motor-cycle  while  he  said  a 
few  things. 

"Now  look  here.  Cy.  I  don't  know  but  I  did  a 
fool  thing  to  bring  you  up  here  just  now.  It 
is  n't  any  picnic  or  little  excursion.  These  fel- 
lows are  getting  down  to  work  fast,  and  they 
mean  business.  You  don't  seem  to  be  just  the 
adventurous  type,  you  know.  "S'ou  talk  too 
much." 

".Sha'n't  get  unich  chance  up  here,  where  I 
can't  understand  their  lingo." 
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"Well,  I  11  do  the  talking,  and  you  just  do 
what  I  say,  do  you  hear?  And  keep  your  pass- 
port handy  and  fork  it  out  every  time  we  stop. 
We  '11  go  through  this  performance  about  every 
five  minutes  on  an  average.  We  're  all  right  if 
we  stop  and  show  mir  jmikt^  ri^Iit  away.     If  we 


■lu    C\kL:sb    HUKKOK,    THK    iMAClIl.X;.     i..    ....      . 

don't  stop,  we  '11  be  shot  straight  and  no  parley- 
ing, and  dear  old  New  York  will  see  us  no  more, 
and  they  '11  put  up  a  tablet  at  Princeton  for  the 
two  members  of  the  class  of  'i6  who  laid  down 
their  lives  on  a  foreign  shore." 

A  thought  struck  Cyrus.  He  would  speak 
while  he  could  if  he  had  to  be  dumb  after- 
ward. 

"Suppose,"  he  suggested  very  gently,  "suppose 

( Tu  be  con  I 


the  motor  would  n't  stop?     Sometimes  it  's  con- 
trary and  won't." 

lack's  bonny  face  grew  grim. 
"She  's  just  got  to  stop.    I  '11  make  her;  if  not 
—  well,  we  're  done  for,  and  that  's  all  there  is 
about  it.     \'es,  she  's  got  to  stop!" 

It  was  not  a  cheerful  ride. 
Cyrus  did  not  know  where 
they  were  going,  but  he  sup- 
posed that  Jack  did.  It  was 
n't  fair  for  Jack  to  say  that 
he  could  not  enjoy  adven- 
tures. It  must  be  his  London 
clothes.  He  'd  ruin  them  to- 
morrow, if  that  was  the  way 
to  do  in  war-times. 

Jack  was  right.  About 
every  five  minutes  a  sentry 
called  "Halt !"  and  they 
halted.  The  motor  obeyed 
beautifully;  their  papers  were 
e.xamined  and  they  went  on. 
There  were  silent  villages, 
stucco  houses  bathed  in 
moonlight,  deep  forest  glades, 
long  stretches  of  plain,  and 
an  occasional  chateau  sur- 
rounded by  a  park.  Every- 
where were  sentinels. 

"Another  five  miles,  and 
we  're  there,  old  fellow,"  said 
Jack,  cheerfully.  "It  '1!  be 
late,  but  we  '11  have  one  good 
square  meal  and  turn  in  for 
a  long  sleep.     All  right?" 

"Sure!"    responded    Cyrus; 
"but  I  'm  dead  sleepy." 
"Sleep,  then." 

"In  this  infernal  machine?" 
began  Cyrus,  and  then  paused, 
for  he  remembered  that  Jack 
owned  the  cycle. 

They  climbed  the  crest  of 
a  hill,  descended  into  level 
fields,  sped  on,  and  again 
sounded  the  grim  "Halt !" 
Jack  pushed  on  the  brake. 
To  Cyrus's  horror,  the  machine  kept  on  at  full 
speed.  -Again  Jack  forced  the  brake.  No  good  ! 
On  they  went !  Then  something  happened— some- 
thing blood-curdling.  There  was  a  sharp  sound, 
and  a  whistle  through  the  air  two  inches  from 
Cyrus's  dark  brown  hair.     He  dodged. 

By  a  supreme  effort  Jack  brought  the  cycle  to 
a  standstill.  His  forehead  was  moist  with  per- 
spiration and  his  lijis  trembled. 
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Old  Time  's  a  tender-hearted  rogue. 
"Why,  why!  what  's  this?"  he  sputtered. 
"Alas !"  she  wept,  and  to  her  eyes 
Her  little  apron  fluttered. 
"Alas  !'" — and  once  again  her  grief  gushed  like  a  waterspout  — 
''You  "ve  chosen  all  the  Holidays."  she  sobbed,  "and  left  us  out  !" 

"(Iho!"  laughed  Time.     ".\nd  what  of  that? 
It  never  should  distress  you  ! 
We  need  some  little  Every-days 
To  keep  us  steady,  bless  you  ! 
Put  down  your  apron,  dear,  nor  spoil  your  pretty  eyes  !"  said  he. 
"What  matter  how  I  look,"  she  wept,  "when  no  one  cares  to  see? 

"There  's  Christmas,  Easter,  and  the  rest, — 
They  're  always  praised  and  flattered; 
But  nobody  will  look  at  us, 
.As  if  we  really  mattered  ! 
If  we  should  never  come  at  all,  no  one  would  care!"  she  said. 
"We  're  little  common  Every-days,  and  might  as  well  be  dead!" 

Behind  her  down  the  valley  green 
He  saw  her  comrades  trailing, 
A  perfect  host  of  little  Days, 
And  all  of  them  just  wailing ! 
Their  tears  ran  down  and  stood  in  pools  till  all  the  road  was  nuu 
"If  things  go  on  like  this,"  said  Time,  "we  '11  have  another  flood  I 
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"It  's  perfectly  absurd,  you  know," 

He  argued  with  them  wildly; 
"You  surely  can't  expect  to  be 
All  Holidays  I     My  goodness  me  ! 
In  all  the  earth  and  sky  and  sea 
Are  not,  to  put  it  mildly. 
Half  things  enough  to  celebrate  for  every  one  of  you  ! 
You  '11  have  to  stay  just  Every-days  — there  's  nothing  else  to  do!' 

Then  all  those  doleful  little  Days 

They  cried  like  all  creation  ! 

And  on  the  earth  fell  rain  and  hail  — 

I  had  not  lived  to  tell  the  tale, 

Had  not  St.  Nick  come  up  the  vale, 

And  saved  the  situation ! 
He  saw,  he  heard,  one  little  wink  he  winked  of  happy  cheer, 
And  whispered  just  one  single  word  in  Time's  distracted  ear. 

"Oho  !"  said  Time.      "Aha  !"     He  caug 

His  book  up  in  a  hurry. 
"Ahem  !"     His  smile  grew  broad  and  bright. 
"Yes,  yes,  St.  Nick  is  surely  right ! 
I  really  had  forgotten  quite  — 
I  was  in  siicli  a  flurry  I 
But  here  we  are— a  part,  my  dears,  for  every  one  of  you  I" 
Tlurrah  !"  cried  all  the  little  Days,  aiid  all  the  sky  turned  blue. 

"Come,  make  you  ready  I  get  you  gone  I 

To  look  your  best  it  boots  you  !" 
"And  may  we  wear  our  party  frocks  ?" 
"You  may,"  said  Time,  "and  wreathe  your  locks 
With  daisies  or  with  four-o'clocks. 
Or  anything  that  suits  you. 
(iet  out  your  brightest  smiles  !"  he  cried.     "Away  with  frowns  and  tears 
For  every  single  one  of  you  is  some  one's  BIRTHDAY,  dears  !" 
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Chapter  IX 


THE   OPEN    ROAD 


Samuel  Clemens  went  to  visit  his  sister  Pamela 
in  St.  Louis  and  was  presently  at  work,  setting 
type  on  the  "Evening  News."  He  had  no  in- 
tention, however,  of  staying  there.  His  purpose 
was  to  earn  money  enough  to  take  him  to  New 
York  City.  The  railroad  had  by  this  time  reached 
St.  Louis,  and  he  meant  to  have  the  grand  ex- 
perience of  a  long  journey  "on  the  cars."  Also, 
there  was  a  Crystal  Palace  in  New  York,  where 
a  world's  exposition  was  going  on. 

Trains  were  slow  in  1853,  and  it  required  sev- 
eral days  and  nights  to  go  from  St.  Louis  to 
New  York  City,  but  to  Sam  Clemens  it  was  a 
wonderful  journey.  All  day  he  sat  looking  out 
of  the  window,  eating  when  he  chose  from  the 
food  he  carried,  curling  up  in  his  seat  at  night 
to  sleep.  He  arrived  at  last  with  a  few  dollars 
in  his  pocket  and  a  ten-dollar  bill  sewed  into  the 
lining  of  his  coat. 

New  York  was  rather  larger  than  he  expected. 
All  of  the  lower  end  of  Manhattan  Island  was 
covered  by  it.  The  Crystal  Palace— some  dis- 
tance out — stood  at  Forty-second  Street  and 
Sixth  Avenue  — the  present  site  of  Bryant  Park. 
All  the  world's  newest  wonders  were  to  be  seen 
there— a  dazzling  exhibition.  A  fragment  of  the 
letter  which  Sam  Clemens  wrote  to  his  sister 
Pamela  — the  earliest  piece  of  Mark  Twain's  writ- 
ing that  has  been  preserved— expresses  his  ap- 
preciation of  the  big  fair: 


From  the  gallery  (second  floor)  you  have  a  glorious 
sight — the  flags  of  the  different  countries  represented, 
the  lofty  dome,  glittering  jewelry,  gaudy  tapestry,  etc., 
with  the  busy  crowd  passing  to  and  fro — 't  is  a  perfect 
fairy  palace — beautiful  beyond  description. 

The  machinery  department  is  on  the  main  floor,  but 
I  cannot  enumerate  any  of  it  on  account  of  the  lateness 
of  the  hour  (past  one  o'clock").  It  would  take  more 
than  a  week  to  examine  everything  on  exhibition,  and 
I  was  only  in  a  little  over  two  hours  to-night.  I  only 
glanced  at  about  one-third  of  the  articles  :  and  having 
a  poor  memory,  I  have  enumerated  scarcely  any  of  even 
the  principal  objects.  The  visitors  to  the  Palace  aver- 
age 6000  daily — double  the  population  of  Hannibal.  The 
price  of  admission  being  fifty  cents,  they  take  in  about 
$3000. 

The  Latting  Observatory  (height  about  280  feet)  is 
near  the  Palace.  From  it  you  can  obtain  a  grand  view 
of  the  city  and  the  country  around.  The  Croton  Aque- 
duct, to  supply  the  city  with  water,  is  the  greatest  won- 
der yet.  Immense  pipes  are  laid  across  the  bed  of  the 
Harlem  River,  and  pass  through  the  country  to  West- 
chester County,  where  a  whole  river  is  turned  from  its 
course  and  brought  to  New  York.  From  the  reservoir 
in  the  city  to  Westchester  County  reservoir  the  distance 
is  thirty-eight  miles,  and,  if  necessary,  they  could 
easily  supply  every  family  in  New  York  with  one  hun- 
dred barrels  of  water  a  day ! 

I  am  very  sorry  to  learn  that  Henry  has  been  sick. 
He  ought  to  go  to  the  country  and  take  exercise,  for 
he  is  not  half  so  healthy  as  Ma  thinks  he  is.  If  he  had 
my  walking  to  do,  he  would  be  another  boy  entirely. 
Four  times  every  day  I  walk  a  little  over  a  mile  ;  and 
working  hard  all  day  and  walking  four  miles  is  exer- 
cise, I  am  used  to  it  now,  though,  and  it  is  no  trouble. 
Where  is  it  Orion  's  going  to?  Tell  Ma  my  promises 
are  faithfully  kept  :  and  if  I  have  my  health,  I  will  take 
her  to  Ky.  in  the  spring.     I  shall  save  money  for  this. 

(It  has  just  struck  2  a.m.,  and  I  always  gel  up  at  six 
and  am  at  work  at  7.)  You  ask  where  I  spend  my 
evenings.     Where  would  you  suppose,  with  a  free  print- 
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ers'  library  containing  more  than  4000  volumes  within 
a  ijuarter  of  a  mile  of  me,  and  nobody  at  home  to  talk 
to  ?     Write  soon. 

Truly  your  brother, 

Sam. 
p.s.     I  have  written  this  by  a  light  so  dim  that  you  nor 
Ma  could  not  read  by  it.     Write,  and  let  me  know  how 
Henry  is. 

We  get  a  fair  idea  of  Samuel  Clemens  at  sev- 
enteen from  this  letter.  For  one  thing,  he  could 
write  good  clear  English,  full  of  interesting 
facts.  He  is  enthusiastic,  but  not  lavish  of 
words.  He  impresses  us  with  his  statements  that 
the  visitors  to  the  Palace  each  day  arc  in  num- 
ber double  the  population  of  Hannibal ;  a  whole 
river  is  turned  from  its  course  to  supply  New 
York  City  with  water;  the  water  comes  thirty- 
eight  miles,  and  each  family  could  use  a  hundred 
barrels  a  day !  The  letter  reveals  his  personal 
side— his  kindly  interest  in  those  left  behind,  his 
anxiety  for  Henry,  his  assurance  that  the  promise 
to  his  mother  was  being  kept,  his  memory  of  her 
longing  to  visit  her  old  home.  And  the  boy  who 
hated  school  has  become  a  reader  — he  is  reveling 
in  a  printers'  library  of  four  thousand  volumes. 
We  feel,  somehow,  that  Samuel  Clemens  has  sud- 
denly become  quite  a  serious-minded  person,  that 
he  has  left  Tom  Sawyer  and  Joe  Harper  and 
Hiick  Finn  somewhere  in  a  beautiful  country  a 
long  way  behind. 

He  found  work  with  the  firm  of  John  .A.  Gray 
and  Green,  general  printers,  in  Cliff  Street.  His 
pay  was  four  dollars  a  week,  in  wildcat  money — 
that  is,  tnoney  issued  by  private  banks  — rather 
poor  money,  being  generally  at  a  discount  and 
sometimes  worthless.  But  if  wages  were  low, 
living  was  cheap  in  those  days,  and  Sam  Clem- 
ens, lodging  in  a  mechanics'  boarding-house  in 
Duane  Street,  sometimes  had  fifty  cents  left  on 
Saturday  night  when  his  board  and  washing  were 
paid. 

Luckily,  he  had  not  set  out  to  seek  his  fortune, 
but  only  to  see  something  of  the  world.  He  lin- 
gered in  New  York  through  the  summer  of  1853, 
never  expecting  to  remain  long.  His  letters  of 
that  period  were  few.  In  October  he  said  in  a 
letter  to  Pamela  that  he  did  not  write  to  the 
family,  because  he  did  not  know  their  where- 
abouts, Orion  having  sold  the  paper  and  left 
Hannibal. 

'T  have  been  fooling  myself  with  the  idea  that 
I  was  going  to  leave  New  Y'ork  every  day  for 
the  last  two  weeks,"  he  adds,  which  sounds  like 
the  Mark  Twain  of  fifty  years  later.  I-'arther 
along,  he  tells  of  going  to  see  Edwin  Forrest, 
then  playing  at  the  Broadway  Theater : 

The  play  was  the  "Gladiator."  I  did  not  like  parts 
of  it  much,  but  other  portions  were  really  splendid.     In 


the  latter  part  of  the  last  act  .  .  the  man's  whole  soul 
seems  absorbed  in  the  part  he  is  playing ;  and  it  is 
really  startling  to  see  him.  I  am  sorry  I  did  not  see 
him  play  Damon  and  Pythias — the  former  character 
being  the  greatest.  He  appears  in  Philadelphia  on  Mon- 
day night. 

A  little  farther  along  he  says : 

If  my  letters  do  not  come  often,  you  need  not  bother 
yourself  about  me ;  for  if  you  have  a  brother  nearly 
eighteen  years  old  who  is  not  able  to  take  care  of  him- 
self a  few  miles  from  home,  such  a  brother  is  not 
worth  one's  thoughts. 

Sam  Clemens  may  have  followed  Forrest  to 
Philadelphia.  At  any  rate,  he  was  there  pres- 
ently, "subbing"  in  the  composing-rooms  of  the 
"Inquirer,"  setting  ten  thousand  ems  a  day,  and 
receiving  pay  accordingly.  When  there  was  no 
vacancy  for  him  to  fill,  he  put  in  the  time  visit- 
ing the  Philadelphia  libraries,  art  galleries,  and 
historic  landmarks.     After  all,  his  chief  business 


IHK    BOY    W'HO    H.\TKD    SCHOOL    ll.\S 
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was  sight-seeing.  Work  was  only  a  means  to  this 
end.  Chilly  evenings,  when  he  returned  to  his 
boarding-house,  his  room-mate,  an  Englishman 
named  Sumner,  grilled  a  herring  over  their  small 
open  fire,  and  this  was  a  great  feast.  He  tried 
writing— obituary  poetry,  for  the  Philadelphia 
"Ledger"  — but  it  was  not  accepted. 

"My  efforts  were  not  received  with  approval," 
was  his  comment  long  after. 

In  the  "Inquirer"  office  there  was  a  printer 
named  Frog,  and  sometimes,  when  he  went  out, 
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the  office  "devils"  would  hang  over  his  case  a 
line  with  a  hook  on  it  baited  with  a  piece  of  red 
flannel.  They  never  got  tired  of  this  joke,  and 
Frog  never  failed  to  get  fighting  mad  when  he 
saw  that  dangling  string  with  the  bit  of  red  flan- 
nel at  the  end.  Xo  doubt  Sam  Clemens  had  his 
share  in  this  mischief. 

Sam  found  that  he  liked  Philadelphia.  He  could 
save  a  little  money  and  send  something  to  his 
mother— small  amounts,  but  welcome.  Once  he 
enclosed  a  gold  dollar,  "to  serve  as  a  specimen  of 
the  kind  of  stuff  we  are  paid  with  in  Philadel- 
phia." Better  than  doubtful  "wildcat,"  certainly. 
Of  his  work  he  writes: 

One  man  has  engaged  me  to  work  for  him  every 
Sunday  till  the  first  of  next  April,  when  I  shall  return 
home  to  take  Ma  to  Ky.  ...  If  I  want  to,  I  can  get 
subbing  every  night  of  the  week.  I  go  to  work  at  seven 
in  the  evening  and  work  till  three  the  next  morning. 
.  .  .  The  type  is  mostly  agate  and  minion  with*  some 
bourgeois  :  and  when  one  gets  a  good  agate  "take,"  he 
is  sure  to  make  money.     I  made  $2.50  last  Sunday. 

There  is  a  long  description  of  a  trip  on  the 
Fairmount  stage  in  this  letter,  well  written  and 
interesting,  but  too  long  to  have  place  here.  In 
the  same  letter  he  speaks  of  the  graves  of  Ben- 
jamin Franklin  and  his  wife,  which  he  had  looked 
at  through  the  iron  railing  of  the  locked  inclo- 
sure.  Probably  it  did  not  occur  to  him  that  there 
might  be  points  of  similarity  between  Franklin's 
career  and  his  own.  Yet  in  time  these  would  be 
rather  striking :  each  learned  the  printer's  trade ; 
each  worked  in  his  brother's  office  and  wrote  for 
the  paper ;  each  left  quietly  and  went  to  New 
York,  and  from  New  York  to  Philadelphia,  as  a 
journeyman  printer ;  each  in  due  season  became 
a  world  figure,  luany-sided,  human,  and  of  in- 
credible popularity. 

Orion  Clemens,  meantime,  had  bought  a  paper 
in  Muscatine,  Iowa,  and  located  the  family  there. 
Evidently  by  this  time  he  had  realized  the  value 
of  his  brother  as  a  contributor,  for  Sam  in  a 
letter  to  Orion  says :  "I  will  try  to  write  for  the 
paper  occasionally,  but  I  fear  my  letters  will  be 
very  uninteresting,  for  this  incessant  night-work 
dulls  one's  ideas  amazingly." 

Meantime,  he  had  passed  his  eighteenth  birth- 
day, winter  was  coming  on,  he  had  been  away 
from  home  half  a  year,  and  the  first  attack  of 
homesickness  was  due.  "One  only  has  to  leave 
home  to  learn  how  to  write  interesting  letters  to 
an  absent  friend."  he  wrote ;  and  again,  "I  don't 
like  our  present  prospect  for  cold  weather  at  all." 

He  declared  he  oidy  wanted  to  get  back  to 
avoid  night-work,  which  was  injuring  his  eyes, 
but  we  may  guess  there  was  a  stronger  reason, 
which  perhaps  he  did  not  entirely  realize.     The 


novelty  of  wandering  had  worn  off,  and  he 
yearned  for  familiar  faces,  the  comfort  of  those 
he  loved. 

But  he  did  not  go.  He  made  a  trip  to  Washing- 
ton in  January— a  sight-seeing  trip  — returning  to 
Philadelphia,  where  he  worked  for  the  "Ledger'' 
and  "North  American.  "  Eventually  he  went  back 
to  New  York,  and  from  there  took  ticket  to  St. 
Louis.  This  was  in  the  late  summer  of  1854; 
he  had  been  fifteen  months  away  from  his  people 
when  he  stepped  aboard  the  train  to  return. 

Sam  was  worn  out  when  he  reached  St.  Louis ; 
but  the  Keokuk  packet  was  leaving,  and  he 
stopped  only  long  enough  to  see  Pamela,  then 
went  aboard  and,  flinging  himself  into  his  berth, 
did  not  waken  until  the  boat  reached  }vluscatine, 
Iowa,  thirty-six  hours  later. 

It  was  very  early  when  he  arrived,  too  early 
to  rouse  the  family.  He  sat  down  in  the  office 
of  a  little  hotel  to  wait  for  morning,  and  picked 
up  a  siTiall  book  that  lay  on  the  writing  table. 
It  contained  pictures  of  the  English  rulers  with 
the  brief  facts  of  their  reigns.  Sam  Clemens  en- 
tertained himself  learning  this  data  by  heart.  He 
had  a  fine  memory  for  such  things,  and  in  an 
hour  or  two  had  those  details  so  perfectly  com- 
mitted that  he  never  forgot  one  of  them  as  long 
as  he  lived.  The  knowledge  acquired  in  this 
stray  fashion  he  found  invaluable  in  later  life. 
It  was  his  groundwork  for  all  English  history. 

Chapter  X 

A  WIND  OF  CHANCE 

Orion  could  not  persuade  his  brother  to  remain 
in  Muscatine.  Sam  returned  to  his  old  place  on 
the  "Evening  News"  in  St.  Louis,  where  he  re- 
mained until  the  following  year,  rooming  with  a 
youth  named  Burroughs,  who  was  a  journeyman 
chair-maker  with  literary  taste,  a  reader  of  the 
English  classics,  a  companionable  lad,  and  for 
Samuel  Clemens  a  good  influence. 

By  spring,  Orion  Clemens  had  married  and 
had  sold  out  in  Muscatine.  He  was  now  located 
in  Keokuk.  Iowa.  When  presently  Brother  Sam 
came  visiting  to  Keokuk,  Orion  offered  him  five 
dollars  a  week  and  his  board  to  remain.  He  ac- 
cepted. Henry  Clemens,  now  seventeen,  was  also 
in  Orion's  employ,  and  a  lad  named  Dick  Hing- 
ham.  Henry  and  Sam  slept  in  the  office;  Dick 
and  a  young  fellow  named  Brownell,  who  roomed 
above,  came  in  for  social  evenings. 

They  were  pretty  lively  evenings,  with  con- 
certs and  sometimes  a  military  drill.  .\  music- 
teacher  on  the  floor  below  did  not  care  for  them 
—they  disturbed  his  class.  He  was  furious,  in 
fact,  and  assailed  the  boys  roughly  at  first,  with 
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no  result  but  to  make  matters  worse.  Then  he 
tried  gentleness  and  succeeded.  The  boys  stopped 
their  capers  and  joined  his  class.  Sam,  especially, 
became  a  distinguished  member  of  that  body. 
He  was  never  a  great  musician,  but  with  his 
good  nature,  his  humor,  his  slow  quaint  speech 
and  originality  he  had  no  rival  in  popularity. 
He  was  twenty,  now,  and  much  with  young  la- 
dies, yet  he  was  always  a  beau  rather  than  a 


lean  far  over  to  apply  it,  just  when  he  was  most 
comfortable.  Sam  Clemens  never  liked  unneces- 
sary exertion.  One  night,  when  the  pipe  had 
gone  out  for  the  second  time,  he  happened  to 
hear  the  young  book-clerk,  Brownell,  passing  up 
to  his  room  on  the  top  floor.     Sam  called  to  him. 

"Ed,  come  here !" 

Brownell  poked  his  head  in  the  door.  The 
two  were  great  chums. 


BAiTiNi;  nil. 


suitor,  a  good  comrade  to  all,  full  of  pranks  and 
pleasantries,  ready  to  stop  and  be  merry  with 
any  that  came  along.  If  they  prophesied  con- 
cerning his  future,  it  is  not  likely  that  they  spoke 
of  literary  fame.  They  thought  him  just  easy- 
going and  light-minded.  True,  they  noticed  that 
he  often  carried  a  book  under  his  arm— a  his- 
tory, a  volume  of  Dickens,  or  the  tales  of  Poe. 

He  read  more  than  any  one  guessed.  At  night, 
propped  up  in  bed  — a  habit  continued  until  his 
death  — he  was  likely  to  read  until  a  late  hour. 
He  enjoyed  smoking  at  such  times,  and  had  made 
himself  a  pipe  with  a  large  bowl  which  stood  on 
the  floor  and  had  a  long  rubber  stem,  something 
like  the  Turkish  hubble-bubble.  He  liked  to  fill 
the  big  bowl  and  smoke  at  ease  through  the  en- 
tire evening.  But  sometimes  the  pipe  went  out, 
which  meant   that   he   must   strike   a   match   and 


"What  will  you  have,  Sam  ?''  he  asked. 

"Come  in,  Ed;  Henry  's  asleep,  and  I  'm  in 
trouble.     I  want  somebody  to  light  my  pipe." 

"Why  don't  you  light  it  yourself?"  Brownell 
asked. 

"I  would,  only  I  knew  you  'd  be  along  in  a 
few  minutes  and  would  do  it  for  me." 

Brownell  scratched  a  match,  stooped  down,  and 
applied  it. 

"What  are  you  reading,  Sam?" 

"Oh,  nothing  much  —  a  so-called  funny  book. 
One  of  these  days  I  '11  write  a  funnier  book  my- 
self." 

Brownell  laughed. 

"No  you  won't,  Sam,"  he  said.  "You  're  too 
lazy  ever  to  write  a  book." 

Y'ears  later,  in  the  course  of  a  lecture  which 
he  delivered  in  Keokuk,  Mark  Twain  said  that 
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he  supposed  the  most  untruthful  man  in  the 
world  lived  right  there  in  Keokuk,  and  that  his 
name  was  Ed  Brownell. 

Orion  Clemens  did  not  have  the  gift  of  prosper- 
ity, and  his  printing-office  did  not  flourish.  When 
he  could  no  longer  pay  Sam's  wages,  he  took  him 
into  partnership,  which  meant  that  Sam  got  no 
wages  at  all,  though  this  was  of  less  consequence, 
since  his  mother,  now  living  with  Pamela,  was 
well  provided  for.  The  disorder  of  the  office, 
however,  distressed  him.  He  wrote  home  that  he 
could  not  work  without  system,  and,  a  little  later, 
that  he  was  going  to  leave  Keokuk,  that  in  fact 
he  was  planning  a  great  adventure  — a  trip  to  the 
upper  Amazon  ! 

His  interest  in  the  Amazon  had  been  awakened 
by  a  book.  Lynch  and  Herndon  had  surveyed  the 
upper  river,  and  Lieutenant  Herndon's  book  was 
widely  read.  Sam  Clemens,  propped  up  in  bed, 
pored  over  it  through  long  evenings,  and  nightly 
made  fabulous  fortunes  collecting  cocoa  and 
other  rare  things— resolving,  meantime,  to  start 
in  person  for  the  upper  Amazon  with  no  unneces- 
sary delay.  Boy  and  man,  Samuel  Clemens  was 
the  same.  His  vision  of  grand  possibilities  ahead 
blinded  him  to  the  ways  and  means  of  arrival. 
It  was  an  inheritance  from  both  sides  of  his  par- 
entage.   Once  in  old  age  he  wrote: 

I  have  been  punished  many  and  many  a  time,  and 
bitterly,  for  doing  things  and  reflecting  afterwards.  .  .  . 
When  I  am  reflecting  on  these  occasions,  even  deaf 
persons  can  hear  me  think. 

He  believed,  however,  that  he  had  reflected 
carefully  concerning  the  Amazon,  and  that  in  a 
brief  time  he  should  be  there  at  the  head  of  an 
expedition,  piling  up  untold  wealth.  He  even 
stirred  the  imaginations  of  two  other  adventur- 
ers, a  Dr.  Martin  and  a  young  man  named  Ward. 
To  Henrv,  then  in  St.  Louis,  he  wrote,  August 
5.  1856:  ' 

Ward  and  I  held  a  long  consultation  Sunday  morn- 
ing, and  the  result  was  that  we  two  ha\e  determined  to 
start  to  Brazil,  if  possible,  in  si.r  Ziveks  from  now.  in 
order  to  look  carefully  into  matters  there  and  report 
to  Dr.  Martin  in  time  for  him  to  follow  on  the  first  of 
March. 

The  matter  of  finance  troubled  him.  Orion 
could  not  be  depended  on  for  any  specified  sum, 
and  the  fare  to  the  upper  Amazon  would  proba- 
bly be  considerable.  Sam  planned  different  meth- 
ods of  raising  it.  One  of  them  was  to  go  to  New 
York  or  Cincinnati  and  work  at  his  trade  until 
he  saved  the  amount.  He  would  then  sail  from 
New  York  direct,  or  take  the  boat  for  New  Or- 
leans and  sail  from  there.  Of  course  there  would 
always  be  vessels  clearing  for  the  upper  .Xmazon. 


After  Lieutenant  Herndon's  book  the  ocean 
would  probably  be  full  of  them. 

He  did  not  make  the  start  with  Ward,  as 
planned,  and  Ward  and  ^lartin  seem  to  have 
given  up  the  Amazon  idea.  Not  so  with  Samuel 
Clemens.  He  went  on  reading  Herndon.  trying 
meantime  to  raise  money  enough  to  get  him  out 
of  Keokuk.  Was  it  fate  or  Providence  that  sud- 
denly placed  it  in  his  hands  ?  Whatever  it  was, 
the  circumstance  is  so  curious  that  it  must  be 
classed  as  one  of  those  strange  facts  that  have 
no  place  in  fiction. 

The  reader  will  remember  how  one  day  in 
Hannibal  the  wind  had  brought  to  Sam  Clemens, 
then  printer's  apprentice,  a  stray  leaf  from  a  book 
about  Joan  of  Arc,  and  how  that  incident  marked 
a  turning-point  in  his  mental  life.  Now,  seven 
years  later,  it  was  the  wind  again  that  directed 
his  fortune.  It  was  a  day  in  early  November — 
bleak,  bitter,  and  gusty,  with  whirling  snow ;  most 
persons  were  indoors.  Samuel  Clemens,  going 
down  Main  Street,  Keokuk,  saw  a  flying  bit  of 
paper  pass  him  and  lodge  against  a  building. 
Something  about  it  attracted  him,  and  he  cap- 
tured it.  It  was  a  fifty-dollar  bill  !  He  had  never 
seen  one  before,  but  he  recognized  it.  He 
thought  he  must  be  having  a  pleasant  dream. 

He  was  tempted  to  pocket  his  good  fortune 
and  keep  still.  But  he  had  always  a  troublesome 
conscience.  He  went  to  a  newspaper  oflice  and 
advertised  that  he  had  found  a  suiu  of  money,  a 
large  bill.    Once,  long  after,  he  said: 

"I  did  n't  describe  it  very  particularly,  and  I 
waited  in  daily  fear  that  the  owner  would  turn 
up  and  take  away  my  fortune.  By  and  by  I 
could  n't  stand  it  any  longer.  My  conscience  had 
gotten  all  that  was  coming  to  it.  I  felt  that  I 
must  take  that  money  out  of  danger." 

Another  time  he  said,  "I  advertised  the  find 
and  left  for  the  Amazon  the  same  day."  All  of 
which  we  may  take  with  his  usual  literary  dis- 
count—the one  assigned  to  him  by  his  mother  in 
childhood.  For,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  he  remained 
an  ample  time,  and  nobody  came  for  the  money. 
What  was  its  origin?  Was  it  swept  out  of  a 
bank,  or  caught  up  by  the  wind  from  some  count- 
ing-room table?  Perhaps  it  materialized  out  of 
the  unseen,  who  knows? 

Cll.APTER  XI 
THE    LONG    W.\Y   TO   THE    -XM.XZON 

S.\M  decided  on  Cincinnati  as  his  base.  From 
there  he  could  go  either  to  New  York  or  New 
Orleans  to  catch  the  .\niazon  boat.  He  paid  a 
visit  to  St.  Louis,  where  his  mother  made  him 
renew  his  promise  as  to  drink  and  cards.     Then 
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he  was  seized  with  a  literary  idea  and  returned 
to  Keokuk,  where  he  proposed  to  a  thriving 
weekly  paper,  the  "Saturday  Post,"  to  send  let- 
ters of  travel,  which  might  even  be  made  into  a 
book  later  on.  George  Reese,  owner  of  the 
"Post,"  agreed  to  pay  five  dollars  each  for  the 
letters,  which  speaks  well  for 
his  faith  in  Samuel  Clem- 
ens's  talent,  five  dollars  being 
good  pay  for  that  time  and 
place  — more  than  the  letters 
were  worth,  judged  by  pres- 
ent standards.  The  first  was 
dated  Cincinnati.  November 
14,  1856,  and  was  certainly 
not  promising  literature.  It 
was  written  in  the  ridiculous 
dialect  which  was  once 
thought  to  be  the  dress  of 
humor ;  and  while  here  and 
there  is  a  comic  flash,  there 
is  in  it  little  promise  of  the 
future  Mark  Twain.  One 
extract  is  enough : 

When  we  got  to  the  depo,  I 
went  around  to  git  a  loolc  at  tlie 
iron  hoss.  Thunderation !  it 
was  n't  no  more  like  a  hoss  than 
a  mectin  house.  If  I  was  goin 
to  describe  the  animule,  I  'd  say 
it  looked  like — well  it  looked 
like — blamed  if  I  know  ivliat  it 
looked  like,  snortin  fire  and 
brimstone  out  of  his  nostrils, 
and  puffin  out  black  smoke  all 
round,  and  pantin,  and  heavin. 
and  swellin,  and  ciiawin  up  red 
hot  coals  like  they  was  good.  A 
feller  stood  in  a  little  house  like, 
feedin  him  all  the  time ;  but 
the  more  he  got,  the  more  he 
wanted,  and  the  more  he  blowed 
and  snorted.  After  a  spell  the 
feller  ketched  him  by  the  tail, 
and  great  Jericho !  he  set  up  a 
yell  that  split  the  ground  for 
more  'n  a  mile  and  a  half,  and 
the  next  minit  I  felt  my  legs  a 
waggin.  and  found  myself  at 
t'  other  end  of  the  string  o' 
vehickles.  I  was  n't  skeered, 
but  I  had  three  chills  and  a 
stroke  of  palsy  in  less  than  five 
minutes,  and  my  face  had  a 
curus  brownish-yaller-green-bluish  color 
was  perfectly  unaccountable.  "Well,"  sa; 
is  super-flu-ous." 

How  Samuel  Clemens  could  have  written  that, 
and  worse,  at  twenty-one,  and  a  little  more  than 
ten  years  later  have  written  "The  Innocents 
Abroad"  is  one  of  the  mysteries  of  literature. 
The  letters  were  signed  "Snodgrass,"  and  there 


are  but  two  of  them.  Snodgrass  seems  to  have 
found  them  hard  work,  for  it  is  said  he  raised 
on  the  price,  which  fortunately  brought  the 
series  to  a  close.  Their  value  to-day  lies  in 
the  fact  that  they  are  the  earliest  of  Mark 
Twain's  newspaper  contributions  that  have  been 


A  MUSIC-M.\STER    ON    THE    FLOOR    BELOW   DID  NOT   CARE   FOR  THESE    CONCERTS. 


it,    which 
"comment 


preserved  — the  first  for  which  he  received  a  cash 
return. 

Sam  remained  in  Cincinnati  until  April  of  the 
following  year,  1857,  working  for  Wrightson  and 
Company,  general  printers,  lodging  in  a  cheap 
boarding-house,  saving  every  possible  penny  for 
his  great  adventure. 

He  had  one  associate  at  the  boarding-house,  a 


216 


THE    BOYS'    LIFE    OF    MARK   TWAIN 


[Jan., 


lank,  unsmiling  Scotchman  named  jMacfarlane, 
twice  young  Clemens's  age,  and  a  good  deal  of 
a  mystery.  Sam  never  could  find  out  what  Mac- 
farlane  did.  His  hands  were  hardened  by  some 
sort  of  heavy  labor— he  left  at  six  in  the  morn- 
ing and  returned  in  the  evening  at  the  same  hour. 
He  never  mentioned  his  work,  and  young  Clem- 
ens had  the  delicacy  not  to  inquire. 

For  Macfarlane  was  no  ordinary  person.     He 


BUILDING  (in  CENTKKI  \VHI;KK  OKIU.N   fXEMENS  HAD  HIS 
PKINTING-OFFICE   I.\    1856-7,  AT  KEOKUK,    IOWA. 

was  a  man  of  deep  knowledge,  a  reader  of  many 
books,  a  thinker;  he  was  versed  in  history  and 
philosophy,  he  knew  the  dictionary  by  heart.  He 
made  but  two  statements  concerning  himself: 
one,  that  he  had  acquired  his  knowledge  from 
reading,  and  not  at  school ;  the  other,  that  he 
knew  every  word  in  the  English  dictionary.  He 
was  willing  to  give  proof  of  the  last,  and  Sam 
Clemens  tested  him  more  than  once,  but  found 
no  word  that  Macfarlane  could  not  define. 

Macfarlane   was  not   silent  — he   would  discuss 
readily  enough  the  deeper  problems  of  life  and 


MARK    TWAi.N    Ar    EIGHTEEN. 


had  many  startling  theories  of  his  own.  Darwin 
had  not  yet  pubHshed  his  "Descent  of  Man,"  yet 
Macfarlane  was  already  advancing  ideas  similar 
to  those  in  that  book. 
He  went  farther  than 
Darwin.  He  had 
startling  ideas  of  the 
moral  evolution  of 
man,  and  these  he 
would  pour  into  the 
ears  of  his  young 
listener  until  ten 
o'clock,  after  which, 
like  the  English  Sum- 
ner in  Philadelphia, 
he  would  grill  a  her- 
ring, and  the  evening 
would  end.  ■  Those 
were  fermenting  dis- 
courses that  young 
Samuel  Clemens  lis- 
tened to  that  winter 

in  Macfarlane's  room,  and  they  did  not  fail  to 
influence  his  later  thought. 

It  was  the  high  tide  of  spring,  late  in  April, 
when  the  prospective  cocoa-hunter  decided  that 
it  was  time  to  set  out  for  the  upper  Amazon.  He 
had  saved  money  enough  to  carry  him  at  least  as 
far  as  New  Orleans,  where  he  would  take  ship,  it 
being  farther  south  and  therefore  nearer  his 
destination.  Furthermore,  he  could  begin  with  a 
lazy  trip  down  the  Mississippi,  which  next  to 
being  a  pilot  had  been  one  of  his  most  cherished 
dreams.  The  Ohio  River  steamers  were  less 
grand  than  those  of 
the  Mississippi,  but 
they  had  a  homelike 
atmosphere  and  did 
not  hurry.  Samuel 
Clemens  had  the 
spring  fever  and  was 
willing  to  take  his 
time. 

In  "Life  on  the 
Mississippi"  we  read 
that  the  author  ran 
away,  vowing  never 
to  return  until  he 
could  come  home  a 
pilot,  shedding  glory. 
But  this  is  the  fiction 
touch.  It  is  true  he 
had  always  loved  the 

river,  and  his  boyhood  dream  of  piloting  had  time 
and  again  returned,  but  it  was  not  uppermost 
when  he  bade  good-by  to  Macfarlane  and  stepped 
aboard  the  Paul  Jones,  bound  for  New  Orleans, 
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and  thus  conferred  immortality  on  that  ancient 
little  craft. 

Now  he  had  really  started  on  his  voyage— a 
voyage  that  would  continue 
not  for  a  week  or  a  fortnight, 
but  for  four  j-ears — four  mar- 
velous, sunlit  years,  the  glory 
of  which  would  color  all  thai 
followed  them. 

Cn.\PTER    XII 
RENEWING     .AN     OLD     .-VMBITION 

A    RE.\uER   of    Mark    Twain' 
Mississippi  book  gets  the  ini- 
])ression  that  the  author  was  a 
boy  of  about  seventeen  when 
he  started  to  learn  the  river, 
and  that  he  was  painfully  ig- 
norant    of     the     great     task 
ahead.      But   this   also   is   the 
fiction  side  of  the  story.   Sam- 
uel   Clemens   was   more   than 
tw  enty-one  when  he  set  out  on 
the  Paul  Joiics,  and  in  a  way 
was  familiar  with  the  trade  of 
]iiloting.     Hannibal  had  turned  out  many  pilots. 
When   young   Sam   was   rolling   boulders   down 
Holliday's  Hill,  an  older  brother  of  the  Bowen 
boys  was  already  on  the  river.     Often  he  came 


home  to  air  his  grandeur  and  hold  forth  on  the 
wonder  of  his  work,  That  learning  the  river  was 
no  light  task,  Sam  Clemens  would  know  as  well 
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as  any  one  who  had  not  tried  it  and  had  not  also 
made  the  long  trip  to  New  Orleans. 

Nevertheless,  as  the  drowsy  little  steamer  w'ent 
puffing  down  into  softer,  sunnier  lands,  the  old 
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dream,  the  "permanent  ambition"  of  boyhood,  re- 
turned, while  the  call  of  the  far-off  upper  Ama- 
zon and  cocoa  grew  faint. 

Horace  Bixbj'.i  pilot  of  the  Paul  Jones,  a  man 
of  thirtj'-two,  was  looking  out  over  the  bow  at 
the  head  of  Island  No.  35  when  he  heard  a  slow, 
pleasant  voice  say : 

"Good  morning." 

Bixby  was  a  small,  clean-cut  man. 

"Good  morning,  sir,"  he  said  rather  briskly, 
without  looking  around. 

He  did  not  much  care  for  visitors  in  the  pilot- 
house. This  one  entered  and  stood  a  little  be- 
hind him. 

"How  would  you  like  a  young  man  to  learn 
the  river?"  came  to  him  in  that  serene,  deliberate 
speech. 

The  pilot  glanced  over  his  shoulder  and  saw 
a  rather  slender,  loose-limbed  youth  with  a  fair, 
girlish  complexion,  and  a  great  mass  of  curly 
auburn  hair. 

"I  would  n't  like  it.  Cub  pilots  are  more  trou- 
ble than  they  're  worth.  A  great  deal  more  trou- 
ble than  profit." 

"I  am  a  printer  by  trade,"  the  easy  voice  went 
on.  "It  does  n't  agree  with  me.  I  thought  I  'd 
go  to  South  America." 

Bixby  kept  his  eye  on  the  river,  but  there  was 
interest  in  his  voice  when  he  spoke. 

"What  makes  you  pull  your  words  that  way?" 
he  asked  —  "pulling"  being  the  river  term  for 
drawling. 

The  young  man,  now  seated  comfortably  on  the 
visitors'  bench,  said  more  slowly  than  ever : 

"You  '11  have  to  ask  my  mother— she  pulls 
hers,  too." 

Pilot  Bixby  laughed.  The  manner  of  the  reply 
amused  him.     His  guest  was  encouraged. 

"Do  you  know  the  Bowen  boys?"  he  asked, 
"pilots  in  the  St.  Louis  and  New  Orleans  trade?" 

"I  know  them  well— all  three  of  them.  William 
Bowen  did  his  firSt  steering  for  me;  a  mighty 
good  boy.    I  know  Sam,  too,  and  Bart." 

"Old  schoolmates  of  mine  in  Hannibal.  Sam 
and  Will  especially  were  my  chums." 

Bixby's  tone  became  friendly. 

"Come  over  and  stand  by  me."  he  said.  "What 
is  your  name?" 

The  applicant  told  him,  and  the  two  stood  look- 
ing out  on  the  sunlit  water. 

"Do  you  drink?" 

"No." 

"Do  you  gamble  ?  " 

1  Horace  Bi.xby  lived  r.iitil  1912  and  remained  at  tlie 
wheel  until  within  a  short  time  of  his  death,  in  his  87th 
year.  The  writer  of  this  memoir  visited  him  in  1910  and 
took  down  from  his  dictation  the  dialogue  that  follows. 


"No,  sir."' 

"Do  you  swear?" 

"N-not  for  amusement ;  only  under  pressure." 

"Do  you  chew  ?" 

"No,  sir,  never:  but  I  must  smoke." 

"Did  you  ever  do  any  steering?'' 

"I  have  steered  everything  on  the  river  but  a 
steamboat,  I  guess. " 

"\'ery  well,  take  the  wheel  and  see  what  you 
can  do  with  a  steamboat.  Keep  her  as  she  is— 
toward  that  lower  Cottonwood  snag." 

Bixby  had  a  sore  foot  and  was  glad  of  a  little 
relief.  He  sat  on  the  bench  where  he  could  keep 
a  careful  eye  on  the  course.    By  and  by  he  said : 

"There  is  just  one  way  I  would  take  a  young 
man  to  learn  the  river— that  is,  for  money.'' 

"What— do  you— charge?" 

"Five  hundred  dollars,  and  I  to  be  at  no  ex- 
pense whatever." 

In  those  days  pilots  were  allowed  to  carry  a 
learner,  or  "cub,"  board  free.  I\Ir.  Bixby  meant 
that  he  was  to  be  at  no  expense  in  port  or  for 
incidentals.     His  terms  seemed  discouraging. 

"I  have  n't  got  five  hundred  dollars  in  money,'' 
Sam  said.  "I  've  got  a  lot  of  Tennessee  land 
worth  two  bits  an  acre.  I  '11  give  you  two  thou- 
sand acres  of  that." 

Bixby  shook  his  head. 

"No,"  he  said,  "I  don't  want  any  unimproved 
real  estate.     I  have  too  much  already." 

Sam  reflected.  He  thought  he  might  be  able  to 
borrow  one  hundred  dollars  from  William  !Mof- 
fett.  Pamela's  husband,  without  straining  his 
credit. 

"Well,  then,"  he  proposed.  "I  '11  give  you  one 
hundred  dollars  cash,  and  the  rest  when  I 
earn  it." 

Something  about  this  young  man  had  won  Hor- 
ace Bi.xby's  heart.  His  slow  pleasant  speech,  his 
unhurried,  quiet  manner  at  the  wheel,  his  evident 
simplicity  and  sincerity — the  inner  qualities  of 
mind  and  heart  which  would  make  the  world 
love  Mark  Twain.  The  terms  proposed  were  ac- 
cepted. The  first  payment  was  to  be  in  cash ; 
the  others  were  to  be.gin  when  the  pupil  had 
learned  the  river  and  was  earning  wages.  Dur- 
ing the  rest  of  the  trip  to  New  Orleans  the  new 
pupil  was  often  at  the  wheel,  while  Mr.  Bixby 
nursed  his  sore  foot  and  gave  directions.  Any 
literary  ambitions  that  Samuel  Clemens  still  nour- 
ished waned  rapidly.  By  the  time  he  had  reached 
New  Orleans  he  had  almost  forgotten  he  had 
ever  been  a  printer.  As  for  the  .Amazon  and 
cocoa,  why,  there  had  been  no  ship  sailing  in  that 
direction  for  years,  and  it  was  uncertain  when 
any  would  sail  again,  a  fact  that  rather  amused 
the  would-be  adventurer  now,   since   Providence 
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had  regulated  his  affairs  in  accordance  with  his 
oldest  and  longest-cherished  dream. 

At  New  Orleans  Bixby  left  the  Paul  Jones  for 
a  fine  St.  Louis  boat,  taking  his  cub  with  him. 
This  was  a  sudden  and  happy  change,  and  Sam 
was  a  good  deal  impressed  with  his  own  impor- 
tance in  belonging  to  so  imposing  a  structure, 
especially  when,  after  a  few  days"  stay  in  New 
Orleans,  he  stood  by  Bixby's  side  in  the  big  glass 
turret  while  they  backed  out  of  the  line  of 
wedged-in  boats  and  headed  up  the  great  river. 


This  was  glory,  but  there  was  sorrow  ahead. 
He  had  not  really  begun  learning  the  river  as 
yet  —  he  had  only  steered  under  directions.  He 
had  known  that  to  learn  the  river  would  be  hard, 
but  he  had  never  realized  quite  how  hard.  Se- 
renely he  had  undertaken  the  task  of  mastering 
twelve  hundred  miles  of  the  great,  changing, 
shifting  river  as  exactly  and  as  surely  by  day- 
light or  darkness  as  one  knows  the  way  to  his 
own  features.  Nobody  could  realize  the  full  size 
of  that  task— not  till  afterward. 


{ 7t7  i'/t'  contiiutca. ) 
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POSERS 

BY  JOHN  KENDRICK  BANGS 


I  LOVE  him  more  than  I  can  say, 
But  oh,  the  questions  day  by  day 

He  pops  at  me. 
While  sitting  wide-eyed  on  my  knee, 
On  things  he  seeks  to  know  the  why  of— 
Like:  ""Pa,  what  did  the  Dead  Sea  die  of?" 


Again  once  while  we  sat  at  tea 
I  felt  his  eyes  fixed  full  on  me. 
And  from  their  depths  all  wondering 
I  knew  a  poser  fierce  would  spring— 
"Why  do  they  call  it  T,"  said  he, 
"Instead  of  X  or  O  or  Z  ?" 


And  t'   other  night 

With  eyes  all  bright 
He  heard  it  said,  "The  clock  's  run  down" 
Then  turned  from  out  a  study  brown. 
And  with  a  truh*  puzzled  air 

Asked,  "Down  to  where?" 


But  hardest  question  I  recall  — 
The  very  worst  I  think  of  all,— 
Was  when  he  called  me  from  my  bed 
At  four  A.M.  one  morn  and  said: 
'If  you  were  n"t  you,  and  Ma  were  n"t  Ma, 
Who  "d  I  be.  Pa  ?"" 


WHERE  JOURNEYS  END 

BY  BETH  BRADFORD  GILCHRIST 


Chapter  III 

The  boy  and  girl  stared  into  each  other's  eyes 
for  one  astounded  minute. 

Bob  spoke  first  in  a  quick  undertone:  ''Some- 
body 's  coming.  Keep  your  nerve!"  Aloud  he 
said :  "Come  along  into  the  parlor,  Mary.  I  want 
to  show  you  something." 

He  hurried  her  across  the  hall. 

"Look  at  those  flowers."  he  ordered  swiftly. 
"Keep  your  back  to  the  door.  If  anybody  should 
see  your  face  now,  they  "d  know  something  was 
up.     We  've  got  to  think  this  thing  out." 

"It  's  plain  enough,"  !Mary  said.  "I  'm  in  the 
wrong  house.  I  'm  in  the  wrong  town.  I  've 
been  around  the  world  twice  over,  and  I  don't 
know  enough  to  get  out  at  the  right  station  in  the 
part  of  the  world  I  was  born  in." 

"Who  are  you,  anyway?" 

"My  name  is  Mary  Strong.  Two  days  ago  I 
had  an  invitation  from  Mrs.  White,  an  old  friend 
of  my  mother's  who  lives  in  Crawford,  to  come 
and  spend  the  holidays.  She  said  there  would  be 
plenty  of  young  people.  She  said  the  car  would 
meet  me.  I  never  saw  Mrs.  White.  I  could  not 
remember  all  I  had  heard  my  mother  say  of  her. 
I  knew  there  was  a  niece  engaged  to  be  married. 
When  Sally  talked  about  a  wedding,  I  —  I 
thought  —  " 

"Of  course  you  did,"  said  Bob.  "Ginger,  but 
the  thing  fitted  !" 

"I  did  n't  know  enough  to  know  I  was  n't 
where  I  ought  to  be,  even  when  you  said  things 
I  did  n't  understand.  Mrs.  White  was  the  only 
person  I  knew  by  name  in  the  whole  household, 
and  she  did  not  seem  to  be  here  when  I  came." 

"That  was  tough  !" 

"I  did  n't  mind.  I  'm  used  to  strangers.  But 
you  and  Sally  did  not  seem  like  strangers.  From 
the  minute  I  stepped  on  this  porch  everything 
was  different  from  all  I  had  ever  known  before. 
That  helped  throw  me  off,  I  suppose.  And  in 
Rome  I  did  as  the  Romans  did.'' 

"That  was  the  way  to  do.  But,  I  say,  what  a 
mix-up  !  " 

"I  ought  to  have  noticed  that  your  aunt  did 
not  ask  after  Mother,"  she  meditated.  "Vou 
really  were  e.xpecting  some  one  ?" 

"They  e.xpected  you  — Emmeline  Rittensanger, 
I  mean  — yesterday  on  the  train  we  missed,  and 
looked  for  her  on  the  next  train  when  they  found 
the  coiuiections  did  n't  connect." 


"And— /—came !" 

"You  came." 

She  wheeled  on  him.  "Tell  me  about  the  other 
girl  !" 

"None  of  us  have  ever  seen  her,  not  even  Aunt 
Barby.  But  Marcia  's  told  us  about  her  ever 
since  we  were  little  shavers." 

"Marcia?" 

'"Lncle's  sister's  stepdaughter.  You— I  mean 
Emmeline  what  's-her-name— is  Marcia's  cousin. 
We  thought  you  were  a  kind  of  Miss  Tom 
Thumb.  Your  father  died  just  before  you  were 
born,  and  your  stepfather  the  winter  j'ou  were 
five.  Your  mother  died  too— something  conta- 
gious, I  think,     .\nyway — " 

"My  father  and  mother  are  in  Japan  this 
minute  !" 

"I  mean  Emmeline's  people,  !Mary.  I  've  got 
you  so  tight  in  my  head  as  'Marcia's  little  cou- 
sin'— But  wait  a  minute— you  were  n't  her  real 
cousin  !  There  was  an  in-law  somewhere.  Xever 
mind.  \\'ith  your  parents  gone,  you  were  brought 
up  by  an  old-maid  aunt  of  your  mother's.  We 
thought  you — I  mean  Emmeline — had  an  awful 
dull  time— no  fun,  no  girls  and  boys,  all  study 
and  great-aunt." 

"Is  Emmeline  also  traveling  alone?" 

"I  don't  know." 

"She  was  due  here  yesterday.  Where  is  she 
now  ?" 

They  looked  fearfully  into  each  other's  faces. 

"We  're  wasting  time !"  Mary  cried. 

"Hold  on!"  He  caught  her  arm.  "We  're  all  in 
a  pickle.  I  admit  — but  don't  you  see  we  can't  blab 
this  out  to  the  whole  house  ?  It  would  simply 
upset  and  spoil  the  wedding." 

She  stopped  short. 

"Aunt  Barby  and  Xell  would  be  wild,"  he  told 
her,  "thinking  of  their  missing  guest— poor  little 
thing— lost  nobody  knows  where." 

"But  she  must  be  found— and  I— I  can't  stay 
here  after  this  a  minute  !    I  can't !" 

".N'ot  to  give  Xell  a  decent  wedding?" 

Mary  hesitated.  "I  'm  here  under  false  pre- 
tenses. ,\nd  worse  still  —  if  anything  could  be 
worse!  — what  do  you  suppose  the  other  Mrs. 
White  is  thinking  about  me  this  very  minute?" 

"That  "s  so,  by  Jove !  She  must  be  wondering, 
too.  what  has  become  of  Iter  guest !  Well,  we 
can  at  least  telephone  her  !  But  false  pretenses— 
Xonsense  !  Xo  pretenses  about  the  work  you  've 
done,     l.ook  here.  Marv  !     .\unt   L'arbv  must  not 


WHERE  JOURNEYS  END 


221 


know  — vr/  — that  's  flat.  Not  till  the  wedding  is 
over  and  they  're  off.  Uncle  's  the  one  to  tell. 
How  's  your  face  ?  Huh !  Go  out  where  the 
Christmas  tree  is.  Let  me  see  if  the  coast  is 
clear.     You  look  upset." 

"I  don't,"  said  Alary.    "I  won't  look  it.     I  niu.Nt 
n't.  for  everybody's  sake." 

"That  's  the  talk.     I  '11  go  and  bring  Uncle." 
'"How   red    vour   cheeks   are,    Marv !"    Midget 


Mr.  \\'hite  thanked  them  both.  "You  have 
handled  this  matter  very  wisely,"  he  said.  "I  will 
telephone  Mrs.  White  at  Crawford  immediately. 
But  I  shall  certainly  ask  her  to  let  us  keep  you 
until  to-morrow,  Mary." 

"I  want  to  stay — more  than  I  can  tell  you, 
y\r.  White  !"  she  told  him,  in  a  voice  that  was  not 
very  steady.  "You  don't  know  how  much  I  wish 
it  had  not  lieen  a  mistake,  my  coming  here." 

"You  will  do  us  a  great  favor  by 
remaining  over  night,"  he  replied, 
"and  letting  things  go  on  as  they  have 
been  going  through  the  day.  It  is 
putting  a  hard  task  on  your  shoul- 
ders, but  I  earnestly  ask  you  to  do  it 
for  all  our  sakes." 

She  answered  him  gravely,  her  tone 
a  promise. 


I !     Thank 


vou 


!     I  will 


"  'MARY.'  HE  SAU),    'YOU'RE  ALL  RIGHT.      UNDERSTAND? 

remarked  as  Mary  sauntered  through  the  dining- 
room.     "Are  you  tired?" 

"I  'm  excited,"  Mary  told  her.  "Tiiis  is  my 
first  wedding." 

"Has  that  bhy  Bob  gone  for  them  cakes  yet  ?" 
Katie  demanded  in  the  kitchen. 

"I  don't  think  he  has  started  yet." 

Mary  felt  like  a  conspirator. 

In  the  woodshed,  with  the  tree  glimmering  from 
its  twilighted  corner,  she  told  her  story  briefly 
and  simply.     Bob  had  already  told  his. 


"Thank  you  ! 
do  it." 

"Bully  for  you  !"  said  Bob. 
"You  are  right,  Bob.  We  owe 
Mary  a  great  deal.  Now  I  will  go 
and  telephone  to  Crawford  from  an- 
other house,  and  put  in  motion  the 
machinery  for  locating  that  unfortu- 
nate child.  If  no  definite  word  comes, 
after  the  wedding  I  shall  go  myself 
in  search  of  her." 

Bob's  eyes  followed  his  uncle's  de- 
parting figure.  "Now  it  's  up  to 
little  Bobby  to  get  those  cakes."  He 
swung  around  to  the  girl.  "Mary," 
he  said,  "you  're  all  right.  Under- 
stand?   All  right  I" 

Alone,  Mary  retraced  her  steps 
through  the  house.  Gladness  sang 
again  in  her  heart.  She  had  a  right 
here  until  to-morrow.  Beyond  that 
she  would  not  think.  Xow  she  was 
needed  for  a  service  none  but  she 
could  render.  Sally's  father  had 
changed  the  whole  aspect  of  her  re- 
maining. She  could  do  something  for 
Sally's  mother— for  them  all.  The 
success  of  the  wedding— that  no  exciting  inter- 
ruption should  mar  its  joy  and  happy  memories 
—  depended  upon  her  ! 

"You   have   been   out   to   see   the   tree   again," 
Sally  accused  her.     "Tom  's  asleep.     I  thought 
I  'd  never  get  him  off.     Now  come  upstairs  and 
see  which  of  my  dresses  you  *ant  to  wear." 
"Which  are  you  going  to  wear?" 
"1?    I  don't  care,"  said  Sally. 
She   had   cared   until    Mary   came.      Now   she 
cared  more  for  Mary  than  for  wearing  her  new 
green  dress. 
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"They  are  very  pretty."  said  Mary,  her  quick 
eye  accurately  guessing  the  date  when  each  was 
made — the  white  and  blue  and  green. 

"Try  them  on."    Sally  held  up  the  green  gown. 

Alary  shook  her  head.  "The  white  first.  Have 
you  a  red  sash,  Sally?" 

Sally  was  looking  for  it  when  her  mother 
came  to  the  door. 

"I  wonder,  girls,  whether  you  would  mind 
dressing  now'  for  the  evening.  The  Teasdales, 
Sally,  have  just  sent  word  that  they  are  driving 
over  from  Painesville  and  they  wish  to  dress 
here.  There  is  no  room  I  can  give  them  except 
this  one." 

"There  are  four  of  them  !"  gasped  Sally. 

"Use  my  room,  too,"  Mary  begged. 

She  could  feel  all  through  her  the  smile  of  the 
dark  eyes.  "Thank  you,  Marj-.  That  is  very 
thoughtful.  I  am  sorry  your  trunk  has  not  come. 
You  are  sweet  to  be  so  cheerful  without  it." 

"Don't  you  think  Alary  ought  to  wear  the  green 
dress.  Mother?" 

"Mary  may  wear  which  she  chooses,  Sally. 
Are  you  looking  for  something?" 

"My  red  sash.  Oh.  I  had  forgotten  this  dread- 
ful spot !" 

Mrs.  \\'hite  took  in  the  situation  at  a  glance. 
"There  is  a  piece  of  red  silk  in  the  white  box  on 
the  top  shelf  of  my  closet,  Sally.  Is  that  the 
motor?     Thank  you  both,  my  girls." 

The  slender  figure  sped  downstairs  as  swiftly 
as  one  of  her  own  daughters,  and  the  girls  flew 
to  their  dressing. 

"Now  there  will  be  a  rush,"  said  Sally :  "just 
what  Mother  tried  to  avoid.  Why  could  n't  the 
Teasdales  dress  at  home?  It  's  lucky  we  "11  be 
out  of  the  way  earl\-.  Tom  and  Marian  can't  be 
dressed  till  the  last  minute.  Won't  they  make  a 
dear  ring-bearer  and  flower-girl  ?  Molly  stands 
up  with  Nell,  and  Bob  is  best  man.  It  was  to 
have  been  a  military  wedding  with  lots  of  gold 
lace.    Don't  you  love  gold  lace?" 

Mary  acknowledged  that  she  did.  "Have  n't 
you  something  to  do?"  she  asked. 

"Nothing  but  cluster  about  at  the  ceremony. 
Nell  does  n't  want  it  formal.  She  says  we  're  all 
to  cluster.  Afterward,  you  and  I  will  serve  the 
fruit-punch.  There  won't  be  many  people.  East 
Crawford  is  n't  very  big,  you  know.  Why,  you 
poor  dear,  you  don't  know!  We  've  kept  you 
too  busy  to  know.  Never  mind,  there  are  plenty 
of  days  coming.  '  We  're  going  to  eat  in  the 
pantry  to-night.    Did  you  ever  eat  in  a  pantry?" 

"Never.'' 

"It  's  fun.  W'e  '11  find  two  big  aprons  to  cover 
us  up.  I  '11  bet  .Veil  is  hoping  Grant's  train  will 
be  on  time.     .\re  n't  you  clever  to  put  on  the  silk 


like  that?  The  dress  is  a  perfect  fit.  Did  n't 
your  great-aunt  ever  let  you  go  to  a  wedding 
before?" 

"I  've  never  been  to  a  wedding  before.'' 

"There  's  Grant !  No,  it  's  Father.  Supper 
now,  Molly?     We  '11  be  right  down." 

Half  an  hour  later,  into  the  merry  excitement 
of  the  big  airy  pantry,  came  Grant  Franklin,  big, 
straight,  handsome,  unmistakably  the  officer  in 
the  eyes  of  one  who  had  seen  the  officers  of  many 
nations. 

"Hungry?  Of  course  I  'm  hungry!"  he  de- 
clared, but  Mary  noticed  that  he  did  not  eat 
much.  He  was  too  busy  looking  at  Nell.  Mary 
thought  her  well  worth  looking  at.  Her  cheeks 
were  so  pink  and  her  eyes  so  starry,  the  waiting 
look  lost  in  a  sweet  golden-hearted  satisfaction. 

The  two  slipped  away  soon,  and  before  long 
Sally's  mother  sent  them  all  upstairs  to  dress. 

"Nothing  doing  yet."  Bob  whispered  before  he 
went.  "Uncle  's  scared  about  the  accident  that 
delayed  us.  .Afraid  she  may  have  been  on  that 
train." 

Air.  White  made  an  opportunity  to  tell  Mary 
that  Mrs.  Alicia  White  had  agreed  to  expect  her 
on  the  morrow.  "She  found  the  situation  a  little 
difficult  to  understand,"  he  reported.  "Naturally 
she  had  been  much  worried." 

He,  too,  looked  worried  as  he  turned  away. 
But  he  said  with  a  cheery  smile :  "We  '11 
.'•straighten  out  everything  with  her  to-morrow!" 

Mary  and  Sally  took  off  their  aprons  and  went 
upstairs  to  help  in  the  hooking-up  of  gowns. 

"Is  n't  everything  lovely?"  Sally  sighed  for 
the  fiftieth  time.  "Not  one  single  hitch.  Noth- 
ing gone  the  tiniest  bit  wrong.  I  'm  so  happy, 
Alary.     I  'm  so  .glad  you  're  here.'' 

■"I  would  n't  have  missed  being  here  for  all 
the  world  I" 

As  they  reached  the  upper  hall,  a  door  opened 
and  Airs.  White  looked  out. 

■■\\  ill  }-ou  come  into  my  room  a  moment.  Alary? 
Sally,  I  think  you  will  have  to  answer  the  door- 
bell until  Lizzie  comes." 

On  the  bed  lay  a  mass  of  red  roses.  Sally's 
mother  lifted  half  a  dozen  glowing  buds  and  blos- 
soms. "I  want  you  to  wear  some  of  my  roses  to- 
night, Alary,''  she  told  the  girl.  "They  match  the 
color  of  your  belt  perfectly."  She  fastened  them 
on  Alary's  gown.  Then  she  kissed  her.  "You 
do  not  know  what  a  help  you  have  been  to-day, 
dear." 

Alary  went  out  of  the  room  in  a  dream  of 
happiness.  She  touched  the  roses  with  shy  ten- 
der fingers.  Her  roses.  Something  within  the 
girl  felt  in  blossom  too,  warmed  and  caressed  by 
the  light   in  (hose  great  dark  eyes.     The  secret 
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knowledge  that  she  had,  put  new  meaning  into 
Mrs.  White's  words.  Mary  felt  them  as  a  com- 
mission to  keep  the  evening  inviolate. 

Downstairs  a  bell  rang.  She  heard  Sally 
opening  a  door,  heard  Sally's  voice  and  another's 
speaking.     Suddenly  she  caught  the  words. 

"I  don't  understand.  This  is  "Mr.  Howard 
White's  house,  but  she  's  here.  Emmeline  Rit- 
tensanger  is  here  already." 

Mary  ran  to  the  staircase.  Her  slippered  feet 
sped  noiselessly  down  the  treads. 

In  the  doorway,  facing  Sally,  stood  a  girl  in 
traveling  coat  and  hat,  a  suitcase  at  her  side. 
She  was  a  little  thing,  compact  and  trig,  on  her 
face  an  expression  compounded  of  shyness,  ob- 
stinacy, and  fear. 

Behind  Mary  pounded  Bob's  pumps. 

Ch.\pter   I\' 

"She  is  right,  Sally."  Mary  called  softly.  "Let 
her  in  and  I  '11  e.xplain." 

"Come  in  !  Come  right  in,  please  !"  Bob  lifted 
the  girl's  suitcase  into  the  hall.  "Awfully  glad 
to  see  you,  Emmeline.  You  're  Marcia's  little 
cousin.  We  've  been  e.xpecting  you.  It  's  all 
right,  Sal." 

Sally  looked  as  though  she  thought  tw'o  people, 
if  not  more,  had  gone  quite  mad. 

"Come  somewhere  out  of  the  hall  and  I  11 
explain,"  said  Mary. 

"Uncle's  den,"  Bob  suggested.  "Nothing  there 
but  the  punch-bowl.  Where  have  you  been  all 
this  time,  Marcia's  cousin?" 

"There  was  an  accident."  The  new'-comer 
glanced  around  her  with  the  air  of  a  frightened 
rabbit.  "Not  to  our  train,  to  the  train  before 
ours.  But  it  held  us  up.  They  told  us  we  would 
get  here  sooner  if  w'e  went  back  and  came  an- 
other way.  I  telegraphed.  We  stayed  over  night 
at  a  hotel." 

"You  telegraphed  ?" 

"Oh,  yes  indeed  !"  The  jerky  breathless  little 
voice  was  fervent  now. 

"We  '11  get  it  to-morrow,"  said  Bob. 

"Did  not  you  receive  it?" 

"Not  a  word.     Where  did  you  send  it  from?" 

"From  the  place  where  the  accident  was.  I 
telegraphed  I  was  unhurt." 

"Messages  piled  up,"  Mary  said  to  Bob.  "You 
know  how  telegrams  do  at  a  time  like  that." 

He  nodded. 

"I  have  been  all  day  getting  here."  Emme- 
line's  lips  trembled.  "It  was  not  good  to  go  the 
other  way.  We  had  to  wait  and  wait  and  change 
and  change.  .\nd  then  when  I  came,  she  said," 
looking  at  Sally,  "that  I  was  here  already  !" 


"Bob  and  Mary,"  Sally  said,  "if  you  are  going 
to  explain,  I  wish  you  'd  do  it.  My  head  is  split- 
ting." 

But  Bob  wanted  to  get  to  the  bottom  of  Em- 
meline's  mystery.  "There  was  n't  anybody  to 
meet  you  at  the  station.  Ginger !  Why,  you 
came  on  Grant's  train !  I  say.  what  have  you 
been  doing  since?'' 


■!^iil,X^iX 


((tr^L 


H«I«»  Mwit  Cr«t 

•'N£K    ROSES." 

The  new-comer  sighed.  "There  was  no  car- 
riage and  I  had  to  walk.  I  walked  far,  for  I  took 
the  wrong  turn.  It  was  dark.  I  tried  two  houses 
before  I  reached  this  one."  She  turned  dubious 
eyes  on  Sally. 

"You  poor  dear!"  Sally  cried.  "And  we  never 
knew  a  thing  about  it !  Is  n't  it  dreadful !  But 
what  —  " 

"It  's  a  shame  !"  Bob  growled. 

"It  was  all  my  fault,"  said  Mary.  "You  see, 
I  —  "  she  appealed  to  Emmeline  with  the  prettiest 
little  gesture  of  confession— "I  came  yesterday 
and  they  thought  I  was  you,  for  they  never  saw 
me  before.  In  the  dark  I  got  off  at  the  wrong 
station  and  supposed  I  was  in  the  right  place,  for 
I  did  n't  know  the  people  I  was  going  to  see, 
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either.  It  was  only  this  afternoon  that  Bob  and 
I  discovered  —  " 

She  stopped.  Unbelief  looked  out  of  the  eyes 
that  fronted  hers. 

"And  ever  since,"  Bob  said  cheerfully,  "Uncle 
has  been  trying  to  locate  you.  He  has  tele- 
graphed and  telephoned  all  over  New  England, 
I  guess." 

But  now  Sally  had  recovered  her  breath.  "You 
don't  mean— you  can't  mean—  Mary,  if  you  're 
not  Marcia's  little  cousin — " 

"There  's  Marcia's  little  cousin."  Bob  indi- 
cated the  stranger. 

"Then  what  — who  — is  Mary?" 

Bob  undertook  to  tell  her  that  also. 

Mary  was  talking  to  Emmeline  Rittensanger. 
"You  don't  understand,  do  you?  And  I  can't 
blame  you.  I  did  n't  understand  it  myself  when 
/  came.  For  I  had  never  been  in  this  part  of  the 
country  before.  The  chauffeur  met  me  at  the 
station  and  said,  'This  way,  Miss,'  and  the  auto- 
mobile brought  me  here  — and  I  had  been  invited 
by  a  'Mrs.  White,'  too.  They  just  welcomed 
me  as  if  they  had  known  me  always.  Mrs.  White 
was  away  when  I  arrived,  and  the  whole  house- 
hold was  busy  with  Christmas  and  the  wedding 
this  evening.  So  until  Bob  saw  my  trunk-check 
with  Crawford  written  on  it  I  never  dreamed 
that—"  Swiftly  Mary's  explanation  flowed  on. 
The  round,  childlike  eyes  of  the  new-comer  re- 
garded her  with  unflinching  directness.  There 
was  obstinacy  in  the  blue  gaze,  and  obtuseness. 
"Don't  you  begin  to  understand  ?''  begged  Mary. 

"No,"  said  the  soft  little  voice.  "I  do  not 
understand  how  any  one  could  get  off  at  the 
wrong  station.  Why  did  n't  you  ask  the  con- 
ductor what  station  it  was  ?  And  then  at  the 
house  here—     No.  I  do  not  understand  any  of  it." 

Sally  wheeled  from  Bob's  story.  "Oh,  Mary. 
Mary.'  I  can't  begin  to  tell  you  how  splendid 
you  are !  You  've  saved  our  day  for  us,  that  's 
what  you  've  done.  And  Emmeline— oh.  I  'm  so 
glad  you  're  here  at  last !  Come  right  upstairs. 
Forgive  the  way  I  met  you  at  the  door.  We  '11 
make  up  for  it.  never  fear.  I  am  so  sorry  you  've 
had  such  a  time  getting  here,  and  that  you  arrive 
just  when  every  one  of  us  is  in  such  a  rush  to 
be  ready  for  the  wedding.  Mother  will  give  you 
a  welcome  that  will  smooth  out  everything,  but 
oh,  dear!  I  can't  call  her  just  now,  when  the 
wedding  is  — mercy  !  right  upon  us  !  Have  her 
trunk  brought  uj)  from  the  station.  Bob — quick. 
Somebody  will  be  downstairs  soon.  Midget  must 
have  gone  in  by  now  to  help  Nell  dress.  We  '11 
put  Emmeline  in  Midget's  room." 

"Let  me  take  her  up,"  Mary  suggested.  "I  '11 
help  her  dress." 


"Oh,  will  you?  You  're  a  dear,  Mary.  I  wiist 
see  to  so  many  things,  and  there  is  n't  a  minute 
left."    The  two  girls  vanished. 

Sally  lingered  to  whisper  excitedly  to  her 
brother:  "We  can't  stir  them  all  up  now.  Bob. 
Why,  I  — I  feel  as  though  I  'd  been  sitting  on  a 
volcano  and  It  had  broken  out." 

"But  Aunt  Barby  '11  see  her,  Sal  !" 

"Of  course  she  'II  see  her.  But  if  she  does  n't 
come  downstairs  until  after  the  guests  begin  to 
come,  Mother  will  think  she  belongs  with  one  of 
them,  and  the  guests  will  think  she  belongs  in  the 
house.  Everybody  will  be  perfectly  sweet  to  her. 
Wait  and  see !" 

"She  thinks  we  're  a  private  lunatic  asylum," 
whispered  Bob,  as  he  hurried  off. 

"You  must  be  very  tired,"  Mary  said  kindly 
when  they  reached  Midget's  room. 

"I  am  tired.''  The  blue  eyes  looked  longingly 
at  the  bed. 

"Lie  down  for  ten  minutes.  You  will  have 
time  enough.  I  '11  be  back  in  a  moment  with  a 
tray  of  lunch." 

With  food  and  rest,  even  the  scantiest  rest,  the 
small  face  took  on  happier  curves.  The  ej-es 
grew  less  obstinate.  Mary  made  herself  as 
charming  as  she  knew  how,  and  Mary  knew  very 
well  how  to  be  charming.  .'\s  soon  as  Emme- 
line's  trunk  appeared  she  helped  to  open  it. 

"Tt  is  scarcely  wrinkled  at  all,"  she  said,  lifting 
out  the  visitor's  party-gown.  "You  packed  it 
beautifully." 

"My  great-aunt  packed  it,"  said  Emmeline. 
"She  made  it,  too." 

"She  made  it  out  of  your  eyes."  smiled  Mary. 
"It  's  a  lovely  color." 

Emmeline  fingered  the  dress  as  though  she 
loved  it.  .Vs  Mary  helped  her  to  adjust  it,  she 
glanced  at  the  watch  on  the  dressing-table.  "We 
must  be  quick.    I  see  it  is  time  to  go  down." 

There  was  suppressed  excitement  in  her  voice. 
She  could  not  remember  when  she  had  felt  as 
interested  in  anything  as  she  did  in  this  wed- 
ding of  a  girl  whom  she  had  never  seen  before 
to-day. 

"You  look  very  sweet,"  she  told  Emmeline. 

A  quaint  little  blue  figure  slipped  down  the 
back  stairs  beside  Mary. 

"We  will  slide  in  among  people  as  though  we 
had  been  here  all  the  time.  The  bride  will  be 
coming  down  in  a  few  minutes.  There  's  Mrs. 
White  — in  black  with  the  red  roses— over  there 
beyond  all  these  people.  Did  you  ever  in  your 
life  see  anybody  so  beautiful?" 

"No,"  said   Emmeline,  "I  never  did.  " 

She  said  it  honestly,  a  little  breathlessly.  Her 
eves  lingered,  fascinated. 
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At  that  moment  she  and  Mary  began  to  Hke 
each  other. 

"She  is  a  wonderful  woman."  A  little  old 
lady  with  snapping  black  eyes  and  silver  curls 
smiled  at  them.  "I  remember  when  Howard 
White  brought  her  here  as  a  bride." 

"She  must  have  been  exquisite,"  said  Mary, 
"but  somehow  I  have  an  idea  I  like  better  to 
look  at  her  now  than  I  would  have  even  then." 

"Living,"  said  the  little  old  lady.  "It  's  living 
that  "s  put  in  her  face  what  you  mean,  child. 
But  when  she  was  young,  with  that  grace  and 
sweetness,  you  could  n't  match  her  in  the  five 
States.    Nieces  of  hers,  are  you?" 

"No,"  said  Mary.  "We  're  no  real  relation. 
But  she  is  as  sweet  to  the  girls  that  are  n't  as 
to  the  girls  that  are." 

"And  always  was.  Well,  my  dears,  you  're  not 
her  first  lovers." 

"Who  was  that  ?"  Emmeline  whispered  as  the 
little  old  lady  turned  to  the  people  on  her  other 
hand.  "And  what  did  she  mean  by  the  five 
States?" 

"New  England,  I  suppose.  I  don't  know  who 
she  was." 

"But  you  talked  with  her." 

"Oh  yes  !" 

Mar}'  ran  her  arm  gently  through  Emmeline's. 
"Come  and  let  's  talk  to  other  people." 

Sally's  father  spoke  to  them  warmly.  "To- 
morrow we  shall  begin  to  prove  to  you  how  glad 
we  are  to  see  you  !"  he  told  Emmeline.  "To-night 
you  won't  believe  us,  I  'm  afraid." 

Sally's  mother  passed  among  her  guests.  Em- 
meline's gaze  followed  her  in  worshipful  mys- 
tification. 

"She  does  n't  know  yet  that  you  are  you," 
Mary  whispered.  "They  will  tell  her  after  the 
wedding." 

"Come  and  help  us  cluster  around  Nell,"  said 
Sally.  "She  does  n't  want  a  stiff,  pokey-  wedding. 
Of  course  you  're  coming,  Mary.  I  've  nearly 
burst  trying  not  to  fell  people  about  Emmeline  — 
you  're  such  an  adventure,  you  two  !  I  thought 
I  'd  dreamed  it  till  I  saw  you  together." 

"Glad  to  see  you,  Emmeline,"  Jim  said.  "Uncle 
told  me.  Your  coming  is  a  wedding  present 
worth  having."  He  turned  to  ]\Iary.  "You  're 
a  brick  !" 

Music  stole  out  of  the  nook  under  the  stairs. 
The  minister  took  his  place;  Grant  Franklin  and 
Bob  joined  him.  Slowly,  a  bit  one-sidedly  from 
the  necessity  of  always  putting  the  same  foot  for- 
most,  a  small  white-suited  figure  descended  the 
stairs.  In  his  right  hand  he  carefully  carried 
a  tiny  flower-trimmed  basket.  Behind  him  trailed 
the  deep  rose  of  Molly's  gown,  and  behind  Molly 


a  white  fairy,  equipped  with  Marian's  serious, 
little-girl  dignity,  scattered  glowing  petals  in  the 
path  of  the  slender  white  bride. 

Mary's  heart  skipped  a  beat.  Nell,  in  the  filmy 
cloud  of  her  veil,  was  beautiful.  Mary  had  seen 
pictures  of  brides  in  newspapers ;  she  had  not 
dreamed  they  ever  looked  like  this.  There  was 
something  in  her  throat.  Had  she  read  that  peo- 
ple cried  at  weddings?  How  foolish  to  cry  when 
you  were  happy  !  She  dared  not  look  at  Sally. 
Sally  was  gripping  her  hand  too  tight  to  make  it 
safe  to  look  at  her.  She  watched  Nell  and 
Grant ;  the  young  gravity  of  Bob's  countenance ; 
the  shining  look  on  the  face  of  Sally's  mother 
as  she  stood  beside  her  husband.  Christmas  eve  ! 
thought  Mary.  A  new  home  was  being  struck  off 
from  an  old  home  on  Christmas  eve. 

And  then,  before  she  realized  it,  the  thing  was 
done.  The  two  facing  the  minister  turned  about; 
people  pressed  up  to  them,  smiling.  Laughter 
and  joy  were  around  her,  but  over  Mary  there 
began  to  rise,  imperceptibly  at  first,  a  tide  of 
loneliness.  When  the  little  waves  curled  about 
her  feet,  she  hardly  noticed  them.  She  had  done 
her  part:  nothing  had  marred  the  wedding;  she 
was  glad.  When  they  rose  to  her  knees,  she  still 
waded  valiantly,  her  head  high.  What  if  she 
were  a  Cinderella  for  whom  the  clock  was  set? 
They  closed  around  her  heart,  and  behold,  her 
heart  was  no  longer  the  floating  India-rubber 
thing  she  had  known  so  long.  It  had  developed 
roots  that  clung  and  held. 

Nobody  dreamed  that  unhappy  thoughts  were 
assailing  the  girl  in  the  white  gown  with  the  red 
roses  at  her  belt.  The  heads  of  the  roses  drooped 
a  bit  by  now. 

"What  pretty  manners  she  has !"  the  guests 
said. 

"She  's— all  right!"  said  the  boys. 

"Mary  is  perfectly  charming,"  Molly  told  Mid- 
get. "I  don't  see  how  she  ever  learned  such  ease 
and  poise,  shut  up  all  her  life  with  onlv  a  great- 
aunt  for  company.  She  's  prettier  than  I  thought 
she  was,  too." 

"She  looks  waked  up,"  said  Midget.  "She  has 
been  growing  to  look  more  waked  up  all  day." 

The  bride's  cake  had  been  cut  and  eaten;  the 
ices  and  the  punch  had  disappeared ;  the  harp 
had  fallen  silent;  most  of  the  guests  had  gone. 
Bob  pranced  up  to  his  sister  where  she  sat  be- 
tween her  aunt  and  Grant  Franklin  on  the  great 
davenport  in  the  living  room.  Bob  detected  in- 
terrogation in  the  look  Aunt  Barby  bent  on 
Emmeline  Rittensanger. 

"Wonders  who  she  came  with  and  why  she 
does  n't  go.    Diplomacy,  thy  name  is  Robert !" 
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"Doing  pretty  well  to  have  only  one  pair  of 
duplicates  among  your  presents,"  he  said  to  his 
sister. 

"I  have  n't  any  duplicates,  Bob.  Not  yet.  We 
've  been  lucky  about  that.  Grant." 

Bob  grinned.  "Where  are  your  eyes,  I  'd  like 
to  know  ?" 

"Now  I  wonder  what  you  're  driving  at,"  said 
Nell. 

"Bob  has  something  up  his  sleeve,"  remarked 
his  new  brother-in- 
law. 

Bob  appealed  to 
his  uncle.  "The  du- 
plicates are  in  this 
very  room  and  they 
can't  see  them !" 

Sally  gave  a  little 
cry.  "Oh,  I  know 
now." 

"I  'II  bet  you 
don't.  Aunt  Barby  !" 

"In  this  room?" 
Nell  questioned. 

"Presents    to    me?" 

"Presents  to  you." 

"But  all  the  pres- 
ents are  upstairs. 
Bob,"  Molly  de- 
murred. 

"We  would  n't 
have  had  as  fine  a 
wedding  here,  if  it 
had  n't  been  for 
those  duplicates  I  'm 
talking  of,  and  they 
're  in  this  room  fast 
enough.  How  about 
it,  Trace?" 

"I  guess  the  wed- 
ding would  have 
been  pretty  slim 
without  either  of 
'em  on  hand." 

"You  know,  Tracy 

"Father  and  Jim  know,  too,"  put  in  AIollv. 
"And  Sally." 

"Mary?" 

"Y'es,  I  think  I  do  :  indeed,  I 
do."     Mary's  cheeks  were  pink. 

"Don't  you  know.  Aunt  Barby? 
"Give  a  guess.     You  're  warm." 

Mary  held  out  her  hand  to  Emnieline  Rilten- 
sanger.  "IFe  are  the  duplicates  Bob  means,  Mrs. 
White."  She  smiled  bravely.  "They  are  going 
to  exchange  me  to-morrow." 

"I  don't  believe   in   exchanging  things,"   Sally 
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WE    ARE    THE    DUPLICATES    BOB    MEANS,    MRS 


Midget  accused  him. 

oil, 

am  quite  sure  I 
Bob  pleaded. 


cried,  "no  matter  how  many  duplicates  you  have! 
Can't  we  manage  to  keep  her.  Mother?" 
"That  's  the  talk  !"  said  Bob. 
"Hear!  Hear!"  echoed  ]\Ir.  White. 
"Ditto,"  said  Tracy  and  Jim. 
Mrs.  White  drew  the  two  girls  down  on  either 
side  of  her.     "\\'hat  are  you  all  talking  about? 
Of  course  we  shall  keep  Mary,  now  that  we  have 
her  at  last." 

"I  wish  you  could,"  Mary  said.    "But  perhaps 

you  won't  want  to 
when  you  know  that 
I  'm  not  really  a  du- 
plicate at  all.  I  'm  a 
missent  package."  It 
was  very  hard  to  go 
on,  but  she  went  on 
steadily.  "I  came  to 
the  town  and  the 
house  that  I  was  n't 
addressed  to.  You 
had  never  heard  of 
me,  Mrs.  White.  It 
has  all  been  a  mis- 
take, a  lovely  mis- 
take for  me.  She  is 
Emmeline  Ritten- 
sanger." 

It  took  a  long 
time  to  make  every- 
body understand, 
and  even  then  the 
quaint  little  figure 
with  the  gentian- 
blue  eyes  felt  still  a 
little  bewildered  and 
not  at  all  certain 
what  might  happen 
next  in  this  odd 
house. 

Through  it  all 
Aunt  Barby  kept 
fast  hold  of  both 
girls'  hands.  Once 
she  released  her  right  hand  to  pass  her  arm  pro- 
tectingly  around  Emmeline's  shoulders.  "How 
thankful  I  am  that  you  are  safely  here !"  said 
the  low  sweet  voice.  Once  she  kissed  Mary. 
"And  I  have  to  thank  you  for  my  peace  of  mind 
to-day.  I  should  have  been  almost  sick  with  fear." 
Before  every  point  had  been  cleared  up  quite 
to  the  family's  satisfaction,  Nell  and  Grant  had 
to  go  away.  "You  have  been  the  best  wedding 
present  of  all !"  said  Nell,  and  held  Mary  close  in 
a  warm,  furry  embrace.     "I  like  duplicates." 

^^'hen  they  all  came  back  from  the  station,  Jim 
and  Tracv  brought  in  the  Christmas  tree. 
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"We  '11  be  in  no  hurry  to  go  over  to  Crawford 
to-morrow,"  said  Jim,  as  they  set  it  up. 

"Don't  think  about  to-morrow,"  Sally  begged. 
"Let  's  sit  up  as  long  as  we  can,  to  keep  it  off." 
"I    know    a    fellow    in    Crawford,"    said    Bob. 
"You  '11  see  me  over  there." 

"Will  you  come  some  time  and  visit  us,  Mary?" 
"Willi?   Oh, Mrs. White!" 

Mary  dropped  to  a   foot-  ^ 

stool  beside  the  slender, 
black-gowned  figure,  and  a 
hand  drew  the  girl's  head  to 
the  silken  knee.  Molly's  fin- 
gers began  to  stray  over  the 
piano  keys.  The  others  gath- 
ered about  her.  Sally  slipped 
Emmeline's  arm  through 
hers  and  moved  toward 
them. 

"You  don't  know  what  a 
revelation  this  house  has 
been  to  me,"  Mary  was  say- 
ing. "I  was  born  on  ship- 
board. I  have  been  traveling 
ever  since  I  was  born.  I 
have  seen  a  good  many 
things  in  different  parts  of 
the  world.  I  had  begun  to 
think  there  was  n't  much 
that  I  had  not  seen.  But  I 
had  never  seen— a  home  !" 

The  gentle  hand  smoothed 
the  girl's  hair  tenderly. 
"That  is  where  journeys  end 
at  last  — at  home." 

"Mine  has  n't  any  home 
to  end  in." 

"Perhaps  your  father  and 
mother  are  tired  of  travel- 
ing, too." 

"They  can't  stop,"  Mary 
said.  "Father  has  done  it 
too  long.  He  took  a  villa 
just  out  of  Florence  last 
winter.  He  meant  to  live 
there.  No,  he  can't  stop,  lit- 
erally. W'e  live  in  trunks,  ■■ 'that  is 
not  houses." 

"In  a  few  short  hours  you  have  made  a  home 
for  yourself  here,  for  you  have  won  all  our 
hearts.  You  must  always  feel  that  our  home  is 
yours.  And  some  day.  dear,  you  will  have  a 
home  of  your  own." 

Mary  lifted  her  head.  Her  eyes  glowed  with 
the  light  of  new-born  far-away  expectation. 
"Some  dav  I  will !"     Her  tone  was  a  resolution. 


"May  I  come  here  sometimes— did  you  mean  it? 
—and  learn  how  to  make  my  home?" 

"May  you  ?  Why,  we  shall  never  let  you  es- 
cape from  us  now.     You  belong  to  us,  dear.'' 

And  Sally's  mother  kissed  her. 

Mary  dropped  her  head  again  upon  the  silken 
knees. 


jTl^Uii  «',.-kr,  Gfc^e 
WHERE   JOURNEYS    END    AT    LAST— AT    HOME.    " 

At  the  piano  they  were  singing  carols. 

"God  bless  the  master  of  this  house. 
Likewise  the  mistress,  too. 
And  all  the  little  children 
That  round  the  table  strew." 

"I  think,"  said  Mary,  softly,  "that  I  got  off  at 
the  right  station,  after  all." 

END. 


-vie 

'WO  V^^hests 

Being  the  Second  of  the     S-ll 

Wonder-Box  Stories 

hy  Will  Bradley 


Down  by  the  river  bank,  just  outside 
of  the  town  of  Noodleburg,  was  the 
great  windmill  of  Rich  Peter.  How- 
it  came  about  that  he  was  called  Rich 
Peter  is  more  than  I  can  tell,  though 
in  truth  the  matter  seems  not  over-strange,  since 
't  is  certain  he  had  great  store  of  riches.  Some 
folk  say  (and  indeed  it  has  been  so  whispered 
to  me)  that  Rich  Peter  got  his  riches  by  taking 


somewhat  more  of  corn  from  each 
farmer's  bags  than  was  his  due  for 
the  milling.  Yet  of  this  I  cannot  say 
for  certain,  but  only  know  that  he 
was  a  sour,  crusty  old  fellow,  with 
never  a  good  word  for  a  body,  and  nought  save 
envy  for  any  bit  of  luck  that  came  tumbling  to 
his  neighbors. 

Now,  joining  the  land  of  the  miller,  on  a  rough 
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bit  of  stony  ground,  was  the  house  and  farm  of 
Hans,  the  brother  of  Rich  Peter ;  and  because  but 
little  would  grow  upon  this  farm,  Hans  got  the 
name  of  Poor  Hans. 

But  if  Hans  and  his  good  wife  were  poor,  yet 
ihey  always  had  enough  to  eat  and  a  bit  left 
over,  and  of  clothes  enough  to  keep  them  warm 
and  one  suit  apiece  for  Sunday.  So  you  see  there 
was  cause  for  joy  in  their  house,  and  they  never 
let  sorrow  get  a  warm  ne^t  in  the  corner.  In- 
deed, Hans  always  went  about  his  work  with  such 
a  twinkle  in  his  eye  and  such  a  laughing  coun- 
tenance that  most  folk  got  to  calling  him  not 
Poor  Hans,  but  Happy  Hans,  which  was  a  name, 
I  think,  quite  worth  the  having. 

Well,  one  day  when  Hans  had  been  to  market 
with  some  parsnips  and  turnips  and  was  return- 
ing whistling  a  merry  tune  as  he  sat  astride  his 
little  donkey,  between  the  two  empty  panniers, 
it  happened  that  Rich  Peter  was  riding  that  way 
also.  Down  the  road  he  came,  dressed  in  his 
finest  Sunday  clothes  and  astride  his  big  bay 
horse.  Did  he  speak  to  Hans  ?  Oh,  no.  Rich 
Peter  would  not  speak  to  Hans.  He  just  rode 
by  with  his  nose  high  in  the  air  and  never  a  nod 
for  anybody,  and  pretty  soon  was  lost  to  sight  in 
a  bend  in  the  roadway. 

Now  just  beyond  this  bend  was  another  trav- 
eler—a little  old  lady  with  a  basket  of  eggs 
tucked  under  her  arm. 

"How  do  3'ou  do.  Master  Miller?"  said  the  lit- 
tle old  lady. 

But  never  a  word  did  she  get  in  reply.  No,  the 
miller  just  rode  on  with  his  nose  high  in  the 
air,  and  the  only  answer  that  went  to  the  little 
old  lady  was  a  cloud  of  dust  that  was  kicked  up 
about  the  horse's  feet. 

"Kcr-choo !"  said  the  little  old  lady,  "Kcr- 
choo!  Ker-choo!"  for  the  dust  had  made  her 
sneeze  and  had  gotten  into  her  eyes.  So  she 
wiped  her  eyes,  and,  by  then,  along  came  Hans. 

"Oh,  ho  !"  said  Hans. 
Then,  quick  as  a  wink, 
he  was  in  the  roadway, 
and  had  picked  up  the 
dame,  and  had  her 
seated  between  the  pan- 
niers, without  so  much 
as  breakingasingle  egg. 

Doffing  his  cap,  Hans  bowed  in  a  courtly  man- 
ner, and  the  dame  bade  him  good  day  and  laughed 
full  merrily.  After  that.  Hans  took  the  donkey 
by  the  bridle  and  led  it  along  the  highway,  and 
he  and  the  little  old  lady  fell  to  talking  together 
of  this  and  that  and  the  other  — as  of  the  weather, 
and  how  the  crops  looked,  and  such  like  mat- 
ters,—and  in  a  little  while  they  came  to  the  gate 


before  Hans's  house.  So  Hans  helped  her  to 
alight  from  the  donkey,  and  she  thanked  him  for 
his  kindness  and  said  : 

"Maybe,  now,  thou  art  called  Happy  Hans?" 

Hans  laughed  merrily  at  this  and  said,  "Aye, 
good     dame,      so     my 
neighbors  name  me." 

"Thou  hast  but  a 
sorry  farm  to  make  thee 
happy  and  get  thee  such 
a  name,"  said  the  lit- 
tle old  lady.  "Yet, 
perchance,  an  thou 
wouldst  plow  yonder 
hilltop,  thy  crop  would 
be  somewhat  bettered." 
Then  she  took  up  her 
basket  and  went  on  her 
way. 

At  her  words.  Hans 
laughed  so  loud  and 
heartily  that  the  good 
dame,  his  wife,  must 
needs  come  out  to  see  what  it  was  all  about. 

"See!"  said  Hans,  in  answer  to  the  good  wife. 
"Yonder  dame  bids  me  plow  our  stony  hilltop  and 
so  get  bigger  crops.  Didst  ever  hear  a  bigger 
joke  ?"  and  scarcely  could  he  get  these  words  out 
amidst  his  laughter. 

W'ell,  the  good  wife  thought  it  a  jolly  joke 
also,  and  that  the  crop  was  like  to  be  no  more 
than  big  stones.  Then  Hans  unharnessed  the 
donkey,  and  after  that  went  in  and  sat  down  to  a 
good  dish  of  cabbage  broth,  and  no  more  was 
said  of  the  plowing  that  day.  The  next  day 
Hans  must  needs  go  to  the  hilltop  and  look  about 
a  little,  and  so  again  on  the  day  after;  and  in  the 
end  it  came  about  that  one  morning,  when  the 
good  wife  looked  that  way,  there  was  Hans  with 
the  donkey  hooked  to  the  plow  turning  the  first 
furrow. 

"Well,"  said  she,  "I  will  go  out  and  give  him 
a  little  help." 

Up  the  hill,  then,  she  trudged  and  came  to 
Hans  just  as  the  plow's  nose  caught  in  a  great 
flat  stone.  So  they  both  took  hold  of  the  stone 
and  heaved  it  over,  and  there,  nigh  where  the 
stone  was,  what  should  they  see  glittering  in  the 
sun  but  a  fine  golden  casket  and,  beside  it,  one  of 
pewter  ! 

"My,  but  here  are  treasures  worth  the  finding  !" 
said  Hans. 

"Yes,"  said  the  good  wife,  "here  is  a  crop  that 
is  better  than  stones  !" 

"Aye,  or  turnips  either,  for  that  matter,"  said 
Hans. 

Well,  after  thev  had  looked  on  the  caskets  some 
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little  time  in  wonder,  they 
took  up  the  gold  one ;  and 
when  they  saw  how  nicely 
it  was  wrought,  the  good 
wife  spoke  and  said: 

"See,  Hans,  if  we  take 
this  one,  folk  will  ask  how 
we  came  by  it,  and  they 
will  say:  'Happy  Hans  is  turned  thief;  better  he 
had  remained  Poor  Hans.'  Then,  when  it  comes 
to  the  ear  of  the  provost,  mayhap  thou  wilt  be 
hailed  before  the  king  and  cast  into  prison.  What 
say  you.  Husband,  shall  we  not  put  it  again  be- 
neath the  rock  and  take  only  the  pewter  one, 
which  will  look  so  fine  on  the  mantel  above  the 
fire  ?" 

•Yes,  the  good  wife  said  all  this 
to  Hans;  and  as  for  Hans— well, 
he  had  eyes  that  could  see  more 
than  the  shell  to  that  nut  and  that 
a  good  bit  of  truth  lay  in  the  ker- 
nel. 

So  in  the  end  it  was  done  as  the 
good  wife  wished,  and  they  took 
away  with  them  only  the  casket  of 
pewter  and  left  the  one  of  gold 
beneath  the  rock  on  the  hilltop. 

"See,  Husband,"  said  the  good 
wife,  when  they  had  placed  the 
casket  upon  the  mantel,  "does  it 
not  look  fine?" 

"That  it  does !"  said  Hans. 
"What  think  you  it  can  contain?" 

W'ell,  the  good  wife  could  n't  an- 
swer that,  but  they  might  look  and 
see.     So  they  had  it  down  off  the 
mantel  and  found  no  trouble  in  opening  the  lid. 
Inside  was  only  a  bit  of  parchment  on  which  was 
written : 

Hsk,  and  it  shall  be  tbinc  till 
thou  bast  cnougb. 

"Now,  W'ife,  what  think  you  can  be  the  mean- 
ing of  this?"  said  Hans. 

But  though  they  puzzled  long  on  the  matter, 
neither  one  could  find  an  answer. 

"Humph!"  said  Hans,  at  last.  "Wife,  I  am 
getting  hungry.    I  wish  we  might  have  dinner." 

Crash!  Bang!  Boom.'  There  was  a  flash  of 
red  light  in  the  box,  and  out  hopped  two  funny 
little  men,  who  straightway  went  about  laying 
the  table  with  all  sorts  of  good  things  to  eat.  So 
quickly  did  they  do  this,  that  Hans  and  his  good 
wife  had  scarcely  recovered  their  senses  when 
they  saw  more  food  before  them  than  Neighbor 
Hincklefitz  had  on  the  day  of  the  mayor's  visit, 
and  that  was  a  good  lot,  I  can  tell  you  ! 


"Hold  !"  said  the  good  wife,  who  was  a  care- 
ful, thrifty  body  and  did  not  like  waste.  "Surely 
there  is  enough  here  for  this  day  and  to-mor- 
row !" 

At  the  word  "Enough"  the  little  men  vanished 
back  into  the  casket  and  closed  the  lid. 

Well,  that  was  a  fine  meal  for  Hans  to  sit  down 
to,  you  may  be  sure,  and  such  cooking  as  even 
the  good  wife  said  she  had  never  tasted  before  ! 
\\'hen  they  had  eaten  their  fill  and  had  put  away, 
on  a  shelf  in  the  cupboard,  what  remained.  Hans 
lent  a  hand  in  clearing  away  the  dishes. 

'"\\'ife,"  said  he,  "that  was  a  fine  dinner  we 
have  just  eaten.  I  wish  the  donkey  out  in  the 
barn  might  have  as  good." 

Crash!  Boom!  Bang! 
Up  flew  the  lid  of  the  casket, 
then  there  was  the  red  light,  and 
quick  as  a  wink  the  two  little  men 
were  out  in  the  barn  feeding  oats 
to  the  donkey. 

Hans  and  the  good  wife  were 
not  frightened  this  time,  for  they 
had  seen  the  casket  act  that  way 
before,  only  they  did  not  know  it 
was  in  answer  to  Hans's  wish. 

In  a  little  while  the  dishes  were 
all  wiped  and  put  away.  Then 
Hans  and  the  good  wife  got  them 
ready  to  go  to  town,  and  started 
for  the  barn  to  harness  the  donkey. 
My,  what  a  sight  there  was  to 
meet  their  gaze  !  There  was  the 
barn  bursting  full  and  running  over 
with  oats,  and  the  two  little  men 
shoveling  in  more  as  fast  as  ever 
a  body  could  shovel  ! 

"Hold  !"  said  Hans,  for  he  feared  the  donkey 
would  be  smothered.  "There  are  enough  oats 
here  for  a  year  and  a  day  !" 

At  that  word  "Enough,"  the  two  little  men 
vanished,  and  the  click  of  the  lid  told  that  they 
were  again  back  in  the  casket. 

As  you  will  guess,  when  Hans  and  the  good 
wife  put  their  heads  together,  they  found  it  not 
hard  to  discover  the  secret  of  the  casket.  Then 
matters  went  pretty  smoothly  in  that  house,  you 
may  be  sure.  There  was  always  enough  and  to 
spare  on  the  pantry  shelf,  and  a  bolt  or  two  of 
good  linen  in  the  closet. 

Said  the  neighbors:  "Happy 
Hans  has  a  thrifty  wife;  see 
how  they  prosper,  and  on  such 
a  poor  bit  of  land,  too."  But 
of  course  the  neighbors  knew 
nothing  of  the  little  pewter  cas- 
ket on  the  mantel  above  the  fire. 
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Meanwhile,  how  were  matters  going  with  Rich 
Peter?  Well,  it  did  n't  take  half  a  look  for  Rich 
Peter  to  see  that  matters  were  better  than  well 


"What    shall    we    wish    for    first?"    said    the 
provost. 

"Oh,  thus  and  so,"  said  Rich  Peter. 


UT    HERE   ARE    TKE.-\bUKES    WORTH    THE    FINDING!      SAID   HANS. 


with  Happy  Hans.  "Humph !"  said  he,  as  he 
rubbed  his  nose,  "we  shall  see !"  So  one  day, 
rap,  tap,  tap, —there  was  Rich  Peter  at  the  door 
of  Happy  Hans. 

''Good  day  to  you.  Brother,"  said  Rich  Peter. 

"Good  day  to  you.  Brother,"  said  Happy  Hans. 

Then  a  plate  was  laid  at  the  table  for  Rich 
Peter,  and  he  tucked  beneath  his  napkin  as  fine  a 
meal  as  ever  might  be  had  at  the  mayor's  house. 

"Ahem  !"  began  Rich  Peter,  when  the  meal  was 
finished.  But  that  was  only  the  beginning,  and 
the  end  was  just  this :  that  from 
Hans  and  his  good  wife  he  got 
the  whole  story  of  the  pewter 
casket. 

Then  Rich  Peter  rode  off  to 
town,  and  rap,  tap,  /a/'  — this 
time  it  was  at  the  door  of  the 
provost's  house. 

When  Rich  Peter  and  the 
provost  got  their  heads  together,  only  this  could 
come  of  it,  that  Happy  Hans  must  give  up  the 
pewter  casket.  Yes,  that  was  what  the  provost 
said  when  he  came  to  Hans's  house  the  next  day. 
Of  course  when  the  provost  said  this,  Hans  knew 
there  were  no  two  ways  out  of  it. 

So  the  casket  was  taken  to  the  house  of  the 
rich  miller,  and  there  it  was  to  be  share  and 
share  alike  with  Rich  Peter  and  the  provost. 


It 


"No,  that  would  n't  do,"  said  the  provost; 
must  be  so  and  so." 

In  this  way  they  got  to  quarreling,  the  miller 
wanting  one  thing  and  the  provost  another,  and 
in  the  end  there  was  no  wish  made  that  day,  or 
the  next,  or  the  day  after. 

While  matters  were  going  this  way  at  the  home 
of  Rich  Peter,  the  larder  was  ever  getting  lower 
at  the  home  of  Happy  Hans. 

"W'ife,"  said  Hans  one  day,  "let  us  go  take  a 
look  at  the  gold  casket.    For  see,  the  provost  has 
taken  away  the  pewter  one,  and 
he   can   do  no   more    with   the 
other." 

After  that  it  was  n't  long  be- 
fore the  gold  casket  was  on  the 
mantel  where  had  been  the  one 
of  pewter,  and  no  great  time 
passed  before  Hans  and  the 
good  wife  had  the  lid  open  and 
found  another  parchment,  on  which  was  written: 

Hsk,  and  thou  sbalt  have  till 
thou  art  content. 

About  this  time  Rich  Peter  had  begun  to  won- 
der how  matters  were  going  with  Happy  Hans. 
And  he  thought :  "Now  he  is  like  to  be  feeling 
pretty  poor  without  the  casket.  I  will  go  and 
see."      And    so    rap.    lap.    tap  — there    was    Ricli 
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Peter  at  the  door  of  Happy  Hans's  house,  just  as 

Hans  and  his  good  wife  were  reading  the  scroll. 

Quick  as  a  wink  Hans  had  the  parchment  in 

his  pocket  and 
the  casket  back 
on  the  mantel. 
Then  it  was 
"Good  dayto  you, 
Brother  Hans," 
and  "Good  day  to 
you,  Brother  Peter" ;  and  there  was  Rich  Peter 
in  the  room  with  his  eyes  on  the  casket. 

Now  this  time,  Rich  Peter  w'as  n't  going  to 
bother  with  the  provost— no!  It  might  be  share 
and  share  alike  with  a  pezvtcr  casket,  but  a  gold 
casket  he  was  going  to  get  all  for  himself.  How 
much  did  Hans  want  for  it?  That  was  the  ques- 
tion he  asked  now.  "Well,  of  course  Hans  did  n't 
want  to  sell,  but  then  might  not  the  provost  take 
this  one  away,  also?  Yes,  that  was  what  the 
provost  was  like  to  do.  So,  in  the  end.  Rich 
Peter  went  off  with  the  casket,  and  Hans  had  a 
hundred  good  gold  dollars  jingling  in  his  pocket, 
and,  as  my  neighbor  across  the  way  says,  many  a 
man  has  had  less. 

Now,  when  Rich  Peter  came  to  the  mill,  there 
was  the  provost  waiting  in  the  doorway. 

"See,  Peter,"  said  the  provost,  "since  we  can- 
not decide  which  of  our  wishes  will  be  best,  let  us 
wish  that  each  get  what  he  most  should  have." 

Yes,  Peter  saw  no  reason  why  they  should  n't 
make  that  wish.  But  by  this  time  the  provost 
had  spied  the  gold  casket. 

"Humph !  what  have  you  there  ?"  said  the 
provost. 

"Oh,  this  is  just  another  casket  I  have  bought 
from  Hans,"  said  the  miller. 

Well,  that  was  all  right,  but  since  they  had 
now  decided  upon  a  wish,  why  not  ask  it  of  the 
gold  casket— that  was  what  the  provost  sug- 
gested. 

"There   can   be   no   harm   in   giving  him   one 
wish,"   thought   Peter,     So  they  put  the  casket 
before  them  and  made  ready 
to  wish. 

"Give  us  that  which  each 
most  should  have  !"  said  they 
both  at  once. 

Crash!      Boom!       Bang! 

And  now  the  light  from  the 

gold  casket  was  green,  and 

out  came  two  little  men,  and 

in   the  hand   of  each   was   a 

big    club !      Then    how    they 

did  pommel  the  miller  and  the  provost  until  there 

was   such    screeching,    yelling,    and    dancing    as 

never  was  heard  before  in  Noodleburg. 


"Enough,  enough  !"  cried  the  provost. 
"Enough,  enough!"  cried  Rich  Peter. 
No  good  came  of  all  their  crying  though,  for 
now  they  should  have  said  "Content"  as  't  was 
written  on  the  parchment. 

Well,  at  all  this  racket,  out  came  the  miller's 
wife,  and  now  nothing  would  do  but  she  must 
hurry  off  and  get  Hans,  else  Rich  Peter  and  the 
provost  were  like  to  get  such  a  drubbing  as 
would  make  their  bones  ache  for  many  a  month 
and  a  day  over. 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  Hans,  when  he  reached  the 
mill,  "I  will  stop  the  little  men.  But  we  must 
make  a  bit  of  a  bargain  first." 

That  was  all  right,  said  the  miller  and  the 
provost,  only  he  was  to  be  quick  about  it.  Well, 
just  so  and  so.  that  was  all  Hans  wanted. 

Now  the  miller  and  the  provost  made  pretty 
wry  faces  over  this  bargain,  only  you  could  n't 
tell  this  from  the  wry  faces  they  made  over  their 
drubbing ;  and  since  there 
were  no  two  words  to  be  said 
on  the  subject,  it  was  just 
"Yes."  And  then  Hans  said 
"Content,"  and  back  into  the 
casket  went  the  two  little  men. 
After  that  the  miller  and 
the  provost  were  taken  into 
the  house  and  put  to  bed,  and 
't  was  many  a  long  day  ere 
they  went  about  without  a 
limp. 

As  for  Hans,  he  just  put  the 
two  caskets  into  a  basket,  and,  with  a  hundred 
gold  dollars  from  the  provost  a-jingling  in  his 
pocket,  started  off  home. 

For  that  was  the  bargain  he  had  made. 
Hans  had  n't  gone  far  along  the  road  when  he 
saw  right  before  him  that  same  little  old  woman 
with  her  basket  of  eggs. 

"Good  day  to  you,  Dame !"  said  Hans. 
"Good  day  to  you,  Happy  Hans,"  said  the 
dame.  Then  Hans  took  her  basket,  and  with 
that  under  one  arm  and  the  basket  of  caskets  un- 
der the  other,  they  w-ent  along  merrily  together 
until  they  came  to  the  gate  before  the  house  of 
Hans. 

"Thank  you  !''  said  the  old  lady. 
"Good  day  to  you,"  said  Hans.  Then  he  gave 
her  the  basket  and  went  to 
look  for  the  good  wife. 
When  he  had  found  her, 
then  of  course  they  must 
peep  into  the  basket  at  the 
caskets. 

Oh  me,   oh  my.   what   a 
sight    that     was    tliat     met 
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their  gaze  !  No  caskets  were  in  the  basket,  no, 
not  a  sign  of  any  !— only  just  a  few  dozen  nice 
fresh  eggs.  Yes,  just  as  sure  as  my  old  black 
cat  has  six  white  kittens,  Hans  had  given  the  old 
dame  the  wrong  basket ! 

What  she  ever  did  with  those  caskets  is  more 


than  I  can  tell,  but  I  just  wish  I  could  get  a  peep 
at  them  some  day— I  know  what  /  would  wish. 

"What  of  Hans?"  you  ask.  Well,  a  body  who 
has  two  hundred  round  gold  dollars  on  the  shelf 
can  well  be  called  Happy  Hans.  Don't  you 
think  so? 


Froiii  photograph  by  Ad.  Braun  &  Co. 
PORTR.^IT  OF  A   CHILD.      BY  JEAN-BAPTIST   GREUZE. 
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Chapter  I 

HARNESSING    THUNDER     RIVER 

As  the  harrow  reached  the  corner  of  the  wheat- 
field  at  the  very  brink  of  Eagle  Bluff,  Jack  drew 
rein  and  paused  to  gaze  down  the  canyon.  The 
view  was  glorious ;  but  he  was  not  taking  in  the 
scenery  just  then.    It  was  no  new  sight  to  him. 

Five  hundred  feet  below  him.  Thunder  River 
woutid  its  way  through  the  gorge.  More  than 
half-way  across  the  river  stretched  the  massive 
foundations  of  a  concrete  dam,  while  about  them 
the  waters  fretted  and  fussed,  plainly  displaying 
their  irritation  at  this  invasion  of  their  domain. 
Above  and  below  the  concrete  work  were  two 
temporary  dams  which  had  been  designed  to 
divert  the  river  and  compel  it  to  flow  around  the 
site  of  the  foundation  work,  through  an  enor- 
mously large  wooden  flume.  But  the  last  spring 
flood  had  torn  a  big  section  out  of  each  of  these 
diversion  dams,  and  through  them  the  water  now 
flowed  almost  without  obstruction.  Since  that 
flood  Jack  had  been  unable  to  detect  any  progress 
in  the  building  of  the  dam.  Apparently  the  work 
had  stopped.  But  now  for  the  first  time  in  many 
weeks  he  noticed  considerable  human  activity 
down  there. 

"Looks  as  if  they  meant  to  start  work  again" 
(Jack  had  a  way  of  thinking  aloud),  "but, 
jiminy!  they  can't  get  ahead  of  old  Thunder 
River.  She  's  not  going  to  let  any  one  bottle  her 
up.     No  siree  !" 

The  young  farmer  picked  up  the  reins  and  was 
about  to  chirrup  to  his  horses  when  he  noticed  a 
boy  of  about  his  own  age  picking  his  way  along 
the  trail  that  zigzagged  up  the  face  of  the  bluff. 
Jack  waited  for  the  stranger  to  come  up. 

"Quite  a  stiff  climb,  is  n't  it?"  he  volunteered. 
"Snake  Trail  is  pretty  steep." 

"It  certainly  is,"  agreed  the  new-comer,  drop- 
ping down  on  a  rock  and  mopping  his  forehead 
with  a  handkerchief.  "But,  I  say  !  it  "s  worth  it. 
What  a  wonderful  view!" 

"Do  you  come  from  the  camp  down  there  ?'' 
ventured  Jack. 

"Yes,  my  name  is  Carpenter— Perry  Carpenter. 
I  don't  know  much  about  engineering,  but  my 
father  sent  me  out  here  for  my  health.  And 
your  name?" 

"Oh,  I  'm  Jack  Winans." 

"By   George!"    exclaimed    Perry,    "that    river 


looks  as  calm  as  a  mill-pond.  It  seems  as  if  you 
could  almost  jump  across  the  gap  in  the  dam." 

"But  it  's  a  mighty  hard  matter  to  close  that 
gap,"  declared  Jack.  "T  don't  believe  Thunder 
River  ever  can  be  dammed.  ' 

"Why  not  ?"  demanded  Perry. 

"Have  n't  they  been  trying  to  do  it  for  years? 
They  thought  they  had  her  broken  into  the 
harness  once :  and  they  had,  too,  for  a  while. 
They  built  a  big  steel  dam — " 

"A  steel  dam !"  interrupted  Perry.  "Why.  I 
never  heard  of  building  a  dam  of  steel !" 

"Yes;  it  was  steel.  Did  n't  you  folks  have  to 
haul  out  a  pile  of  steel  junk?'' 

"Maybe  the  other  contractors  did,"  said  Perry. 
"We  've  only  just  arrived.    Came  last  night." 

"What,  a  new  contractor?"  exclaimed  Jack. 
"And  the  others  have  given  up,  have  they?" 

"Well,  no;  not  exactly.  They  have  just  called 
us  in  to  help  them  with  the  foundations  at  the 
west  end  of  the  dam." 

"Well,  you   '11  never  succeed,"  declared  Jack. 

"Won't  we  ?''  answered  Perry.    "Wait  and  see  !" 

"Yes ;  that  's  it.  Just  wait,"  returned  Jack. 
"You  may  get  the  foundations  down  and  they 
may  stay  for  a  while;  but  just  wait,  and  some 
day  the  water  will  creep  under  and  wash  it  out. 
That  's  the  way  it  was  with  the  first  dam.  It  was 
a  wonderful  piece  of  work.  I  walked  through  it 
the  day  it  was  finished." 

"Through  it !" 

"Yes.  It  was  a  hollow  dam,  you  know.  Just 
big  triangles  of  steel  set  up  on  edge,  'bents'  they 
called  them,  with  sheets  of  steel  stretched  be- 
tween them.  Then  at  the  up-stream  side  of  the 
dam,  to  keep  the  water  from  getting  under,  they 
drove  long,  narrow  plates  of  steel  endwise  into 
the  ground,  and  each  plate  had  a  bead  on  one 
edge  to  fit  into  a  groove  in  the  edge  of  the  next 
plate." 

"Yes,"  nodded  Perry.  "I  know  — interlocking 
steel  sheet-piles." 

"Well,  they  drove  those  sheet-piles  all  along 
the  up-stream  edge  of  the  dam  down  to  rock, 
and  I  thought  the  river  was  mastered.  Then  one 
day.  about  a  year  later,  I  looked  down  off  this 
l)luff  and  old  Thunder  River  had  broken  loose. 
She  was  racing  through  a  break  in  that  dam  and 
just  crumpling  up  that  steel  and  pushing  it  aside 
like  paper.  They  say  the  water  got  under  the 
sheet-piling." 
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"Of  course,"  said  Perry,  "how  could  they 
make  a  tight  joint  with  the  rock?  And  besides, 
how  did  they  know  they  had  reached  soHd  rock? 
They  might  have  struck  boulders.  What  they 
should  have  done  was  to  dig  right  down  to  the 
rock,  uncover  it,  and  build  a  concrete  wall  right 
on  it.     Then  the  water  could  never  get  under." 

"Yes,  that  's  all  right,"  returned  Jack ;  "but  it 
is  easier  said  than  done.  Here  these  contractors 
have  been  trving  to  do  it   for  two  vears.     Look 


"Air !"  exclaimed  Jack. 

"Yes  ;  with  pneumatic  caissons."  > 

"But  how  are  you  going  to  keep  the  creek 
from  sweeping  away  your  caissons  while  you 
are  putting  them  down  ?"  asked  Jack. 

"Just  you  leave  that  to  Mr.  Barto;  he  is  a  won- 
derful engineer." 

"Well,  I  hope  he  does  succeed.  I  'm  tired  of 
this  everlasting  harrowing." 

"What  has  that  to  do  with  it?"  queried  Perry. 
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at  that  big  flume  there;  a  quarter  of  a  mile  long; 
the  biggest  flume  I  ever  saw;  fifty  feet  wide  and 
fifteen  feet  deep !  It  took  them  a  long  time  to 
build  that  flume,  and  then  they  built  those  two 
dams,  you  see,  that  have  been  broken  through, 
and  expected  the  whole  river  to  flow  around  their 
works  while  they  pumped  out  the  water  between 
the  dams  and  laid  their  foundation  on  dry  rock. 
Well,  that  looked  good,  too,  except  that  they 
could  n't  pump  the  works  out  dry ;  and  then  the 
flume  kept  breaking,  and  last  April,  when  the 
floods  came,  they  swept  right  through  those 
dams." 

"But  we  have  a  very  different  scheme,"  ex- 
plained Perry.  "We  are  going  to  uncover  that 
rock  with  the  help  of  air." 


"Why.  when  the  dam  is  done  and  the  power- 
plant  is  finished,"  explained  Jack,  "they  are  going 
to  use  part  of  the  electricity  to  pump  water  out 
of  the  river  and  irrigate  all  these  lands  around 
here.  Then  we  '11  have  no  more  bother  with  dry 
farming.  But  say,  I  must  go  on  with  my  harrow- 
ing or  old  Billups  will  be  after  me." 

"Who  is  that?     Some  relative?" 

"Oh,  no,  I  have  n't  any  folks  of  my  own. 
They  farmed  me  out  to  this  man  Billups  from 
the  State  Orphan-asylum  for  my  board  and  keep. 
And  he  is  n't  losing  a  cent  by  the  deal,  I  can  tell 
you.  By  George,  there  he  is  now !"  cried  Jack, 
jerking  the  reins  and  chirruping  to  his  horses. 

'  These  already  have  been  described  in  St.  Nicholas 
in  the  series  entitled  "With  Men  Who  Do  Things." 
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"Come  down  and  see  me  some  time,  Jack!" 
Perry  cried  after  him.  "I  '11  take  you  down  into 
a  caisson  and  show  you  what  it  is  like." 

Many  weeks  passed  before  Jack  availed  him- 
self of  this  invitation  —  Farmer  Billups  held  his 
nose  too  close  to  the  grindstone  to  let  him  get 
away  even  for  an  hour,  and  one  could  scarcely 
make  the  trip  down  the  steep  trail  to  the  site  of 
the  dam  and  back  again  in  much  less  time  than 
that;  but  he  often  stole  a  chance  to  peer  down 
from  Eagle  Bluff  upon  the  busy  w'orkmen  below. 
He  watched  them  build  a  jetty  from  the  up- 
stream diversion  dam  to  the  finished  part  of  the 
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foundations  of  the  main  dam,  so  as  to  keep  the 
water  from  flowing  against  their  work.  They 
seemed  to  be  driving  two  rows  of  piles  and  then 
dumping  rock  between  them.  H€  saw  them  tow 
a  great  bo.x,  which  he  took  to  be  a  caisson,  and 
sink  it  across  the  gap  in  the  foundations.  It  was 
all  very  interesting. 

Then  one  day  came  his  chance.  Farmer  Billups 
went  to  town,  and  Aunt  Judy,  his  wife,  who  had 
a  tender  place  in  her  heart  for  the  orphan,  let 
Jack  take  the  morning  off  to  pay  a  visit  to  the 
dam. 

There  were  twelve  hundred  men  in  that  camp, 
but  out  of  all  that  host  one  of  the  first  to  espy 
him  was  his  friend  Perry. 

"Oh,  hello,  Jack!"  he  cried.  "Say,  you  are 
just  in  time.     They  are  going  to  launch  caisson 


number    four   this    morning.      Come    along,    and 
we  '11  see  her  take  the  water." 

They  hurried  down  to  the  shore  of  the  creek, 
where  a  huge  box  of  massive  timbers  rested  upon 
an  inclined  launching-way.  The  two  boys 
climbed  in  under  the  timbers  on  which  the  cais- 
son was  supported  and  stood  up  in  the  working 
chamber.  Perry  showed  Jack  the  tapered  cutting 
edges  of  the  chamber,  also  the  hole  in  the  ceiling 
—or  "deck,"  as  he  called  it— of  the  working 
chamber,  in  which  the  shafting  was  going  to  be 
fitted. 

"Hey,  you  young  rascals,  get  out  of  there !'' 
shouted  the  foreman  of  the  job.  "Do  you  want 
to  be  sliced  in  two?  Can't  you  see  we  're  going 
to  launch  her?" 

The  boys  scrambled  out  in  haste.  Some  of  the 
men  were  lowering  the  ways  by  means  of  jacks. 
Soon  the  caisson  trembled  a  bit  as  if  dreading 
the  plunge,  then  it  began  to  move 
slowly  down  the  ways,  gathering  speed 
as  it  went,  until  with  a  mighty  lunge 
it  splashed  into  the  water  and  floated 
out  upon  the  river  with  all  the  dig- 
nity of  a  stately  ship.  But  a  stout 
hawser  brought  it  up  with  a  jerk  and 
ended  its  short  cruise. 

That  was  a  wonderful  morning  for 
Jack.  Perry  took  him  all  over  the 
work  and  explained  everything  to  the  best  of  his 
knowledge.  Jack  was  even  introduced  to  the 
chief  engineer,  and  felt  very  much  flattered,  al- 
though Mr.  Barto  had  no  time  to  talk  to  him. 
The  drawings.  Figures  i  and  2.  show  how  the 
work  was  to  be  done.  The  main  contractors  had 
already  built  the  foundations  across  more  than 
half  of  the  stream  and  were  now  building  the 
upper  part  of  the  dam.  They  had  even  extended 
a  slice  of  the  foundation  on  the  up-stream  side 
nearly  all  the  way  across.  There  was  a  gap  of 
only  thirty  feet  between  the  end  of  this  slice  and 
the  west  bank  of  the  river.  This  gap  had  now 
been  stopped  by  a  caisson  which  was  gradually 
burrowing  down  to  solid  rock.  The  plan  was  to 
sink  six  other  caissons  on  the  down-stream  side 
of  the  work,  as  shown  in  Figure  i. 

"What  I  can't  make  out,"  declared  Jack,  "is 
how  you  are  going  to  connect  one  caisson  to 
another  so  that  the  water  can't  get  through." 

"That  's  simple."  explained  Perry ;  "big  twelve 
by  twelve  timbers  will  be  fastened  at  the  corners 
of  each  caisson.  When  the  caissons  are  down 
all  the  way,  a  man  will  put  planks  across  from 
one  caisson  to  the  other,  nailing  them  to  those 
corner  timbers.  That  will  make  a  little  square 
shaft  between  the  caissons.  The  top  of  the 
shaft  will  be  sealed,  with  an  air-lock  in  it  so  that 
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the  man  can  get  inside,  and  then  air  pressure 
\\  .''I  be  put  on  to  keep  the  water  down  while  he 
digs  out  between  the  caissons  and  keeps  nailing 
on  planks  as  he  goes  down.  When  he  gets  to  the 
bottom,  he  will  fill  up  the  shaft  with  concrete  and 
seal  the  caissons  together." 

"But  then  you  're  going  to  leave  a  lot  of  timber 
down  there  between  the  concrete.  Won't  it  rot 
out  and  break  up  your  wall  ?" 

"Do  you  know,"  said  Perry,  "that  's  the  very 
question  I  asked  Mr.  Barto.  He  says  that  wood 
does  not  rot  under  water  and 
the  timbers  will  be  just  as 
sound  a  hundred  years  from 
now  as  they  are  to-day.  Come 
on  over  and  let  's  take  a  look 
at  caisson  number  one." 

"Are     we     going     inside  ?" 
questioned  Jack,  eagerly. 

"Sorry,  Jack,  but  it  can't  be 
done  !"  answered  Perry.  "Two 
of  our  men  died  of  the  caisscm 
disease  the  other  day.  Thi  \ 
were  not  regular  sand-ho;;-, 
as  the  caisson  workers  arc 
called,  but  men  we  picked  up 
around  here.  They  looked 
perfectly  strong,  and  we  could 
n't  see  what  was  the  matter. 
But  Dr.  Crosby,  who  came  up 
from  town,  says  that  you  peo- 
ple who  live  out  here  in  this  high  and  dry  cli- 
mate have  hardening  of  the  arteries  or  something, 
and  when  the  air  pressure  forces  the  blood  in 
from  the  surface,  it  puts  the  arteries  under  a 
bigger  strain  than  they  can  stand.  Anyv^fay  he 
said  we  must  n't  let  any  more  people  from  these 
mountains  go  into  a  caisson.  So  we  had  to  tele- 
graph east  for  more  sand-hogs." 

Jack  was  bitterly  disappointed.  He  felt  sure 
that  he  could  stand  the  air  pressure ;  but  rules 
are  rules,  and  he  had  to  content  himself  with  an 
exterior  view.  However,  he  asked  so  many 
questions  that  before  he  left,  he  knew  almost  as 
much  about  an  air-lock  and  a  caisson  as  if  he  had 
actually  been  inside. 

The  morning  was  so  full  of  interest  that  Jack 
could  scarcely  believe  it  was  noon  when  the 
whistle  blew  and  reminded  him  it  was  time  to  go 
home.  It  was  long  before  he  had  another  chance 
to  look  at  the  work,  although  he  saw  Perry  rather 
frequently.  Perry  often  climbed  up  Snake  Trail 
to  the  top  of  Eagle  Bluff  to  gaze  through  his 
field-glasses  at  the  wonderful  panorama,  and, 
when  he  chanced  to  meet  him,  have  a  chat  with 
Jack  and  tell  him  all  the  latest  developments. 

Work  at  Thunder  Creek  dam  had  progressed 


rapidly.  The  entire  site  of  the  foundations  had 
been  surrounded.  The  greatest  difficulty  had 
been  to  make  a  joint  between  the  foundation  al- 
ready completed  and  caisson  No.  2.  By  referring 
to  Figure  2,  which  is  a  cross-section  of  the  dam, 
it  will  be  seen  that  the  down-stream  face  of  the 
dam  was  formed  with  what  is  known  as  an  ogee 
curve  and  then  slanted  forward  at  a  sharp  angle 
which  made  the  toe  extend  well  in  advance  of 
the  crest  of  the  dam.  Piles,  made  of  squared 
timber,   were  driven   in  two   rows  through   the 
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material  that  had  drifted  over  the  toe.  Strips  of 
wood  were  nailed  to  the  piles  to  form  tongues 
and  grooves  which  would  lock  one  pile  to  the 
other.  The  piles  were  cut  at  the  bottom  to  fit 
the  contour  of  the  dam.  The  material  between 
the  rows  was  dredged  out,  and  divers  closed 
up  any  gaps  between  the  dam  and  the  bottom  of 
the  piles. 

But  now  all  work  had  stopped,  for  it  was 
Christmas  Day;  and  when  Jack  came  slipping 
and  sliding  down  Snake  Trail  to  make  his  first 
visit  in  weeks,  he  found  the  camp  deserted. 
Nearly  every  one,  including  Perry,  had  gone  to 
town.  The  chief  engineer,  Mr.  Barto.  however, 
was  on  hand  inspecting  the  work.  Jack  hung 
around,  longing  to  have  a  talk  with  him.  but 
rather  shy  about  addressing  him. 

Mr.  Barto  was  a  man  who  never  forgot  a  face. 
"Hello,  Jack!"  he  cried,  as  he  noticed  the  boy 
hanging  around.  "What  do  you  think  of  it  ?  We 
are  getting  along  pretty  well,  are  n't  we?  We 
ought  to  be  pumping  out  the  coffer-dam  pretty 
soon.  All  our  caissons  are  down,  and  most  of 
the  joints  between  them  are  finished.  To-mor- 
row, we  '11  start  filling  with  concrete  the  space 
between  the  two  walls  of  piling." 
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"But  it  's  full  of  water,  is  n't  it?"  asked  Jack. 
"You  '11  have  to  pump  that  out,  won't  you  ?" 

"No,  we  '11  deposit  the  concrete  right  through 
the  water.  The  only  drawback  to  concrete's  set- 
ting under  water  is  that  the  cement  may  be 
washed  away ;  but  there  is  no  current  there,  and 
no  reason  why  it  should  n't  set  perfectly,  if  we 
lower  it  carefully  to  the  bottom  and  deposit  it 
with  self-dumping  buckets." 

"Do  you  know,"  ventured  Jack,  "I  've  been 
trying  to  figure  out  what  you  're  going  to  do 
with  your  concrete  wall  after  the  dam  is  finished. 
Are  you  going  to  take  it  up?" 

"Why  should  we  ?"  answered  Mr.  Barto.  "We 
have  carried  the  concrete  up  only  as  far  as  the 
natural  bed  of  the  river.  Above  that  we  depend 
upon  the  timber  caissons  to  keep  out  the  water. 
After  our  work  is  done,  we  '11  take  away  the  tim- 
ber that  projects  above  the  river  bed,  and  the  pit 
between  the  dam  and  that  wall  will  soon  fill  up 
with  sand  and  bury  all  trace  of  the  coffer-dam. 

"I  '11  have  to  go  info  number  seven  now.  We 
've  had  some  trouble  there.  The  rock  is  very 
poor,  and  we  have  had  to  excavate  a  deep  hole 
below  the  caisson  to  get  down  to  firm  material." 

As  the  two  walked  over  to  the  lock,  they  came 
upon  a  man  sunning  himself  in  a  nook  where  the 
icy  winds  could  not  reach  him. 

"Merry  Christmas.  Jimmy  Doyle!"  cried  Mr. 
Barto,  clapping  the  fellow  on  the  shoulder.  "Fine 
day,  is  n't  it  ?" 

"Merry  Chrishmash,"  came  the  thick  reply, 
"day  'zh  all  righ',  so  'sh  thish,"  taking  a  whiskey- 
flask  out  of  his  hip-pocket. 

Mr.  Barto  seized  the  bottle  and  tossed  it  into 
the  river.  "Jim,"  he  said,  "you  know  that  no 
liquor  is  allowed  in  camp  !" 

"But  thish  izh  Chrishmash.  Can't  we  have  a 
merry  Chrishmash?" 

"Christmas  or  no  Christmas,"  returned  Mr. 
Barto,  sternly,  "nothing  but  water  in  this  camp. 
Do  you  hear?  Get  back  to  your  shack  now. 
You  're  in  no  condition  to  stay  out  in  the  cold." 

Mr.  Barto  strode  on  to  the  caisson, climbed  down 
into  the  air-lock  and  disappeared  from  view. 

Because  of  the  big  pit  that  had  been  dug  under 
the  caisson,  Mr.  Barto  had  to  take  to  a  rope-lad- 
der after  reaching  the  bottom  of  the  shafting. 
Very  carefully  he  went  over  the  surface  of  the 
rock,  tapping  it  frequently  to  see  if  it  was  solid. 

"It  's  just  a  pocket,"  he  muttered  to  himself; 
"I  guess  we  can  start  concreting  to-morrow." 

As  Mr.  Barto  was  climbing  out  of  one  of  the 
holes  in  the  rock  to  reach  the  rope-ladder,  he 
stepped  on  a  rolling  stone  and  fell  heavily.  His 
foot  doubled  up  under  him.  Something  snapped, 
and  he  felt  a  sharp  stab  in  his  ankle.     Was  the 


bone  broken  ?  At  best  it  was  a  very  severe 
sprain.  The  pain  was  excruciating.  '  He  was  in 
a  pretty  fix,  indeed.  How  could  he  ever  climb 
up  to  the  air-lock,  particularly  up  the  rope-lad- 
der? For  fully  five  minutes  he  lay  there,  won- 
dering what  he  should  do ;  then,  with  the  utmost 
difficulty,  he  dragged  himself  up  to  within  reach 
of  the  signal-rope  and  pulled  it.  Maybe  some 
one  would  hear  the  signal.  Maybe  Doyle  was 
sober  enough  to  come  to  his  assistance.  Again 
he  signaled,  but  there  was  no  response.  Then 
he  heard  the  hiss  of  air. 

"They  're  coming  to  help  me,"  he  muttered. 
"Some  one  is  coming  through  the  air-lock." 

But  the  sound  of  rushing  air  kept  right  on  and 
no  help  appeared.  Presently  a  tiny  stream  of 
water  trickled  out  under  the  cutting  edge  of  the 
caisson  and  splashed  down  upon  him.  From  the 
opposite  side  another  little  stream  came  running 
in.  Mr.  Barto  gazed  dully  at  the  water  for  a 
minute,  then  he  gave  an  exclamation  of  horror. 

"There  's  a  leak  in  the  air-line  somewhere  !" 

When  Mr.  Barto  disappeared  into  the  air-lock. 
Jack  hung  around  uncertainly  for  a  time.  He 
did  n't  like  the  look  of  Jim  Doyle  when  the  chief 
engineer  had  taken  away  his  liquor. 

"I  believe  he  means  mischief,"  Jack  muttered 
to  himself.  But  Jim  Doyle  only  stared  at  the 
hissing  air-lock  and  clenched  his  fists,  and  used 
language  that  Mr.  Barto  would  not  have  toler- 
ated for  a  moment  had  he  been  within  hearing. 
Then  the  man  shambled  off  toward  the  big  flume. 

Some  time  later,  as  Jack  was  climbing  up  to 
the  finished  part  of  the  dam,  he  heard  a  whistle. 
Jack  looked  up.  "I  wonder  where  that  came 
from,"  he  said;  "it  was  just  like  a  caisson  signal." 
Again  the  whistle  sounded.  Presently  there  was 
a  loud  hissing  noise,  and  then,  from  the  far  side 
of  air-lock  No.  7,  Jim  Doyle  staggered  into  view. 
.\t  once  Jack  scented  trouble,  and  he  ran  to  the 
caisson  as  fast  as  he  could,  scrambling  over 
obstacles  and  leaping  from  timber  to  timber. 

"Joke  'sh  on  Bar'o  af'er  all  !"  shouted  Jim, 
waving  a  flask,  as  he  saw  Jack  coming.  "Had 
nother  bot'le  in  the  shaf'.' 

"Mr.  Barto  is  whistling  for  help,  is  n't  he?" 
commanded  Jack.  "What  are  you  doing  to 
him?  " 

"Let  him  shay  there.  He  threw  away  my 
Chrishmash,  did  n'  he?" 

"You  're  not  keeping  him  in  there,  are  you  ?" 
persisted  Jack.  "Something  is  the  matter.  What 
have  you  done  to  him?" 

"It  'sh  jush  a  li'le  joke  on  him.  He  shays 
nothin'  but  water  here  in  thish  camp.  Well,  I  'm 
givin'  him  shome  water.     Shee  that  gage?" 
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Jack  took  in  the  situation  at  once  and  jumped 
for  the  air-valve.  "Vou  drunken  fool !"  he  cried. 
"You  're  letting  off  the  air  pressure  !" 

"Don'  you  butt  in.  It  'sh  jush  a  joke.  Let  him 
have  all  the  water  he  vvantsh,"  said  Jim,  striking 
out  at  Jack.  The  boy  dodged 
the  blow,  then  suddenly  leaped 
at  the  man  and  sent  him 
sprawling  over  the  side  of  the 
caisson,  into  the  icy  river.  At 
once  he  closed  the  exhaust- 
valve  that  Jim  had  tampered 
with,  and  then  he  paused  to 
look  at  the  man  he  had  thrown 
overboard.  Sobered  by  the 
shock  of  the  cold  plunge,  Jim 
was  swimming  strongly  down- 
stream to  a  good  landing- 
place.  Evidently  he  could  take 
care  of  himself.  But  what  of 
Mr.  Barto?  Again  the  air- 
whistle  blew  plaintively.  Jack 
did  not  know  how  to  restore 
the  air  pressure.  There  were 
several  valve-wheels,  but  he 
had  no  idea  which  to  choose. 

"I  've  got  to  go  down,  my- 
self, and  see  what  's  hap- 
pened." 

He  knew  what  to  do,  for 
Perry  had  described  the  whole 
process  to  him  minutely,  and 
once  had  taken  him  into  an 
air-lock  that  was  out  of  ser- 
vice, and  had  shown  him 
which  valves  were  which.  He 
swung  a  lever  to  close  the  bot- 
tom door,  and  then  opened  a 
valve  to  let  the  compressed  air 
out  of  the  lock.  A  moment 
later  the  upper  door  of  the 
lock  opened  and  the  boy 
climbed  in. 

For  the  barest  fraction  of 
a  moment  Jack  hesitated  as  he 
thought  of  the  two  men  who 
had  died  of  caisson  disease. 
Then  he  snapped  his  jaws, 
walked  over  to  the  air-valve, 
turned  it,  and,  with  considerable  effort,  swung 
up  the  heavy  iron  door.  Just  as  he  had  it  nearly 
closed,  the  air  caught  the  door  and  clapped  it 
shut.  Jack  stood  in  the  little  round  chamber  of 
the  air-lock,  considerably  excited.  It  was  just  as 
Perry  had  described  it.  He  felt  the  increasing 
pressure  of  air  on  his  ear-drums.  It  was  grow- 
ing painful.     Perry  had  said  that  he  must  hold 


his  nose  and  mouth  shut  and  then  blow  for  all 
that  he  was  worth.  Jack  tried  it  and  got  some 
relief,  but  still  it  seemed  as  if  his  ears  must  burst. 
Maybe  he  was  letting  the  air  in  too  fast.  He 
reached  over  and  closed  the  valve  slightly. 


4T    THE    MAN    SPKAVVLING    OVEH   THE    SUjE   OF  THE 
CAISSON    INTO   THE    ICY   RIVER." 

Then  he  began  to  soliloquize:  "The  trap-door 
in  the  floor  is  held  up  by  the  greater  pressure  of 
air  below.  When  the  pressure  above  is  the  same 
as  that  below,  the  door  will  drop  open." 

Suddenly  he  jumped  to  one  side  of  the  cham- 
ber. "Why,  I  've  been  standing  on  that  door  all 
the  time  !"  he  exclaimed. 

Less  than  five  seconds  later,  the  door  swung 
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down,  striking  the  side  of  the  shafting  with  a 
bang.  There  was  something  uncanny  about  the 
way  it  yawned  open,  revealing  the  narrow,  dimly 
lighted  well  that  ran  down  seventy-five  feet  into 
the  earth. 

"Hello  !"  came  a  muffled  voice  from  out  of  the 
depths.  "Anybody  there?"  The  voice  sounded 
strange  in  that  heavy  atmosphere. 

"It  's  Jack.     What  's  the  trouble?" 

"I  can't  get  out,"  came  the  voice  again.  "My 
ankle  's  broken,  or  terribly  sprained." 

"I  'm  coming  down  as  fast  as  I  can." 

Jack  saw  no  ladder,  but  he  noticed  a  set  of 
rungs  that  projected  from  the  wall  of  the  shaft- 
ing, and  he  ran  down  them  like  a  monkey.  As 
he  reached  the  bottom  of  the  shafting,  he  peered 
down  into  the  working  chamber.  Below  him  was 
a  pool  of  black  water,  and,  clinging  to  the  rope- 
ladder  just  above  the  surface,  was  the  chief 
engineer. 

"Mighty  glad  to  see  you.  Jack  !"  he  exclaimed. 
"But  I  don't  know  what  you  can  do  here.  I  can't 
climb  all  the  way  up  to  the  air-lock,  even  with 
your  help.  You  will  have  to  scare  up  somebody. 
Run  over  to  the  power-house.  Williams  is  there. 
Get  him  to  send  down  the  bucket." 

"But  won't  you  drown  in  the  meantime  ?" 

"I  don't  believe  the  water  will  rise  much 
higher,"  said  Mr.  Barto;  "and  if  it  does,  I  can 
drag  myself  up  another  rung  or  two.  — My,  how 
that  ankle  pains  me  !" 

"All  right,  Mr.  Barto,  I  '11  have  the  bucket  here 
in  a  jiffy." 

"Take  your  time  now.  .'\re  you  sure  you  know 
what  to  do?" 

"Oh,  yes  !"  answered  Jack. 

"\A'ell,  don't  touch  any  of  the  valves  outside.  I 
thought  you  were  going  to  drown  me  out  when 
you  opened  that  exhaust-valve." 

"/  did  n't  do  that !"  protested  Jack.  "Some 
one  was  trying  to  play  a  joke  on  you.  Hs  had 
too  much  liquor  aboard." 

"I  can't  imagine  where  they  get  that  liquor," 
muttered  the  engineer.  And  as  Jack  hastened  up 
the  shafting,  he  was  glad  that  Mr.  Barto  had  n't 
asked  him  the  name  of  the  guilty  party. 

Getting  out  through  the  air-lock  was  just  the 
reverse  of  getting  in.  Jack  knew  he  must  open 
the  exhaust- valve  and  lift  the  lower  door,  and 
then  wait  for  the  air  to  flow  out  of  the  chamber 
until  the  upper  door  opened ;  but  he  was  unpre- 
pared for  what  happened.  Almost  immediately 
a  dense,  white  fog  filled  the  air-lock,  so  that  he 
could  n't  even  see  the  electric  light  across  the 
chamber.  Perry  had  n't  told  him  anything  about 
fog.  Could  he  have  opened  a  steam-valve  ?  But 
they  did  n't  use  any  steam  on  this  work.     All  the 


machinery  was  electrically  driven.  Reall)',  Jack 
was  quite  badly  frightened.  How  did  he  know 
what  was  going  to  happen  ?  Was  he  about  to 
feel  the  grip  of  the  caisson  disease?  Could  he  be 
letting  out  the  air  too  fast?  He  groped  for  the 
valve  and  closed  it  somewhat,  to  throttle  the 
escape  of  air ;  but  still  the  fog  persisted.  It  was 
a  terrifying  experience.  But  he  kept  his  nerve, 
and  had  the  presence  of  mind  to  stand  out  of  the 
way  of  the  upper  door  so  that,  when  it  swung 
open,  it  did  not  knock  him  down. 

A  moment  later  he  had  aroused  Williams  and 
another  man,  and  within  five  minutes  the  electric 
hoist  was  lowering  a  bucket  into  the  caisson. 
Jack  insisted  on  accompanying  Williams  and 
helping  hnn  bring  out  the  engineer. 

When  it  was  all  over,  a  more  delighted  boy 
was  not  to  be  found  west  of  the  Mississippi.  The 
caisson  disease  held  no  horrors  for  him.  Twice 
he  had  been  "under  pressure''  and  pretty  high 
pressure,  too,  without  feeling  any  ill  effects  after- 
ward. There  was  no  reason  why  he  should  n't 
go  wherever  Perry  did  and  watch  the  progress 
of  the  work.  He  felt  himself  a  veteran.  Besides, 
he  had  done  a  rather  plucky  and  important  thing. 
Of  course  he  did  n't  boast,  and  he  never  said  a 
word  about  his  tussle  with  Jim  Doyle.  Yet  he 
had  a  very  pleasant  feeling  of  satisfaction  when 
he  thought  it  over. 

,  But,  best  of  all,  Mr.  Barto  appreciated  what 
Jack  had  done  for  him.  He  was  shrewd  enough 
to  guess  what  had  happened,  when  he  learned  of 
Jim  Doyle's  cold  swim,  and  he  admired  the  boy 
for  not  tattling.  The  engineer  had  noticed  that 
there  had  been  altogether  too  much  drunkenness 
in  the  camp  of  late.  He  would  see  that  the  pro- 
hibition of  liquor  was  more  strictly  enforced.  It 
was  puzzling  to  know  how  the  men  kept  so  well 
supplied,  when  there  was  not  a  saloon  within 
miles  of  the  site 

After  the  Christmas-day  adventure.  Jack  was 
more  often  to  be  seen  at  the  camp.  Mr.  Barto 
was  very  much  interested  in  him.  He  even  drove 
up  to  Farmer  Billups's  house  and  persuaded  him 
to  let  Jack  pay  frequent  visits  to  the  work,  at  any 
rate  during  the  winter  months  when  there  was 
not  so  much  to  be  done  on  the  farm. 

"That  young  chap  was  cut  out  for  an  engi- 
neer I"  Mr.  Barto  declared.  "It  's  too  bad  he 
has  n't  a  chance  to  study." 

Perry  rigged  up  a  flag  signal,  that  Jack  could 
readily  see  from  Eagle  Bluff,  which  notified  him 
when  any  work  of  special  interest  was  going  on. 
It  was  in  response  to  such  a  signal  that  Jack 
came  down  to  see  them  pump  out  the  big  coffer- 
dam. Enormous  timber-braces  reached  across 
from  one  side  to  the  other  to  prevent  the  water 
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from  crushing  in  the  coffer-dam.  The  bed  of  the 
river  exposed  within  the  coffer-dam  showed  huge 
masses  of  concrete  and  pieces  of  twisted  steel, 
relics  of  the  foundations  of  the  first  dam. 

'"It  's  going  to  be  a  nice  job  cutting  up  those 
lumps  and  steel  girders  so  that  they  can  be 
hauled  up,"  Jack  volunteered. 

'"Yes,"  agreed  Perry,  "but  not  half  as  hard  as 
it  was  to  get  them  out  of  the  caissons  when  we 


"WE    VE  U.N'COVERED  A  NUMBER  OF  C.^VES  DOWN  THERE, 
A.ND    THE    WATER   IS   POURING    FROM    THEM." 


were  lowering  them  to  rock.  We  had  to  cut  the 
steel  with  the  oxyacetylene  torch." 

Two  weeks  later  Jack  hurried  down  to  the 
camp  again  in  response  to  an  urgent  signal. 
Mr,  Barto,  on  crutches,  with  Perry  at  his  side, 
was  looking  down  into  the  big  coffer-dam. 

"What  do  you  suppose,  Jack?"  cried  Perry. 
"We  've  uncovered  a  number  of  caves  down 
there,  and  water  is  pouring  from  them  almost  as 
fast  as  it  can  be  pumped  out !" 

"Where  does  it  all  come  from?"  asked  Jack,  of 
Mr.  Barto. 

"Well,  I  don't  quite  know,"  replied  the  engi- 
neer. "I  hope  it  is  from  the  river.  But  if  it 
happens  to  come  from  some  source  high  up  in 
the  mountains,  it  may  give  us  a  lot  of  trouble," 

"Why,  what  "s  the  difference?" 

"A  difference  of  pressure.     There  can't  be   a 


head  of  more  than  seventy-five  feet  if  the  water 
comes  from  the  river.  That  means  a  pressure  of 
al)out  thirty-two  pounds  per  square  inch.  But  if  it 
should  come  from  the  top  of  the  mountain  with 
a  head  of  three  thousand  feet,  there  will  be  a 
pressure  of  nearly  thirteen  hundred  pounds  per 
square  inch." 

"But  do  you  have  to  stop  it,  Mr.  Barto?"  asked 
Perry.     "Why  not  let  it  go?" 

"My  dear  boy,  you  ought  to  know  what  run- 
ning water  will  do  !  Jack,  here,  can  tell  you  how 
it  got  under  the  first  dam,  and  how  it  ate  out  the 
foundations.  We  are  not  going  to  let  anything 
like  that  happen  again  if  we  can  help  it," 

"But  what  are  you  going  to  do?" 

"We  '11  have  to  dam  the  streams,"  answered 
Mr,  Barto. 

And  this  is  how  it  was  done :  channels  were 
cut  in  the  face  of  the  rock  leading  from  one  cave 
to  the  other,  while  a  big  steel  pipe  was  set  in  the 
mouth  of  the  lowest  and  largest  cave.  Then  a 
concrete  wall  was  built  over  the  face  of  the  rock, 
sealing  all  the  caves,  while  all  the  water  gathered 
in  the  lower  cave  and  poured  in  a  big  stream  out 
of  the  pipe.  At  the  end  of  the  pipe  there  was  a 
valve,  while  just  behind  it  there  was  a  stand-pipe 
leading  up  to  a  little  above  the  normal  level  of 
the  river.  When  all  was  ready,  the  valve  was 
shut,  and  the  water,  suddenly  checked,  surged  up 
the  stand-pipe.  Cement  was  then  pumped  in 
through  this  pipe  to  plug  and  seal  the  big  main. 

Tins  was  the  last  serious  difficulty  encountered 
in  the  building  of  the  foundations  of  Thunder 
Creek  dam.  Everything  went  smoothly  after 
that.  But  an  incident  occurred,  just  before  the 
caves  were  walled  off,  that  is  worth  recording. 
Perry  and  Jack  made  a  most  surprising  discov- 
ery. Because  of  his  lame  ankle,  Mr.  Barto  had 
to  depend  upon  Perry  for  many  things  that  ordi- 
narily he  attended  to  himself.  He  had  Perry  in- 
spect the  rock  of  the  caves,  and  Jack,  who  hap- 
pened around  just  then,  went  along.  The  largest 
of  the  cavities  was  close  to  caisson  No.  i.  It 
was  about  six  feet  high  and  appeared  to  be  not 
more  than  ten  feet  deep.  But  when  Perry  began 
prying  around  with  a  big  iron  bar,  he  loosened 
a  rock,  beyond  which  there  appeared  to  be  a  still 
larger  cavity.  Excited  by  this  discovery,  both 
boys  began  crumbling  away  the  rock  until  they 
had  opened  a  passage  large  enough  for  them  to 
squirm  through. 

"This  looks  like  a  big  cave !"  cried  Jack. 

"Let  's  get  a  candle  and  explore  it,"  suggested 
Perry. 

By  the  light  of  the  candle  they  were  able  to 
see  that  this  was  quite  a  broad  corridor,  carved 
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out  by  nature,  and  that  it  rose  very  steeply,  with 
a  rough,  broken  floor.  There  were  not  many 
branches  in  the  corridor,  and  it  ran  fairly 
straight,  so  that  they  had  no  fear  of  losing  their 
way.  At  times  it  narrowed  so  that  they  could 
barely  get  through,  and  once  or  twice  they  had  to 
creep  along  on  hands  and  knees.  They  had  pro- 
gressed slowly  for  perhaps  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
when  the  passageway  suddenly  contracted  to  a 
mere  fissure  that  they  could  n't  possibly  squeeze 
through.  Jack  climbed  up  the  face  of  the  rock 
to  a  point  where  there  was  a  slightly  broader 
opening  through  which  he  could  look  into  the 
mystery  beyond. 

"Do  you  see  anything?"  inquired  Perry.  "Don't 
you  want  the  candle  ?" 

"No:  I  believe  I  see  daylight.  We  must  be 
near  the  mouth  of  the  cave.  'Sli-h!  I  hear  some 
one  coming." 

Perry  put  his  ear  to  the  fissure  and  listened. 
He  heard  a  voice  say :  "Hello  !  Kelly  must  have 
been  here  last  night.  He  's  taken  his  money  and 
brought  us  a  new  stock." 

The  voice  sounded  like  Jim  Doyle's. 

"But  does  he  leave  the  stuff  with  no  one  to 
watch  it?"  said  another  voice. 

"Sure  !"  replied  the  first  man.  "And  why  not? 
He  treats  us  square,  and  we  treat  him  square.  If 
it  was  n't  for  him,  w-e  'd  have  a  pretty  dry  time 
in  camp — they  're  so  strict ;  but  Kelly,  he  comes 
up  here  at  night  with  a  load  of  bottles  and  a  bo.x 
for  the  silver,  and  he  knows  that  when  he  comes 


back  again  there  '11  be  a  half-dollar  in  the  box  for 
every  bottle  taken.  " 

The  boys  heard  the  men  drop  a  couple  of  pieces 
of  silver  into  the  bo.x  and  then  walk  out  of  the 
cave. 

"Well,  we  've  discovered  something  that  Mr. 
Barto  will  be  glad  to  hear,"  declared  Jack. 

"Yes,"  rejoined  Perry.  "We  've  discovered  the 
back  door.  But  it  's  locked.  How  can  we  find 
the  front  door?" 

"I  know  where  it  is!"  cried  Jack.  "It  must 
be  that  cave  right  outside  the  camp  limits." 

"I  never  knew  there  was  a  cave  there,"  said 
Perry. 

"What !  Don't  you  know  that  big  rock  just 
past  the  bend?  The  one  with  a  pine-tree  each 
side  of  it?  Well,  behind  that  rock  there  is  a  hole 
that  opens  up  into  a  good-sized  cave.  I  've  been 
in  there  often,  but  not  lately.  It  must  be  this 
same  cave.    Don't  you  think  so?" 

"Let  's  go  round  and  see,"  suggested  Perry; 
and  they  found  that  Jack  was  right. 

The  next  day  the  lower  end  of  the  corridor  was 
closed  by  a  big  plug  of  concrete,  so  that  the  wa- 
ter should  not  back  up  through  it  and,  finding  its 
way  through  other  fissures,  continue  its  under- 
mining operations.  On  the  same  day,  the  hole 
in  the  rock  along  the  highway  was  also  closed  by 
a  wall  of  concrete  to  prevent  the  flow  of  liquor, 
with  its  consequent  undermining  effect  upon  the 
workmen.  Thereafter,  there  was  a  long  period 
of  drought  in  Thunder  Creek  camp. 


(TV  be  cotUinitcd.) 


ADDING  INSULT  TO  INJURY 

BY  L.  J.  B. 


lour  bad  manners.  Jack  Frosr.are  liistressinfi^.  How  could  any  youn^  lady  suppose, 
I  When  she  guards  her  hands  safe  from  caressing, you'd  immediately  pinch  her  poor  nose  ?" 


When  we  were  playing  "One  old  cat"  at  school  not  long  ago, 
A  lot  of  boys  were  scrouging  'round  — it  's  loads  of  fun,  you  know. 
I  never  knew  who  did  it,  I  'm  glad  I  did  n't  see. 
But  some  one  gave  my  leg  a  crack  and  just  knocked  out  my  knee. 
It  does  n't  hurt  an  awful  lot  except  that  when  it  's  damp. 
The  wetness  seems  to  get  inside  and  give  me  dreadful  cramp, 
And  yet  it  's  hard  to  lie  quite  still,  so  Father  wheels  my  chair 
Out  on  the  porch— I  stay  all  day;  — it  's  easier  to  bear. 
Our  house  is  on  a  corner ;  I  see  two  streets  from  here ; 
It  's  very  interesting  when  so  many  things  are  near. 
And  I  have  made  an  alphabet  of  people  that  I  know- 
It  is  n't  very  funny,  but  all  of  it  is  so. 


A  is  for  the  Ash  man  who  drives  the  city  cart ; 
I  think  he  is  an  Irishman— his  name  is  Patrick 

Hart; 
He  has  a  nice  old  Jinny  mule,  and  always 

hollers,  "ll'liay .' 
You,  Jinny,  stop  an'  ask  th'  lad.  'An'  how  's  th' 

leg  to-day?'  " 


B  is  for  the  Butcher-boy  and  forhisbuildog.too ; 
The  bulldog's  name  is  Bingo— he  's  smart,  I 

just  tell  you. 
He  usually  trots  behind,  but  when  they  leave 

our  meat. 
He  takes  the  reins  right  in  his  mouth  and  sits 

up  on  the  seat. 
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C  is  for  the  Carpenter ;  he  mended  our  back  fence. 
And  now  he  's  working  'cross  the  street.   He  's  got  a  lot 

of  sense ; 
He  showed  me  how  to  plane  and  saw,  and  soon  as   I 
get  well, 
'^    He  '11  show  me  how  to  make  a  stand  for  Mother's 
flowers— Don't  tell ! 


D  is  for  the  Doctor;  he  's  jolly,  wise,  and  fat; 
He  comes  to  see  me  twice  a  week,  or  sometimes 

more  than  that : 
And  always  stops  his  auto  as  he  is  going  past. 
To  smile  and  say,  "Well,  well,  young  man,  you  're 

getting  well  too  fast !" 


E  is  for  the  Egg  man,  with  baskets  on  his  arm, 

Who  sells  us  eggs  and  chickens  he  raises  on  his  farm ; 

He  sounds  so  funny  when  he  says,  "Young  marster,  how  's 

yer  bone  ?" 
But  once  he  brought  a  yellow  chick  and 

gave  me  for  my  own. 


F  is  the  Fish  man  ;  he  yells,  "Fresh  feesh,  all  kinds  !" 

I  really  can't  help  laughing,  but  I  don't  believe  he  minds ; 

He  holds  his  fish  so  I  can  see,  and  tells  me  each  one's  name.       ^     _ 

He  's  rather  rough  and  grimy,  but  I  like  him  just  the  same,     ^-c"- 


G  is  for  the  Gardener  who  spades  our  flower-beds, 

-And  cuts  the  grass,  and  potters  'round  our  house  and  L'ncle  Ned's: 

He  brings  me  chickweed  for  my  bird,  and  often  stops  to  see 

f  Mother  will  not  let  him  make 

herb-poultice  for  my  knee.  h\ 


H  is  for  the  Hackman,  with  horses  Bob  and  Jim ; 

He  's  taught  thcni  how  to  raise  their  feet  and  play  '"shake 

hands"  with  him  : 
I  keep  some  apples  for  them,  as  they  have  learnt  to  know. 
For,  every  time  they  pass,  thev  stop  without  his  saying, 

"Whoa !" 


« 


"^% 

-^M 
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I  is  for  the  Iceman ;  he  dashes  up  in  style ; 

The  big  wheels  roll,  the  horses  clump,  you  hear 

him   half  a   mile; 
He  calls   "Hey,   kid,   you    're   looking   fine !      I    '11 

race  you  'round  the  square," 
And  I  call  back,  ^tih 

"  You  wait  a  while  !    hMJ 

I  tell  you  I  '11     ^^^  '^^^^ 

be  there !" 


J  is  for  the  Janitor  I  used  to  know  at  school ; 
We  used  to  tease  him  all  the  time,  and  call  him,  "April  Fool !" 
I  thought  that  he  was  always  cross,  but  now,  when  he  goes  by. 
He  waves  his  hand  and  grins  and  brings  me  pencils  on  the  sly. 


K  is  for  Miss  Kitty  King,  a  lady  in  our  street 
Who  's  always  had  a  crooked  back,  and  yet  is  good 

and  sweet ; 
She  knows  how  bones  can  hurt, 

and  so,  whenever 

we  have  rain, 
She  comes  and  reads 

aloud  to  me  till  I 

forget 

the  pain. 


L  is  for  the  Laundryman  who  brings  my  father's  shirts ; 
He  was  a  soldier  in  the  war,  his  wounded  leg  still  hurts. 
There  is  a  bullet  in  it  he  got  at  San  Juan  Hill ; 
He  told  us  all  about  the  fight,  — I  say,  it  makes  you  thrill  ! 


M  is  for  my  Mother— I  tell  you,  she  's  all  right ! 

Her  hair  is  brown  and  curly,  her  cheeks  are  pinky-white. 

We  watch  for  Father  just  at  dark, 

and,  when  his  step 

draws  near,  Jv  ^^^\ 

Why,  she  hugs  me  '^  ^^  ^'' 

and  I  hug  her 

and  both  cry 

out,  "He  's 

here  !" 


N  is  for  the  newsboy,  I  like  to  see  him  come ; 
You  could  n't  call  him  stylish,  but  he  'd  make  a  jolly  chum. 
I  gave  him  grapes  and  oranges— what  do  you  think  he  said? 
"Say,  bo',  you  mind  if  Ma  has  these?    She  's  sick  at  home  in  bed 
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O  is  for  the  Organ-grinder,  with  his  funny 
monkey,  Ben ; 

My  father  gave  him  fifty  cents  to  'muse  me  now 
and  then ; 

He  comes  around  right  often  and  plays  some  lovely 
tunes 

Like  "Hot  time  in  the  old  town"  and  "Little  Lone- 
some Coons." 


P  is  for  the  Postman;  he  's  one  of  my  best  friends 
And  brings  me  postcards  from  Japan,  that 

Uncle  Johnnie  sends ; 
I  hear  his  whistle  far  away,  and  I  'm  always 

glad  when  he 
Can  stop  a  minute  on  the  steps  and 

have  a  talk  with  me. 


Q  is  for  old  Queery ;  they  say  he  's  lost  his  mind ; 
He  does  act  mighty  funny,  but  still 

he  's  good  and  kind : 
I  saw  him  help  a  poor,  stray  dog 
/'      a  motor-car  had  hurt,— 

Tied  up  his  paw.  and  fed 
■]/^'m/,  /       him  meat, 

'"''/;  and  brushed  oft' 

all  the  dirt. 


R  is  for  the  Ragman  ;  he  rings  a  jingly  bell 

And  buys  old  iron,  bottles,  rags,  all  that  you  have  to  sell ; 

I  saved  up  things  for  'most  a  year  and  made  a  whole 

half-dollar. 
And  for  my  mother's  birthday  bought  a  beautiful  lace  colla 


S  is  the  Street-sweepers :  they  make  the  dust-clouds 

start ; 
Some  sweep  the  dirt  in  little  piles,  some  dump  it  in 

a  cart. 
I  've  watched  them  work  so  long  that  now  I  know 

each  one  by  sight. 
They  grin,  and  say,  "Hullo,  how  's  all?"     I 

say.  "Hullo, 

all  right 


T  is  for  the  Teacher  who  taught  me  'rithmetic ; 
I  used  to  hate  her  class  at  school-,  but  now,  since 

I  've  been  sick. 
She  comes  and  says  such  funny  things :  "Subtract 

your  pain  a  while  : 
Then  add  some  cake;  divide  with  me;  now  )nultipl\' 

your  smile !" 
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U  is  the  old  L'mbrella  man  who  mended  my 

umbrella. 
And  sharpened  Mother's  scissors,  too — his 

name  is  Tony  Stella  : 
He  told  me  how  his  wife  was  sick,  and,  so 

down  at  a  store. 
My  father  got  a  job  for  him  where  he  can 

make  some  more. 


V  's  for  Mr.  \'incent,  the  vegetable  man, 
Who  raises  splendid  things  to  eat— I  just  eat 

all  I  can. 
He  's  going  to  drive  me  to  his  place  as  soon  as 

I  get  up. 
And  give  me  for  my  very  own  a  lovely  setter 

pup. 


W  's  for  Aunt  Winnie ;  she  washes  now  for  us,  X,Y,  Z  are  people  whose  names  I  do  not  know,— 

But  used  to  be  my  mammy— you  ought  to  hear  Two  young  men  and  a  Grandpa,  his  hair  is 

her  fuss ;  white  as  snow. 

"Hi,  chile,  how  cum  dey  'buse  you?    I  wonder  The  young  men  say,  "How  are  you,  kid?"  the 

dey  ain'  'fraid  !  old,  "Good  day,  my  son  !"— 

Dem  no-count,  wufHess  boys  at  school— I  'd  lak  It  's  very  kind  of  them  to  stop  and  ask  how 

I  get  on  I 

And  "and"  must  stand  for  just  about  a  hundred 

dozen  things, 
For  all  the  boys  and  girls,  our  cook,  my  little 

bird  that  sings. 
The  neighbors,  all  my  cousins,  the  preacher, 
Mr.  Lee- 
just  love  everybody  for 
so  good  to  me  I 


THE  SAPPHIRE  SIGNET 

OR,  THE   LASS   OF   RICHMOND   HILL 
BY  AUGUSTA  HUIELL  SEAMAN 

Aullior  of  '■  The  Boarded-up  House" 


Chapter  V 

"the   lass   of   RICHMOND    HILL'' 

Two  afternoons  later,  the  three  active  members 
of  the  Antiquarian  Club  rushed  up  the  stoop  of 
the  Charlton  Street  house  in  a  breathless  scurry. 
And  Margaret  awaited  them  in  the  parlor  in  a 
fever  of  no  less  eager  excitement. 

"Hurry,  girls!"  she  cried  when  the  first  greet- 
ings were  over.  ''I  've  just  got  heaps  to  read  to 
you !  And  some  of  it  '11  make  you  'sit  up  and 
take  notice,'  as  Alexander  says  !" 

"Who  's  Alexander?"  queried  Corinne,  curi- 
ously. 

"Oh,  he  's  a  boy-cousin  who  lives  with  us," 
Bess  enlightened  her.  "He  was  Mother's  sister's 
child,  and  his  parents  are  both  dead  now,  so 
Mother  had  him  come  here  a  year  or  two  ago. 
He  's  twelve  years  old  and  a  perfect  nuisance  ! 
He  hates  girls,  so  he  generally  keeps  out  of  our 
way.  That  's  why  you  've  never  seen  him.  But, 
come  on  !  I  'm  wild  to  hear  what  's  coming  next ! 
Margaret  would  n't  tell  us  a  single  thing  she  's 
found  out." 

"Wait  a  minute  before  we  begin,"  spoke  up 
Corinne,  "and  let  's  just  run  over  what  we  "ve 
already  discovered.  It  '11  keep  us  from  getting 
mixed  up.  A  young  girl  of  sixteen  has  run 
away  from  her  home  in  Bermuda,  and  is  in  some 
place  where  she  thinks  her  life  is  in  danger. 
Before  she  ran  away,  she  did  something  to  assist 
in  some  plot  against  her  country  (which  must  be 
Bermuda),  and  probably  that  's  one  reason  why 
she  is  in  danger.  Maybe  something  's  been  dis- 
covered about  it.  She  "s  staying  with  a  Madame 
M.,  and  it  seems  to  be  a  house  of  mystery. 

"One  thing  I  have  pretty  well  guessed,  and 
probably  so  have  you  all  — that  this  must  have 
happened  a  long  time  ago.  Her  language  is  n't 
very— well,  modern  — sounds  to  me  like  stories 
I  've  read  about  old  Kngland,  and  .\merica  too  in 
former  times.  I  think  it  's  likely  she  's  in  one 
of  those  two  countries  when  she  writes— probably 
England,  because  she  speaks  of  'Madame  M.'  and 
'Lady  Blank,'  and  those  titles  don't  somehow  go 
with  America.  Then  there  's  something  strange 
about  a  sapphire  signet.     But  go  on  now,  Mar- 


garet !      Maybe    you    've    discovered    something 
new  !'' 

jNIargaret  smiled  mysteriously.  "Perhaps  just 
a  fczv  things !"  she  admitted.  "Here  's  where 
we  left  off.  I  've  copied  it  all  from  the  begin- 
ning. You  remember  where  she  tells  about  ex- 
plaining the  signet  later?     Now  I  '11  go  on:" 

There  is  something  strange  and  evil  about  this  house. 
I  can  trust  no  one.  Especially  do  I  mistrust  the 
steward.  He  hath  a  sleek  smile  and  ingratiating  man- 
ners, but  he  is  wicked  to  the  heart  of  him.  He  asso- 
ciates much  with  one  Corbie,  who  keeps  the  tavern 
down  the  road  hard  by  the  woods.  Corbie  has  been  to 
this  house,  and  once  was  closeted  long  with  the  steward. 
When  he  came  forth  to  go,  he  gazed  hard  at  me  as  I 
stood  on  the  lawn.  It  made  me  shudder  for  an  hour 
afterw^ard. 

"That  's  the  first  name  she  has  mentioned  — 
'Corbie,'  "  interrupted  Corinne.  "Let 's  remember 
it.     Who  knows  but  it  inay  help  us?" 

"There  's  another  coming  right  away,"  added 
Margaret,  "though  I  don't  know  whether  it  will 
be  of  any  help  or  not." 

But  one  thing  has  happened  lately  to  cheer  fne. 
Two  nights  ago  I  went  to  my  room,  which  does  not 
look  toward  the  river,  but  toward  the  back  of  the  house. 
I  was  minded  to  retire  early,  having  naught  to  occupy 
me  through  the  long  evening.  Madame  M.  retires  at 
nine,  but  I  never  see  her  after  the  evening  meal.  She 
is  usually  in  conference  with  the  steward,  who  has  chief 
charge  of  the  atfairs  of  this  great  house.  She  appears 
to  place  much  confidence  in  him.  But  that  is  not  to  the 
point. 

I  had  opened  my  window  and  was  leaning  out  a  mo- 
ment when  I  heard  a  softly  whistled  tune,  and  ktiew 
that  H.  was  there.  For  the  tune  he  ever  whistles  is 
"The  Lass  of  Richmond  Hill,"  which  he  declared,  when 
first  he  brought  me  here,  was  right  appropriate  to  me 
now. 

"I  wonder  why?"  queried  Jess. 

"I  can't  imagine,"  answered  Corinne;  "'lass' 
she  certainly  is,  but  what  has  'Richmond  Hill' 
to  do  with  it?  What  is  "Richmond  Hill,'  and 
where  ?" 

"Mother  has  a  friend  who  lives  in  Richiuond 
Hill,  Long  Island,"  ventured  Bess. 

"Oh,  that  can't  be  it !"  declared  Corinne,  scorn- 
fully. "That  's  only  a  little  new  suburb  that  's 
hardly  been   in  existence  thirty  years !     It  has 
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nothing  whatever  to  do  with  this  !     And  I  won- 
der who  'H.'  is,  too.     Well,  go  on,  Margaret." 
Margaret  obediently  continued : 

At  hearing  him,  my  heart  did  beat  gladly,  for  he  is 
the  one  person  I  have  seen  who  reminds  me  of  home 
I  leaned  far  out  and  called 
to  him  softly,  and  presently 
he  threw  into  my  window  a  let- 
ter weighted  with  a  stone.  It 
said  he  and  his  uncle  had  not 
been  back  to  Bermuda,  nor  would 
they  dare  to  go  for  many  a  long 
day.  One  of  their  traitorous 
sailors  had  divulged  the  plot,  and 
the  authorities  were  wild  only  to 
lay  hands  on  them.  This  they 
had  learned  in  roundabout  fash- 
ion. They  had  been  cruising 
along  the  coast  lately,  and  had 
had  not  a  few  adventures.  They 
were  sailing  at  midnight  for 
parts  unknown.  He  did  but 
come  up  hastily  to  see  how  I 
fared,  before  they  left. 

In  a  moment  I  threw  down  an 
answering  missive,  telling  of  my 
present  plight,  and  begging  that 
he  and  his  uncle  would  take  me 
back  to  Bermuda  should  they 
ever  be  sailing  there  again.  That 
was  all  I  had  time  for,  since  he 
knew  he  dared  not  linger.  He 
went  away  silently  into  the  night. 
'T  was  brave  of  him  to  come, 
since  he  knows  it  would  be  ill 
for  him  to  be  seen  hereabout. 
now  that  so  much  seems  to  have 
been  discovered. 


Margaret  paused  here  and 
half  whispered:  "Hold  your 
breath  now,  girls !  We  're 
coining  to  the  sapphire  sig- 
net.'" Then  she  went  on 
with  the  reading: 


I  must  now  explain  about  the 
sapphire  signet.  Night  after 
night  I  lie  awake  and  ask  my- 
self why  I  ever  took  it — why  I 
was  ever  tempted  to  add  this 
mistake  to  the  rest  of  my  mis- 
doings. At  the  time  it  seemed 
no  wrong, — nay,  it  seemed  en- 
tirely right  that  I  should  take 
with  me  what  Grandfather  has 
so  often  said  was  mine,  though  he  deemed  it  safer  not 
to  allow  me  to  have  it  in  my  keeping  till  I  should  come 
of  age. 

'T  is  such  a  pretty  bauble — this  wonderful  blue  stone 
larger  than  my  thumb-nail,  with  our  family  crest  graved 
on  it  and  set  all  round  the  edge  with  tiny,  sparkling 
diamonds.  Grandfather  told  me  that  the  sapphire  was 
once  in  a  great  ring,  and  from  generation  to  generation 
had  been  handed  down  to  the  eldest  son  of  the  family. 
He  said,  moreover,  that  it  ever  should  have  remained 
a  ring  ;  that  't  was  a  crime  it  should  have  been  changed. 
But  't   was  my  mother's  whim  that  it   should  be  taken 


from  the  ring,  set  round  with  diamonds,  and  made  into 
an  ornament  for  her  neck.  He  said  that  once,  when 
they  were  in  London  not  long  after  their  marriage,  she 
wheedled  my  father  into  having  it  changed,  and  came 
home  to  Bermuda  with  the  jewel  hanging  from  a  slen- 
der   chain    about    her    white    throat.      And    Grandfather 


-/^^f 


"HE    G.^ZED    H.\RD    AT    ME    AS    I    STOOD    ON    THE    LAWN. 


was  filled  with  wrath  at  her  and  never  forgave  her. 
Had  I  been  a  boy.  he  says,  he  would  have  had  the  stone 
reset  in  a  ring.  But  since  the  only  heir  to  it  is  a  girl, 
he  has  allowed  it  to  remain  thus,  and  once  scornfully 
told  me  that  *t  was  "as  useless  now  as  I  was,"  and 
might  as  well  so  remain. 

On  rare  occasions.  Grandfather  has  let  me  wear  it — 
once  to  a  grand  tea-drinking  at  St.  George's,  where 
't  was  much  admired.  But  mainly  he  has  kept  it  in  his 
great  strong  box.  It  seemed  no  harm  that  day  for  me 
to  take  it.  The  box  stood  invitingly  open.  The  jewel 
was   really  mine,   and   I   possessed   no   other   ornament. 
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Even  then  I  realized  that  I  might  never  see  my  home  or 
Grandfather  again.  So  I  took  it — Heaven  forgive  me  ! 
— thinking  it  no  wrong.  But  I  have  come  to  fee!  differ- 
ently since.  In  these  long,  lonely  months,  when  I  have 
had  so  much  time  to  think  and  to  regret,  I  can  see  how 
this  act  of  mine  must  appear  to  Grandfather  and  to  all 
who  know  me.  Even  though  it  was  in  effect  my  own, 
it  was  still  in  his  keeping,  and  I  should  never  ha\'e 
taken  it  without  his  consent.  I  dare  not  even  wonder 
what  he  must  think  of  me,  and  I  live  only  for  the  op- 
portunity to  return  home  and  place  the  signet  in  his 
hands. 

From  the  very  first  I  have  never  dared  openly  to 
wear  the  beautiful  thing;  and  since  my  conscience  be- 
gan to  trouble  me.  I  have  never  wished  to.  Long  since, 
I  removed  it  from  its  velvet  riband  and  concealed  it. 
Nor  must  I.  e\'en  here,  disclose  where  it  is  hidden.  To 
do  so  would  be  neither  safe  nor  wise.  Suffice  it  that  I 
will  never  more  wear  the  bauble  till  I  have  restored  it 
to  its  rightful  keeper,  my  grandfather. 

Margaret  paused  again,  and  there  was  a  bliss- 
ful sigh  from  all  her  assembled  listeners. 

"Is  n't  it  the  most  fascinating  thing— this  sap- 
phire signet  business?"  exclaimed  Corinne,  at 
last.  "I  can  just  imagine  how  the  poor  girl  felt. 
She  had  n't  meant  any  harm  in  taking  it  —  it  had 
seemed  perfectly  right.  And  then  her  conscience 
got  to  troubling  her  till  she  had  n't  a  peaceful 
minute  !  But  where  in  the  world  could  she  have 
hidden  it?     Does  it  tell  later  on,  Margaret?" 

"Not  that  I  've  discovered  as  yet,  but  there 
are  a  lot  of  other  interesting  things — " 

"Go  on,  go  on  then !"  chorused  the  waiting 
three,  impatient  of  anything  that  broke  the  thread 
of  the  story. 

"Well,  the  next  seems  to  be  written  some  time 
later,  but  I  can't  tell  how  much.  This  is  some- 
thing like  a  diary,  only  she  does  n't  put  down 
any  dates.  She  just  seems  to  leave  spaces  be- 
tween the  different  entries.  It  's  kind  of  con- 
fusing.    Now  she  says :'' 

A  strange  thing  happened  last  night.  At  midnight  I 
awoke.  I  heard  confused  sounds  on  the  road  without. 
Carts  creaking  by,  men  shouting  and  calling,  women 
crying,  and  children  screaming  as  with  fright.  The 
sounds  continued  till  near  morning.  An  endless  proces- 
sion of  carts  and  coaches.  'T  would  seem  as  though  the 
whole  city  were  in  flight.  'T  was  odd  to  hear  so  much 
racket  in  this  quiet  region. 

To-day  the  whole  household  is  in  agitation.  Fear 
seems  to  have  seized  on  all.  The  servants  are  in  a 
panic.  Only  the  steward  seems  undisturbed.  Madame 
M.  is  calm  in  manner,  but  I  can  see  that  she  is  much 
perturbed  inwardly. 

"What  in  the  world  could  have  been  happen- 
ing?" demanded  Bess.  "She  speaks  of  the  'city.' 
I  wonder  what  city,  and  what  was  the  matter? 
Why  should  every  one  be  leaving  it?" 

"I  've  been  thinking  all  along  that  she  was 
somewhere  in  England,"  suggested  Corinne, 
"though  I  can't  imagine  what  part.     Anyway—" 


"Wait  !"  cried  IMargaret.  "Why  don't  you  let 
me  go  on  ?" 

"That  's  so !"  agreed  Corinne.  "It  's  foolish 
not  to  see  what  "s  coming  before  we  try  to  make 
sense  of  it.     Go  on  !" 

Margaret  continued.    "Next  she  says :" 

Some  of  the  servants  left  yesterday.  I  now  know  the 
cause.  The  rebels  are  threatening  to  take  possession 
of  the  city.  Ships  filled  with  soldiers  stand  in  the 
waters  near  by.  'T  is  feared  there  will  be  a  great 
battle  soon.  Madame  M.  is  very  ill.  She  has  taken  to 
her  bed.  I  think  great  fear  has  made  her  so — and  great 
anger.  She  is  being  cared  for  by  the  housekeeper, 
Mistress  Phoebe.  I  have  come  to  like  Mistress  Phoebe. 
She  is  the  one  soul  who  treats  me  with  kindness  un- 
failing. She,  too,  hates  the  steward.  She  told  me  so. 
She  and  the  steward  and  one  other  servant  are  all  that 
are  left  here  now.  "The  rest  have  fled.  Would  that  the 
steward  had  fled  also  !  He  seems  to  have  some  urgent 
reason  for  remaining.  He  has  had  another  inter\iew 
with  Corbie,  in  this  house. 

"Wait  a  minute !"  interrupted  Corinne,  once 
more.  "I  have  an  idea.  I  'm  going  to  put  down 
on  a  paper  every  name  she  mentions,  no  matter 
how  insignificant,  and  see  if  they  will  lead  us 
to  any  sort  of  a  clue.  Names  are  about  the  only 
clues  for  finding  out  things,  when  you  come  to 
think  of  it !"  She  hunted  in  her  bag  for  a  pencil 
and  note-book.    Then  she  continued : 

"Now,  there  's  'Bermuda'— that  was  the  first, 
and  the  only  real  definite  thing  we  've  discovered 
yet  — and  'London.'  Then  there  's  "Madame  M.,' 
which  does  n't  help  much.  And  'Lady  Blank'  is 
no  good  at  all.  nor  is  'H.'  'Corbie'  may  be  use- 
ful, but  I  don't  think  'Mistress  Phoebe'  will— and 
that  's  all,  I  guess." 

"No,  it  is  n't,"  contradicted  Margaret.  "You 
forgot  the  "Lass  of  Richmond  Hill' !"' 

'"True  enough!  Of  course  that  's  only  the 
name  of  a  song,  but  I  '11  put  it  down.  Who 
knows  but  what  it  may  be  the  most  important  of 
all !  I  have  a  book  of  old  songs  at  home,  and  I 
have  just  a  faint  idea  that  there  's  one  of  that 
name  in  it.  I  '11  hunt  it  up  to-night.  But  as 
usual,  it  's  late,  and  I  must  be  hurrying  along. 
Have  n't  you  read  about  all  you  've  puzzled  out, 
Margaret  ?" 

"I  've  done  another  entry,"  replied  Margaret, 
slowly  and  mysteriously,  "and  perhaps  you  'd 
better  hear  it.     It  may  be  worth  your  while !" 

"Oh,  what  is  it?"  cried  Corinne,  pausing  in 
the  act  of  adjusting  her  hat.     "Quick  !" 

"Here  it  is:" 

Madame  M.  sent  for  me  to-day.  'T  is  the  first  time 
since  she  took  to  her  bed.  She  did  so  to  give  me  this 
strange  warning.  These  be  her  very  words:  "It  is 
rumored  that  this  house  may  soon  be  taken  possession 
of  by  rebels.  If  so.  I  wish  you  to  have  no  communica- 
tion with  any  of  them.  Mistress  .Alison." 
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There  was  an  instant's  silence.  Then  Corinne 
threw  her  hat  on  a  chair  and  exclaimed : 

■'Hurrah  !  At  last  we  have  this  mysterious 
lassie's  name  !  It  's  Alison .'  That  's  the  biggest 
discovery  yet.     Is  there  any  more  ?" 

"Ves,  one  thing,"  answered  Margaret,  "the 
strangest  of  all.  It  's  a  later  entry  and  is  only 
three  words  long— the  first  word  twice  under- 
lined:" 


He  has  come  ! 


Chapter  VI 


A  SURPRISE 


The  girls  got  together  again  on  the  following 
afternoon,  for  they  could  not  possibly  have 
stretched  their  patience  to  the  limit  of  another 
day !  Margaret  had  promised  to  work  like  a 
Trojan  till  they  arrived  and  to  have  much  to 
read  to  them.  It  was  with  breathless  interest 
that  they  drew  their  chairs  around  her. 

"My  !  I  could  n't  study  a  thing,  or  keep  my 
mind  off  this  a  single  minute  to-day  in  school  !" 
sighed  Jess.  "I  guess  I  failed  in  every  blessed 
recitation." 

''Me  too  !"  echoed  Bess.  "If  this  suspense  does 
n't  come  to  an  end  soon,  I  '11  be  a  failure  for  the 
term !" 

'"Same  here !"  agreed  Corinne.  "I  do  envy 
Margaret,  for  she  at  least  can  be  working  at  it 
all  day  and  satisfying  her  curiosity.  Have  you 
discovered  much  more,  honey?"  Margaret  smiled 
her  slow,  mysterious  smile.  She  was  certainly 
enjoying  herself  in  a  brand-new  fashion  these 
days.  And  between  meetings  she  guarded  her  se- 
crets like  a  veritable  sphinx. 

''Something  's  happening  right  along!"  she  an- 
swered enigmatically.  "But  I  "ve  rather  a  sur- 
prise for  you  to-day." 

"What  is  it  ?"  they  demanded  with  one  voice. 

"I  sha'n't  tell  you  till  we  come  to  it !"  was  her 
maddening  reply.     "Shall  I  go  on  now  ?" 

"Just  a  minute,"  said  Corinne.  "I  want  to  say 
that  I  looked  up  that  old  song  last  night.  In  this 
collection  I  have,  there  is  given  a  little  history 
of  each  song.  Now,  'The  Lass  of  Richmond 
Hill'  was  written  about  a  young  girl,  a  Miss  Jan- 
son,  who  lived  in  Richmond  Hill,  which  is  near 
the  little  town  of  Leybourne,  in  England.  It 
was  written  way  back  about  1770,  and  the  song 
was  said  to  be  a  favorite  of  King  George  the 
Third.  It  was  quite  popular  at  that  time.  That 's 
absolutely  all  about  it.  Of  course,  it  's  possible 
that  place  may  be  the  one  where  Alison  was,  but 
somehow  I  don't  feel  very  sure  of  it.  I  rather 
think  that  what  she  says  about  'Richmond  Hill' 


must  have  some  other  connection.     Now  go  on, 
Margaret !" 

"Very  well,"  began  Margaret.  "We  left  oft' 
with  the  words,  'He  has  come  !'  He  seems  to  be 
a  very  mysterious  person,  and  some  one  of  great 
importance  evidently.     She  goes  on  to  say:" 

The  house  h.is  been  put  at  his  disposal.  Not.  how- 
ever, by  Madame  M.,  for  she  would  gladly  slam  the 
door  in  his  face  were  she  able,  but  she  is  still  in  bed, 
ill.  He  is  very  considerate,  and  does  naught  to  disturb 
or  annoy  her.  His  servants  and  men  are  all  about,  but 
they  do  not  molest  any  of  the  household.  Phoebe  re- 
mains the  housekeeper  and  caters  for  him.  She  adores 
him,  as  does  her  father,  so  she  tells  me. 

I  have  exchanged  no  words  with  him.  I  have  only 
seen  him  as  he  sits  in  the  library  or  walks  about  the 
grounds.  He  is  absent  much — away  in  the  city.  Phoebe 
says.  He  is  handsome  and  grave  and  stern,  but  I  think 
he  is  kind  and  gentle.  I  long  to  speak  with  him,  but  I 
dare  not.     I  am  too  carefully  watched. 

The  steward  is  still  here,  and  frequents  much  Corbie's 
tavern.  He  asked  me  yesterday  a  few  questions  about 
Bermuda.  I  did  not  care  to  have  speech  with  him  so  I 
cut  him  short.  He  gave  me  an  ugly  look  as  he  walked 
away. 

Margaret  stopped  here  to  say,  "Now  comes 
something  exciting!" 

The  listening  three  sighed  ecstatically. 

There  have  been  strange  doings  in  this  house.  I  have 
now  turned  spy  myself.  Last  night  at  a  late  hour,  when 
all  the  household  was  asleep,  I  heard  stealthy  footsteps 
passing  my  door.  The  sound  was  most  unusual,  for  he 
was  away  in  the  city,  and  there  was  consequently  no 
guard.  When  the  footsteps  were  past,  I  rose,  opened 
my  door,  and  peeped  out.  I  saw  the  steward.  He  was 
tiptoeing  softly  down  the  hall  toward  the  stairs,  a 
candle  in  his  hand.  A  sudden  resolve  seized  me.  I 
would  follow  him  in  the  dark,  and  see  what  he  did.  I 
felt  sure  he  planned  some  evil.  I  seized  a  dark-colored 
shawl,  drew  it  round  me,  and,  in  the  shadow,  crept 
after  the  light  of  his  candle. 

Down  the  stairs  he  went,  and  I  felt  sure  he  would 
pause  on  the  lower  floor  and  perchance  enter  his  room 
to  rifle  it.  I  crouched  on  the  stair  and  held  my  breath, 
but  he  passed  on  and  opened  a  door  which  gives  on 
the  stone  steps  leading  to  the  wine-cellar.  Once  he 
glanced  back  suspiciously,  then  the  door  closed  behind 
him.  As  soon  as  I  dared,  I  followed.  Opening  the 
door  with  the  greatest  caution,  I  peered  down.  His 
back  was  toward  me,  and  he  was  drinking  from  an 
upturned  bottle.  In  a  moment  he  put  the  bottle  back 
on  its  shelf  and  stood  long  in  thought. 

I  was  about  to  conclude  that  this  was  all  he  had 
come  for  and  that  my  fears  were  for  naught,  when  he 
turned  aside,  took  a  knife  from  his  pocket,  and  went 
toward  the  far  end  of  the  cellar,  leaving  the  stairway  in 
heavy  shadow.  Taking  advantage  of  this,  I  crept  down 
the  steps  and  watched  him  from  the  shelter  of  one  of 
the  pillars  that  supported  the  floor  above.  In  a  mo- 
ment he  stopped,  raised  his  hand,  and  felt  along  the 
great  beam  above  his  head.  I  noted  't  was  the  second 
beam  from  the  end.  At  a  distance  of  about  ten  feet 
from  the  wall  he  pushed  his  knife-blade  into  the  timber, 
and,  behold  !  something  like  a  small  door  fell  open  ! 

Into  the  aperture  thus  left  he  thrust  his  two  hands, 
and  drew  forth  a  small  iron  box.  This  he  placed  on 
the    ground    near    the    candle,    and    pressing    a    spring. 
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threw  back  the  lid.  It  seemed  to  be  filled  with  papers, 
and  with  something  else  that  shone  in  the  candle-light. 
The  latter,  I  soon  learned,  was  a  mass  of  golden  coins, 
for  he  plunged  in  his  hand,  took  out  a  fistful,  and  put 
them  in  a  small  leather  bag  he  carried.  Then  he  closed 
the  box,  put  it  back  in  the  hollow  space,  and  shut  the 
door  of  the  secret  opening  in  the  beam.  I  stayed  to 
see  no  more,  but  fled  hastily  to  my  room.  'T  is  all 
most  strange.  What  hides  he  in  this  secret  place? 
Whose  gold  is  that  ?     What  evil  does  he  plot  ? 

"Is  n't  that  the  most  exciting  thing  you  ever 
heard?"  demanded  Margaret,  breaking  otT. 

"Frightfully  exciting!"  agreed  every  one. 

■'It  's  like  an  adventure  in  a  book— only  bet- 
ter!" added  Corinne.  "But,  Margaret,  is  that  the 
surprise  you  had  for  us?" 

"No,  it  is  n't !  That  "s  coming  just  a  little 
later.     The  next  entry  says :" 

She  has  come  !  He  seems  most  glad  to  have  his  lady 
with  him  once  more.  I  have  not  yet  spoken  with  her. 
She  has  only  passed  me,  bowing  with  stately  courtesy.  I 
think  she  has  forgotten  how  I  once  spoke  with  her.  No 
wonder.  Her  mind  is  filled  with  anxious  care.  Ma- 
dame M.  is  still  confined  to  her  bed,  and  knows  not 
that  she  is  here.     I  think  Madame  M.  is  truly  right  ill. 

"She  must  be  Jiis  wife,  I  suppose,"  interrupted 
Bess.  "I  do  wish  Alison  would  call  'em  by  their 
names!     This  is  so  confusing  I" 

Margaret  only  stopped  long  enough  to  say: 
"Now,  the  surprise  is  coming.  This  is  the  next 
entry :" 

He  passed  me  in  the  hall  to-day  and  wished  me  a 
good  morning  in  his  grave,  courtly  fashion.  Then  he 
inquired  after  the  health  of  Madame  M.,  and  offered  to 
send  her  up  some  fruit  that  he  had  just  received  for  his 
table.  I  knew  not  what  to  say.  I  was  right  embar- 
rassed. For  Madame  M.  will  accept  naught  from  him. 
and — 

Margaret  stopped   short. 

"Go  on,  go  on  !"  they  chorused. 

"I  can't !"  she  answered. 

"Why  not?"  they  inquired  in  wonder. 

"Because  that  's  all  there  is!"  she  replied 
quietly.  "We  've  come  to  the  end.  That  's  the 
surprise  I  had  for  you  !" 

"Well,  I  never !"  ejaculated  Bess  in  disgust, 
picking  up  the  old  account-book  and  examining 
it  curiously.  The  back  cover  was  missing,  and 
it  was  not  difficult  to  conjecture  that  many  pages 
might  also  be  lacking. 

"That  's  the  queerest !"  mused  Corinne.  "Of 
course,  the  book  is  rather  thin,  but  I  had  n't  imag- 
ined that  we  'd  finish  it  so  soon.  Those  charac- 
ters are  large,  and  take  up  more  room  than  plain 
writing,  I  suppose.  But,  my  gracious !"  She 
got  up  and  began  pacing  around  the  room  impa- 
tiently. "This  is  perfectly  maddening !  To  have 
it  leave  off  in  such  a  place,  without  a  sign  of 
explanation  of  it  all !     Where  's  the  other  part 


of  that  book?  Could  it  possibly  be  in  the  old 
trunk  where  we  found  this?  Let  's  go  up  and 
see !'' 

"No  use  in  doing  that,"  said  Jess,  "because 
Sarah  's  done  exactly  what  she  threatened  to- 
locked  the  attic  door  and  hid  the  key.  But  any- 
how, I  remember  distinctly  that  there  was  n't  a 
sign  of  anything  else  under  that  false  bottom. 
It  was  absolutely  empty  after  this  fell  out. 
Wherever  the  rest  is,  it  is  n't  there !" 

"Well,"  exclaimed  Corinne,  coming  to  an 
abrupt  pause  in  her  impatient  tramping,  "there  's 
one  thing  I  'm  firmly  determined  upon  !  I  sha'n't 
rest  day  or  night  till  I  've  found  some  sort  of 
an  explanation  for  all  this !  Do  the  rest  of  you 
agree  with  me?  It  's  the  most  fascinating  mys- 
tery I  ever  came  across,  outside  of  a  story-book, 
and  I  'm  bound  I  'm  not  going  to  be  stumped  by 
any  obstacles !" 

"We  surely  do  agree  with  you !"  echoed  Mar- 
garet. "We  're  just  as  crazy  as  you  are  to  un- 
ravel it  all.  And  what  's  an  antiquariati  club 
good  for,  I  'd  like  to  know,  if  not  for  something 
just  like  this !  That  's  our  business  from  now 
on  I" 

"The  motion  "s  carried  !"  agreed  Bess.  "But 
how  in  the  world  are  we  going  to  go  about  it? 
Somehow  it  seems  as  if  we  'd  reached  a  stone 
wall  a  mile  high  — :io  getting  around  it  or  over 
it!" 

"Then  we  'II  tunnel  under  it!"  laughed  Co- 
rinne. "But  first  of  all,  there  's  a  question  I  'd 
like  to  settle.  Where  did  that  old  hair-trimk 
come  from  ?  How  did  it  get  in  this  house  ?  Who 
owned  it  before  you  did?" 

"I  can  answer  that,"  replied  Margaret,  "for  I 
asked  Mother  about  it  the  other  night.  I  did  it 
in  a  roundabout  sort  of  way,  so  she  would  n't 
suspect  why  I  wanted  to  know  or  think  it  queer 
that  I  asked.  She  said  it  belonged  to  Father. 
He  told  her  once  that  a  friend  of  his.  a  sea- 
captain,  had  given  it  to  him  years  ago.  The 
captain  said  it  was  an  heirloom  that  had  been  in 
the  family  many  years.  .\n  ancestor  of  his  had 
found  it  in  a  vessel  that  had  been  wrecked,  and 
had  been  floating  around  for  several  months— a 
"derelict,'  Mother  called  it.  This  old  captain  said 
it  was  so  handy  and  substantial  that  he  had  car- 
ried it  with  him  on  all  his  voyages.  But  as  he 
was  n't  going  to  sail  any  more,  and  had  n't  any 
children  to  leave  it  to,  he  gave  it  to  Father." 

"Well,  at  least  it  explains  one  thing— how  this 
strange  book  came  to  be  in  your  house,"  mused 
Corinne.  "But  it  does  n't  help  a  bit  about  un- 
raveling the  rest  of  the  mystery,  after  all.  Now, 
the  next  thing  is  to  go  over  all  this  writing  care- 
fullv,  and  see  if  we  can   find  anvthing  we  've 
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overlooked  that  might  be  a  chie.  Oh,  girls,  I 
wish  you  'd  let  me  show  this  to  Father  !  He  'd 
be  so  interested,  and  perhaps  he  could  help  us 
with  it.  too  !" 

"Well,  as  far  as  I  'ni  concerned,  you  're  wel- 


meant  to  her  shut- 


She  was  so  earnest  and  so  pathetic  in  her  ap- 
peal, that  not  one  of  the  others  had  the  heart  to 
deny  her  request,  knowing,  as  they  did.  what  the 
little  club  and  its  absorbingly  interesting  secret 
in,  circumscribed  life. 

"\'ery  well,  honey!  We 
will  do  just  as  you  say !" 
agreed  Corinne,  giving  her  a 
hug.  "Now  let  's  read  this 
whole  thing  over,  and  see  if 
we  can  unearth  a  clue." 

They  started  once  tnore  at 
the  beginning,  reading  slowly 
and  thoughtfully  through  the 
strange  record  till  they  came 
again  to  the  allusion  "The 
Lass  of  Richmond  Hill." 
Suddenly  Margaret  inter- 
rupted : 

"I    've 
thini 
part 


■'THIS  IS  PERFECTLY  ;l/-</i/>£A'/A'C./  TO    UAVE   IT    LEAVE    OFF    IN    SUCH  A  PLACE 


come  to,"  answered  Bess,  and  Jess  nodded  her 
head  vigorously  in  assent.  But  Margaret  cried 
out  pleadingly: 

"Oh.  no,  no.  Corinne  !  Don't  do  that  yet !  It 
would  spoil  all  our  lovely  secret  society  to  have 
grown  folks  know  about  it !  Let  's  wait  awhile 
and  see  what  we  can  do  ourselves.  And  then  if 
we  find  we  can't  make  any  headway,  I  '11  consent 
to  telling  Corinne's  father." 


some- 


thought    of 
!     I  lay  awake  a  good 
of    last    night,    because 


my  back  was  hurting  me,  and 
I  had  a  chance  to  think  of 
things  rather  hard.  And 
then,  some  things  we  un- 
earthed to-day  and  what 
Corinne  found  out  about 
that  old  song  made  this  idea 
pop  into  my  head  just  now. 
You  remember  she  said  the 
song  was  written  about  1770 
and  was  a  favorite  of  George 
the  Third?  That  made  me 
think  of  the  Revolution.  And 
then  I  suddenly  remembered 
what  Alison  had  said  about 
'rebels.'  Girls,  you  can  take 
my  word  for  it  — all  this 
thing  happened  right  here  in 
America,  and  during  the 
Revolutionary  War !  Can't 
you  see  it  ?" 

Corinne  sat  up  very 
straight  for  a  moment.  Then 
she  burst  out : 

"We  're  a  pack  of  lunatics 
—  all  but  Margaret !  She  's  the  only  one  that  's  got 
a  grain  of  common  sense  !  Of  course  it  was  dur- 
ing the  Revolution  — every  other  word  Alison  says 
points  to  it !  And  that  being  the  case,  the  rest  is 
easy  !  Good-by  !  I  'm  going  straight  home  to 
look  up  Revolutionary  history  I" 

And  flinging  on  her  hat  and  coat,  without  fur- 
ther ceremony  of  farewell,  she  was  off,  leaving 
the  three  staring  speechlessly  after  her! 


(To  be  cotiititited.) 


Through  the  gates  my  lady-mother,  mounted  on  her  palfrey  white. 
Lightly  rode  with  all  her  maidens ;  and  the  long  plumes  nodded  bright 
Where  my  father  and  his  huntsmen  held  a  council  on  the  day. 
On  a  sudden  came  the  signal :  "All  to  saddle  !    Ho,  away !" 

Long  we  watched  them  from  the  terrace  as  they  rode— a  glittering  train. 
(Griflet  is  my  father's  jester;  I  am  little  Prince  Beaumain). 
Glittering  and  gay  they  vanished,  and  they  never  looked  behind ; 
But  I  threw  my  kisses  after,  handfuls  blowing  down  the  wind. 

Then  it  seemed  so  lonely:  "Griflet,  what  shall  we  do,  you  and  I? 
Even  the  wind  is  going  hunting;  —  see  the  brown  leaves  flutter  by." 
Griflet  always  knows  an  answer :  "I  will  tell  you  what  we  '11  do : 
All  the  world  has  gone  a-hunting.  and  we  '11  go  a-hunting.  too !" 
So  we  set  off  for  the  forest,  where  the  beeches,  copper  red. 
Flung  their  leaves  on  pools  of  sapphire  —  "dryad  mirrors,"  Griflet  said. 
Then  he  whistled,  oh,  so  softly  sweet !  and  birds  came  fluttering  near, 
And  all  little  wild  things  followed.    \\'here  lie  hunts  there  is  no  fear. 

Suddenly  across  the  stillness  came  a  silver  trumpet-call : 
"  'T  is  the  hunt !"  we  cried,  and  lightly  ran  to  see  what  might  befall, 

When  a  brown  streak  came  quick-flashing  down  along  the  highroad  there. 

Blindly  to  my  arms  upleaping— 't  was  a  little  hunted  hare. 

Sore  amazed,  it  nestled  closely  and  there  lay,  afraid  to  stir. 
"Rest  you  safely,  little  soft  one  !''  and  we  gently  stroked  its  fur. 

Till  we  heard  the  dogs'  deep  baying.     "Quick,  we  '11  throw  them  off  the  scent !" 

Griflet  took  us  both  upon  his  back  and  through  the  stream  we  went. 

In  a  leafy  covert  hidden  close,  we  watched  the  hunt  sweep  past. 
Weary  from  the  day's  hard  riding,  with  the  quarry  lost  at  last. 
Up  and  down  they  looked,  and  forward,  but  they  never  looked  behind, 
Where  at  last  the  little  rabliit  scurried  hcimcward  like  the  wind. 

At  the  gates  we  met  the  huntsmen:  "Sooth,  it  was  a  sorry  day! 
By  some  curious  mischance  we  let  the  quarry  get  away." 
But  they  laughed  loud  as  they  listened  — heard  the  whole  adventure  through: 
"Certes,  you  are  better  hunters  !    .After  this,  we  '11  hunt  with  you  !" 

Clara  Piatt  Meadowcroft. 
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THE  GREAT  WAR 

No  sooner  had  the  Great  \\'ar  begun  than  men 
began  to  talk  about  when  it  would  end.  At  first 
a  great  many  people  were  of  the  opinion  that  it 
would  last  only  a  few  weeks,  or  a  few  months  at 
most,  for  it  did  not  seem  possible  to  prolong  a 
war  where  the  machines  of  death  are  so  power- 
ful and  destructive  as  they  are  in  these  times. 
But  those  who  held  this  belief  soon  found  they 
were  mistaken.  After  the  conflict  had  raged  for 
several  months,  it  was  seen  plainly  enough  that 
a  long  war  under  modern  conditions  "was  possi- 
ble. Then  it  was  said  that  the  war  might  last  a 
year.  Few  believed  that  the  awful  strife  could 
last  beyond  this  limit.  In  Great  Britain,  how- 
ever, the  outlook,  almost  from  the  beginning,  was 
for  a  war  that  would  continue  much  longer  than 
a  year.  British  statesmen  declared  that  Germany 
must  be  decisively  defeated,  and  military  experts 
said  that  it  would  require  at  least  three  years  to 
bring  that  mighty  nation  to  terms.  .So  the  peo- 
ple of  Great  Britain  were  given  to  understand 
that  they  must  prepare  for  a  three-year  struggle. 
Nearly  half  of  the  three  years  has  now  passed, 
and,  if  we  are  to  believe  the  war  critics,  the  Brit- 
ish view  of  the  duration  of  the  war  was  not  far 
from  correct.  They  say  that  the  war  will  be  de- 
cided by  "attrition"  — that  is,  it  will  be  brought 
to  an  end  by  a  process  of  wearing  out.  Which 
side  will  be  worn  out  first,  the  .\llies  or  the  Teu- 
tons? If  two  stones  of  the  same  consistency,  but 
of  unequal  size,  are  rubbed  together  long  enough, 
in  time  the  larger  stone  will  grind  the  smaller 
stone  into  dust.  In  much  the  same  way,  say  the 
war  critics,  will  the  process  of  attrition  work  in 
the  case  of  the  Great  War.  The  victory  will  go 
to  the  side  that  has  the  greater  resources  in 
wealth  and  in  men  able  to  bear  arms.     Since  the 


total  resources  of  the  .\llies  in  such  men  is  about 
27,000,000  and  the  total  of  the  Teutons  about 
12,000,000,  the  conclusion  is  that  the  Teutons 
will  be  worn  out  first.  And  ivhcn  will  they  be 
worn  out  ?  The  critics  have  an  answer  to  this 
question  also.  They  say  that  if  the  present  mili- 
tary plans  of  the  warring  nations  are  carried  out 
and  the  process  of  attrition  continues  as  at  pres- 
ent, the  Teutons  will  have  3,500,000  men  in  the 
field  by  April  i,  1916,  but  will  have  no  reserves 
to  draw  upon,  while  the  Allies  at  that  time  will 
have  more  than  5,000,000  men  in  the  field  and 
will  have  plenty  of  reserves  to  draw  upon.  About 
April  I,  then,  the  Teutons,  according  to  this  view, 
will  begin  to  weaken  because  they  will  have  no 
new  men  to  fill  up  their  ranks.  The  fighting  will 
go  on  for  several  months,  but  all  the  time  the 
Allies  will  be  making  gains.     By  September  or 
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October  the  Teutons  will  begin  to  retreat  from 
Flanders,  and  France,  and  Russia:  and  after  they 
have  once  begun  to  retreat,  the  war  will  be 
brought  to  an  end  in  double-quick  time.  So,  if 
we  accept  this  view  of  the  critics,  we  may  expect 
the  Great  War  to  end  in  the  autumn  of  1916. 
But  it  must  be  remembered  that  this  is  the  opin- 
ion of  war  critics  who  are  favorable  to  the  Al- 
lies.    War  critics  in  Germany,  of  course,  look  at 
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the  matter  in  a  very  different  way.     W'hatever  to  be  known  as  the  citizen  army  or  continental 

may  be  the  outcome  of  the  war,  it  is  certain  that  army.     The  citizen  army  is  to  be  raised  in  three 

the  process  of  attrition  is  going  on  with  terrible  years  at  the  rate  of  133,000  men  each  year.    The 

resuhs.     What  it  will  do  for  Europe  if  it  con-  citizen-soldier  is  to  enlist  for  three  years  with 

tinues  at  its  present  rate  until  April  i,  1916,  is  the  colors,  and  then   is  to  be  on   furlough   for 

shown   by   the   following   estimate,   made   by  the  three  years.    While  he  is  with  the  colors,  he  is  to 

distinguished  war-writer,  Mr.  Frank  H.  Simonds,  spend  a  certain  portion  of  each  year  in  camp  and 

to   include   all   those   that   will  have  been   killed,  receive  military  training.     While  he  is  on   fur- 

those   that    will    have   been   captured,    and   those  lough,  he  is  to  have  no  military  duty  except  to 

that  will  have  been  permanently  disabled.  return  promptly  to  the  colors  in  time  of  war  or 

when  war  is  threatened.     The  continental  army 

^^™^">' 5450,000  jg  jQ  ^^  recruited  territorially,  each  State  con- 

^^  '^''^ 3,  00,000  tributing  a  number  of  soldiers  according  to   its 

^■■^"'^'^ 2,450,000  population.    Thus  the  State  of  New  York,  which 

^"^^'^      .• 6,000,000  j^^g  one-tenth   of   the   population   of  the   United 

Great  Britam 1,250,000  States,  will  be  asked  to  furnish  40,000  men  ;  Ohio, 

"^'y 730'°oo  ^,jth    one-twentieth    of    the    population,    will    be 

Total 19,700,000  asked  to  furnish  20,000  men.     The  President  does 

not  plan  to  increase  the  National  Guard,  but  he 

Thus,   according  to   Mr.   Simonds,   if   the   war  wishes  the  number  of  men  in  the  regular  army 

goes  on  for  a  few  months  longer,  nearly  half  the  to  be  raised  to   140,000.     So  if  the   President's 

men  of  military  age  in  Europe  will  have  disap-  plans  are  carried  out,  we  shall  have  a  National 

peared  from  the  ranks.     In  the  meanwhile,  the  Guard  of  130.000  men,  a  regular  army  of  140.000 

neutral  nations  look  on  horrified,  but  helpless.  men,    and   a    continental    army   of   400,000   men. 

This  will   give   a  total   fighting-force  of  670,000 

PT  AMc;   FOR     \    «Tr    ARAfV  """'•    '^°  *''*'  """''  °^  '^^  average  American  citi- 

In  The  Watch  Tower  for  September  it  was  said  tain  in  times  of  peace.     Yet  many  people  think 

that  President  Wilson  would  probably  ask  Con-  it  is  not  half  big  enough.    Ask  army  officers  how 

gress  to  give  him  a  much  larger  army  than  the  large  our  army  ought  to  be,  and  they  will  tell  you 

one  we  have  now;  for  while  the  President  is  the  that  we  need  in  times  of  peace  a  fighting-force  of 

commander-in-chief  of  the  army,  it  is  Congress  more  than  1,000,000  men.     For  example,  the  offi- 

that    gives   him   an   army   to   command.      Not    a  cers  of  the  War  College   in   Washington  would 

single  soldier  can  be  enrolled  without  the  author-  like  to  have  a  regular,  fully  trained  army  of  500,- 

ity  of  Congress.     Early  in  November  the  Presi-  000  men,  and  in  addition  a  citizen  army  of  1,000,- 

dent  did  what  it  was  generally  expected  he  would  000  men.    That  is  to  say,  the  War  College  plans 

do:   he    came   out    strongly   for   an   army   vastly  for  a  fighting-force   of   1,500,000   soldiers.      But 

larger  than  any  we  have  ever  had  in  times  of  the  President  does  not  agree  with  the  plans  of 

peace.     At  present,  our  regular  army  consists  of  the   War  College.     The  cost  of   the   President's 

about  100,000  enlisted  men  and  5000  ofificers.     In  jjlan   will   add  about  $80,000,000   to   the  bill    for 

addition   to  this,  there  is  in  almost  every  State  military  expenses.     If  this  additional  expense  is 

an  organized  and  trained  body  of  soldiers  known  met   by   increasing  the   income   tax,   all   persons 

as  the  militia  or  national  guard.    In  some  of  the  who  pay  an  income  tax  will  hereafter  have  to 

States  the  organized  militia  consists  of  a  very  pay  more  than  twice  as  much  as  they  have  been 

considerable  body  of  soldiers.     For  example,  the  paying.     The  most  costly  thing  in  the  world  is 

National  Guard  of  New  York  consists  of  more  war;  next  to  that  is  preparation  for  war. 
than  16,000  men;  that  of  Pennsylvania,  of  more 
than  10.000  men;  that  of  Illinois,  of  about  6000 

men.     The  total  number  of  men  and  officers  en-  UiNCLE,    sAiM  S   LXPENSES 

rolled  in  the  National  Guard  in  all  the  States  is  Every  year,  several  weeks  before  the  opening  of 

about  130,000.     Since  this  organized  militia  may  Congress  in  December,  the  heads  of  the  great 

be  called  upon  by  the  President  to  do  service  in  departments  at  Washington  are  busy  preparing 

driving  back  an  invader,  we  may  say  that  at  pres-  estimates  for  the  amount  of  money  which  will  be 

ent    our    organized    fighting-force— the    regular  needed  during  the  coming  year  for  the  support 

army  and  the  National  Guard  combined  — consists  of  the  National  Government.     Each  of  the  secre- 

of  nearly  240,000  men.     Now  it  is  the  plan  of  the  taries  prepares  a  detailed  statement  of  the  amount 

President  to  add  to  this  force  about  400,000  men  needed  by  his  own  department  and  submits  this 
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statement  to  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury.  The 
preparation  of  these  estimates  is  a  laborious  task, 
for  in  the  larger  departments  there  are  many 
thousands  of  items  of  expenses,  which  must  be 
looked  after  and  carefully  tabulated.  Xo  expen- 
diture, however  small  or  insignificant,  is  left  out. 
The  Secretary  of  the  Treasury  takes  the  state- 
ments presented  to  him  by  the  different  depart- 
ments and  prepares  what  is  called  the  "Book  of 
Estimates,"  an  enormous  volume  containing  thou- 
sands of  pages,  showing  in  detail  all  the  needs  of 
the  government  for  the  next  fiscal  (financial) 
year.  The  fiscal  year  of  the  National  Govern- 
ment begins  July  i  and  extends  to  the  next  July 
I.  Thus  the  estimates  which  are  made  this  au- 
tumn are  for  the  expenses  which  will  have  to 
be  met  between  July  i,  1916,  and  July  i,  1917. 
At  the  opening  of  Congress  the  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury  submits  to  that  body  his  "Book  of  Es- 
timates "  But  it  is  one  thing  to  prepare  these 
figures,  and  quite  another  thing  to  get  the  money; 
for  what  the  expenses  shall  really  be  are  deter- 
mined by  Congress.  Not  a  dollar  can  be  spent 
without  the  consent  of  the  lawmaking  depart- 
ment. Congress,  therefore,  takes  the  "Book  of 
Estimates"  and  does  with  it  what  it  pleases.  It 
accepts  some  of  the  estimates  as  they  stand,  some 
of  them  it  raises,  some  it  lowers,  and  some  it 
strikes  out  altogether. 

This  year  the  country  opened  its  eyes  with 
surprise  when  it  saw  the  amount  that  Congress 
will  be  asked  to  appropriate  for  the  next  fiscal 
year.  The  total  of  the  estimates  made  for  the 
support  of  all  the  ten  great  departments  amounts 
to  about  $1,240,000,000.  Never  before  in  times 
of  peace  has  Congress  been  asked  to  appropriate 
so  large  a  sum— about  $150,000,000  greater  than 
the  actual  expenses  of  last  year.  The  Secretary 
of  the  Treasury  and  the  Secretary  of  War  ask 
for  $400,000,000  for  the  support  of  the  Army  and 
Navy.  Last  year  the  Army  and  Navy  together 
cost  about  $250,000,000.  Thus  the  big  figure  $1,- 
240.000,000  is  easily  explained :  Congress  will  be 
asked  to  expend  an  extra  $150,000,000  on  the 
Army  and  Navy.  The  people  of  the  country  will 
be  deeply  interested  in  what  Congress  does  with 
this  estimate— will  it  be  accepted  as  it  stands, 
will  it  be  increased,  or  will  it  be  cut  down? 

THE  :meamng  of  the 

RECENT  ELECTIONS 

In  years  preceding  a  presidential  campaign  the 
elections  are  always  watched  with  keen  interest, 
because  they  often  show  which  way  the  political 
wind  is  blowing.  This  year,  however,  the  elec- 
tion gives  us  very  little  help  in  forecasting  the 


results  of  the  presidential  battle  of  next  year. 
It  is  true,  leaders  in  both  of  the  great  parties 
expressed  themselves  as  being  greatly  pleased 
with  the  outcome  of  the  November  election,  but 
it  is  hard  to  see  why  any  of  the  political  parties 
has  much  reason  for  rejoicing.  The  only  States 
in  which  there  was  a  real  contest  between  the 
two  great  parties  were  r^Iassachusetts,  ^Maryland, 
and  Kentucky,  and  in  each  of  these  States  the 
outcome  of  the  election  was  determined  by  local 
issues  and  by  matters  that  had  but  little  to  do 
with  national  politics.  In  Massachusetts  a  Re- 
publican governor  was  elected  to  succeed  a  Dem- 
ocrat. But  this  victory  for  the  Republicans  in 
Massachusetts  was  offset  by  a  similar  victory  for 
the  Democrats  in  Maryland,  for  in  that  State  a 
Democratic  governor  was  elected  to  succeed  a 
Republican.  In  Kentucky  the  Democrats  elected 
a  governor,  but  the  vote  was  so  very  close  that 
the  victorious  party  had  nothing  to  boast  of.  So 
as  far  as  the  actual  results  in  these  three  States 
are  concerned,  the  election  had  no  important 
meaning.  Still,  in  one  respect  the  voting  seemed 
to  have  a  bearing  upon  the  campaign  which  is  just 
ahead  of  us:  the  Progressive  vote,  which  in  1912 
was  so  very  large,  was  this  year  very  small.  In 
Massachusetts,  where  the  Progressive  party  in 
1 912  polled  nearly  150,000  votes,  the  Progressive 
vote  in  November  was  only  about  7.000— about 
one  in  fifty  of  the  total  number  of  votes  cast. 
And  so  it  was  in  other  States,  — the  Progressive 
party  seemed  to  have  been  swallowed  up  by  the 
other  parties.  This  falling  off  of  the  Progressive 
vote  was  pleasing  to  the  Republicans,  for  it  gave 
them  reason  to  hope  that  the  Progressives  next 
year  will  return  to  the  Republican  party,  the 
party  from  which  most  Progressives  were  drawn. 
The  most  interesting  feature  of  the  election  in 
November  was  the  vote  on  the  question  of  wo- 
man suffrage.  In  Massachusetts.  New  York,  and 
Pennsylvania  constitutional  amendments  grant- 
ing suffrage  to  women  on  an  equal  footing  with 
men  were  voted  upon.  The  campaign  in  favor 
of  the  amendments  was  conducted  on  a  large 
scale  and  in  a  spirited  and  effective  manner.  The 
women  who  worked  for  the  suffrage  cause  dis- 
played remarkable  political  skill.  But  the  amend- 
ments were  defeated  in  every  case.  In  Massa- 
chusetts the  vote  was  in  the  proportion  of  about 
two  to  one  against ;  in  New  York  about  four  to 
three  against;  in  Pennsylvania  about  six  to  five 
against.  .Although  the  champions  of  equal  suffrage 
were  disappointed,  they  were  not  discouraged.  No 
sooner  had  they  heard  of  their  defeat  than  they 
declared  that  the  fight  would  go  on  until  the  vic- 
tory was  won.  In  truth,  the  friends  of  equal 
suffrage  had  no  cause  to  be  discouraged  by  the 
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results  of  the  election,  for  the  number  of  votes 
cast  for  equal  suffrage  in  the  three  States  made 
a  total  of  more  than  1,000,000.  This  is  a  greater 
number  of  votes  than  were  cast  for  the  Republi- 
can party  in  these  States  in  the  election  of  1912. 

THE  LABORER  IS  WORTHY 
OF  HIS  HIRE 

Under  our  political  system  the  National  Govern- 
ment has  very  little  to  do  with  the  affairs  of  la- 
boring men.  Congress,  it  is  true,  can  make  laws 
regulating  the  employment  of  the  men  who  work 
for  railroads  and  telegraph  companies  doing 
liusiness  in  two  or  more  States,  for  it  has 
power  to  regulate  interstate  commerce,  but,  out- 
side of  that,  most  of  the  laws  relating  to  labor 
matters  are  made  by  the  legislatures  of  the  dif- 
ferent States.  In  recent  years  State  legislatures 
have  been  doing  a  great  deal  to  improve  the  con- 
ditions of  wage-earners.  Among  the  many  laws 
passed  for  the  benefit  of  toilers,  the  one  most 
far-reaching  in  importance  is  the  miuiiiium-wagc 
law.  Within  the  last  three  years  laws  known  as 
minimum-wage  laws  have  been  passed  in  eleven 
States— Massachusetts,  Oregon,  Utah,  Washing- 
ton. Nebraska,  Minnesota,  Colorado,  California, 
Wisconsin,  Kansas,  and  Arkansas.  What  is  a 
minimum-wage  law?  It  is  a  law  which  fi.xes  the 
least  wage  that  an  employer  may  lawfully  give 
to  an  employee.  Thus  the  minimum-wage  law  of 
Utah  makes  it  unlawful  for  any  regular  employer 
of  female  workers  to  give  a  grown  woman,  ex- 
perienced in  the  work  for  which  she  is  employed, 
less  than  $1.25  per  day.  On  what  basis  is  the 
minimum  wage  fixed?  It  must  be  a  living  wage, 
large  enough  to  enable  the  worker  to  live  in  a 
decent  and  comfortable  manner.  For  example, 
the  minimum-wage  law  of  Oregon  requires  that 
every  woman  worker  of  average  ordinary  abil- 
ity shall  be  paid  a  wage  sufficient  for  her  to  meet 
the  necessary  cost  of  living  and  maintain  herself 
in  health.  In  most  of  the  States  having  mini- 
mum-wage laws  there  is  a  State  commission 
whose  duty  it  is  to  determine  just  what  the  mini- 
mum wage  shall  be.  In  Oregon  last  year  this 
commission  determined,  after  a  careful  investi- 
gation had  been  made,  that  all  experienced  grown 
women  employed  in  retail  stores  in  the  city  of 
Portland  must  receive  not  less  than  $9.25  a  week, 
and  that  all  employed  in  the  State  outside  of 
Portland  must  receive  not  less  than  $8.25  a  week. 
In  fixing  the  rate,  the  commission  paid  no  atten- 
tion to  the  interests  of  the  merchants  who  employ 
the  women ;  it  simply  found  out  what  was  the 
minimum  amount  upon  which  a  self-supporting 
woman  could  subsist  in  health  and  comfort  and 


fixed  this  amount  as  the  minimum  rate  to  be  paid. 
Minimum-wage  laws  have  been  in  operation  in 
New  Zealand  and  Australia  for  a  good  many 
years,  and  in  these  countries  they  seem  to  have 
resulted  in  good  for  the  workers.  In  Great  Brit- 
ain, also,  the  law  provides  for  a  minimum  wage 
in  certain  occupations.  In  foreign  countries  the 
minimum-wage  laws  apply  to  men  as  well  as  to 
women  and  children,  but  in  this  country  they 
apply  thus  far  only  to  women  and  minors.  Mini- 
mum-wage laws  in  the  United  States  have  been 
on  the  statute  books  for  such  a  short  time  that 
as  yet  we  can  tell  very  little  about  them;  they  are 
still  an  experiment.  Will  they  be  a  successful  ex- 
periment? In  future  numbers  of  The  Watch 
Tower  we  shall  doubtless  have  occasion  to  an- 
swer this  question. 

BOOKER  T.  WASHINGTON 

When  Booker  T.  Washington,  the  President  of 
Tuskegee  Institute,  passed  away  on  November  14, 
the  negro  race  lost  its  greatest  leader,  the  teach- 
ing profession  one  of  its  ablest  representatives, 
and  the  nation  one  of  its  most  useful  citizens. 
The  life  of  Dr.  Washington  shows  in  a  striking 
manner  that  in  America  the  door  of  opportunity 
stands  wide  open  to  any  person  who  has  industry 
and  talent  and  real  w'orth.  Here  was  a  man  who 
rose  from  the  obscure  and  humble  condition  of  a 
negro  slave  to  an  honorable  position  among  the 
highest  in  the  land.  He  w-as  born  in  \'irginia 
about  1858,  the  exact  date  of  his  birth  being  un- 
known even  to  himself.  His  mother  had  given 
him  the  name  of  Booker  Taliaferro  and  to  this 
he  himself  added  "Washington"  out  of  admira- 
tion for  our  first  president.  His  early  childhood 
was  spent  at  hard  work ;  but  while  at  work,  he 
was  always  trying  to  improve  his  mind  in  every 
way  he  could.  At  the  age  of  thirteen  he  entered 
Hampton  Institute,  where  he  was  graduated  in 
1875.  From  Dartmouth  College  he  received,  in 
1901.  the  degree  of  LL.D. 

.\fter  having  taught  for  several  years  he  was 
chosen,  in  1881,  as  the  principal  of  the  Tuskegee 
Institute,  in  Alabama.  This  was  a  new  institu- 
tion founded  for  the  purpose  of  training  negroes 
to  become  useful  citizens.  When  Dr.  Washing- 
ton took  charge  at  Tuskegee.  the  only  school- 
house  was  a  shanty,  he  had  only  one  assistant- 
teacher,  and  his  school  consisted  of  thirty  pupils. 
But  under  his  direction  it  grew  in  a  wonderful 
manner.  Gifts  to  the  Institute  flowed  in.  new 
buildings  were  erected,  and  the  number  of  pupils 
increased  rapidly.  To-day,  Tuskegee  has  180 
teachers,  more  than  1500  students,  and  possesses 
property  worth  more  than  $2,000,000. 
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Dr.  Washington's  work  at  Tuskegee  was  in- 
deed great,  but  his  greatest  service  was  rendered 
outside  the  Institute  among  the  people  of  his 
race.  For  some  years  after  the  negroes  were  set 
free  they  did  not  know— and  no  wonder— how  to 
use  their  freedom  to  the  best  advantage  to  them- 
selves. Their  ideas  of  education  were  especially 
at  fault.  They  wanted  to  learn  Latin,  and  Greek, 
and  the  higher  mathematics,  and  other  subjects 
taught  in  the  colleges  of  white  men.  Dr.  Wash- 
ington did  not  believe  that  that  kind  of  education 


to  earn  a  living  on  the  farm  and  in  the  shop.  His 
idea  was  that  by  labor  and  thrift  the  negro  would 
acquire  property,  and  that  property  would  bring 
respect  and  position.  He  therefore  went  among 
the  negroes  in  all  parts  of  the  South  and  urged 
them  to  abandon  such  studies  as  Latin  and  Greek 
and  give  their  attention  to  manual  and  industrial 
training.  A  few  of  the  colored  people  felt  that 
he  was  right,  but  many  felt  that  he  was  wrong. 
They  regarded  manual  labor  as  menial  labor,  and 
they   were   afraid   that   an    industrial    education 
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was  best  for  the  colored  people.  He  once  said 
that  the  saddest  sight  he  ever  witnessed  in  his 
life  was  a  class  of  negro  girls  in  a  Georgia  school 
studying  Greek.  He  believed  that  the  best  edu- 
cation for  his  people  was  one  that  would  train 
their  hands  as  well  as  their  minds  and  fit  thcin 


would  keep  them  what  they  had  always  been— 
"hewers  of  wood  and  drawers  of  water."  Dr. 
Washington  at  first  made  for  himself  many  ene- 
mies by  his  teachings;  but  as  time  goes  on,  the 
colored  people  probably  are  coming  more  and 
more  to  believe  that  he  was  right. 


Marie-Laure  sat  in  the  doorway  of  the  little 
peasant  cottage  where  she  was  living  with  her 
grandfather  and  grandmother ;  that  is.  the  family 
occupied  half  of  the  cottage  and  their  cattle  the 
other  half. 

Marie-Laure's  head  was  bent  low  over  her  em- 
broidery. She  smiled  now  and  then  as  she 
selected  a  length  of  white  linen  floss  from  the 
little  pile  of  gay  colors  beside  her,  or  as  she  held 
off  her  work  to  look  at  it,  or  when  she  thought  of 
what  the  young  commissioner  had  said  the  day 
before  at  the  grand  celebration  where  all  the 
Belgian  peasants  had  gone— whole  families  of 
them— to  send  thanks  to  America  for  all  its 
kindness  to  Belgium. 

What  a  beautiful  flour-bag  had  been  jjainted  by 
the  boy  artist  living  not  far  away  !  It  showed 
the  village  of  Marche,  with  its  little  white  church 
and  the  tops  of  houses.  RIarie-I,aure  would  have 
known  it  anywhere  !  Three  times  in  her  life  she 
had  walked  with  her  grandparents  through  this 
village,  and  she  would  never  forget  it,  for  it  was 
the  largest  and  most  beautiful  place  she  ever  had 
seen. 

How  wonderful  of  the  young  artist  to  paint 
right  on  a  flour-bag  just  as  if  it  were  a  piece  of 
canvas!  But  still  more  wonderful  to  paint  half 
the  picture  so  true.  —  the  little  village  of  Marche 
bathed    in    sunshine,  — and   then    to    imagine    the 
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rest,  and  with  his  brush  put  an  airship 
up  in  the  blue  sky  just  as  if  it  really 
were  there,  with  the  beautiful  Ameri- 
can flag  flying  from  it  and  a  man  in  the 
monoplane  dropping  down  bags  on  which 
were  printed  the  words  "Flour,"  "Rice," 
"Gold."     Then,  too,  he  had  painted  a  bar- 
rel  and   some  large  boxes   falling  down  on   the 
village  below.    These  were  unmarked,  and  Marie- 
Laure  was  wondering  what  was  in  them.     Bis- 
cuits, it  might  be,  and  cakes  — perhaps  even  some 
of  the  bonbons  like  those  the  American  children 
had  sent  over  to  the  Belgian  children  at  Christ- 
mas I     This   was  one   of  the   times   that   Marie- 
Laure  smiled. 

The  young  commissioner,  as  he  held  up  the 
bag,  had  said  it  was  wonderfully  done  and  that 
he  would  take  it  back  with  him  to  America. 

Marie-Laure  sighed  as  she  threaded  another 
needle  with  white.  She  was  sorry  the  young 
commissioner  was  going  back  to  America.  Still, 
America  had  seemed  quite  near  since  her  Ameri- 
can clothes  had  come  and  since  she  had  sent  a 
letter  to  the  little  girl  over  there,  thanking  her 
for  them.  This  little  unknown  American  friend 
had  sent  her  photograph,  too,  in  the  package, 
and  that  was  why  Marie-Laure  had  yesterday 
worn  on  her  hair  a  very  large  white  bow  of 
American  ribbon,  tied  in  the  very  same  way  as  in 
the  picture.  But  that  was  of  course  only  for  very 
great  occasions,  like  the  fete  for  the  Commission 
of  Relief  for  Belgium.  She  did  not  know  when 
she  would  again  be  allowed  to  wear  the  white 
bow.  Perhaps  never  on  her  hair,  for  her  grand- 
mother had  said  the  night  before,  as  she  care- 
fully untied  it  and  laid  it  away,  that  so  much 
ribbon  would  look  much  better  tied  about  IMarie- 
Laure's  waist  as  a  sash. 

But  just  now   Marie-Laure   looked   what  she 
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really  was— a  little  Belgian  peasant  child  in  her 
own  simple  frock,  her  hair  tightly  braided,  and 
she  sitting  up  very  prim  with  her  needle  at  the 
door  of  the  cottage  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning 
sunshine.  She  wondered  if  her  little  American 
friend  were  sewing  too  at  that  early  hour.  Prob- 
ably she  was,  Marie-Laure  decided,  and  making 
clothes  for  Belgium's  children.  Here  Marie- 
Laure  smiled  again.  It  was  nice  to  feel  American 
children  so  near  and  so  kind. 

She  threaded  another  needle  with  white  and 
began  to  embroider  faster.  A  messenger  would 
soon  be  coming  for  her  work.  Who  would  come 
for  it?  she  wondered.  Perhaps — and  for  a  mo- 
ment she  stopped  in  her  work  to  think  of  a  won- 
derful possibility,  then  shook  her  little  tightly 
braided  head  as  though  such  a  messenger  were 
quite  impossible. 

Her  thoughts  went  back  again  to  the  afternoon 
before,  to  the  painted  bag  of  the  boy  artist  and  to 
the  various  other  empty  bags  that  the  women  and 
children  of  Belgium  had  embroidered  in  grati- 
tude to  the  people  of  the  United  States,  who 
awhile  before  had  sent  these  very  bags  full  of 
meal  and  flour  to  starving  Belgium.     Manv,  manv 


bags  were  shown,  and  the  people  would  clap  their 
hands  and  cheer  the  ones  they  most  liked. 

And  when  Alarie-Laure's  bag  was  held  up. 
there  were  the  words  on  it  that  she  had  been 
embroidering  for  weeks : 


VlcxA^Jl^  -^a-^-uJl^ 


J    '^CLA^    (kU^ 


They  were  in  large  red  letters,  and  the  people 
could  see  them  quite  plainly.  There  were  also 
embroidered  at  the  top  the  flag  of  the  United 
States,  in  red,  white,  and  blue,  and  the  flag  of 
Belgium,  in  black,  yellow,  and  red.  The  two  flags 
were  crossed.  The  crowd  cheered  loudly  as  they 
saw  this,  and  a  few  — oh,  a  very,  very  few  — who 
knew  Marie-Laure  looked  at  her  and  smiled. 


THE    t'li.^bANT    F.AMILV    HAD    BEEN    KuLSEU    bV     THE    iuLNU    OF   AN    AU  TOMOBU-E. 
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Her  grandparents  were  very  proud  of  Marie- 
Laure,  sitting  at  their  side,  as  the  young  commis- 
sioner said  he  would  take  this  bag  to  America  and 
show  it  to  many  boys  and  girls.  He  added :  "On 
this  I  find  pinned  a  letter  from  the  little  girl  who 
embroidered  the  bag.  I  should  like  to  read  it  to 
you."  He  waited  a  moment  until  the  crowd  was 
more  quiet  and  then  read:  "  'If 
I  were  a  bird,  I  would  come 
and  fly  over  your  village  and 
sing  very  loudly  my  gratitude 
for  all  the  good  things  you 
have  sent  me  and  my  country 
to  eat.'  " 

Then  the  people  laughed  a 
great  deal  and  clapped  their 
hands  very  loudly,  and  some 
persons  near  Marie-Laure 
motioned  to  her  grandfather 
to  hold  her  up.  So  he  raised 
Marie-Laure  high  in  his  arms, 
and  some  people  saw  her,  and 
some  could  see  only  the  big 
white  bow,  but  everybody 
cried  :  "Bravo  !    Bravo  !" 

Now,  though  Marie-Laure 
was  more  important  this  day 
than  she  ever  had  been  in  her 
life  or  was  likely  ever  to  be 
again,  her  little  heart  was 
very  sad.  The  young  commis- 
sioner had  made  an  address  to 
the  assembled  peasants  before 
he  exhibited  the  bags,  and 
from  something  he  had  said 
Marie-Laure  saw  that  her  bag 
was  not  finished.  It  needed 
some  more  stitches,  some  very 
important  stitches.  Could  she 
ever  get  her  bag  back  again 
and  add  these  ? 

So  while  the  people  were 
saying  "Bravo  I  Bravo  !"  Ma- 
rie-Laure was  not  thinking  of 
them  at  all,  but  was  straining 
from  her  grandfather's  arms 
for  a  sight  of  the  young  com- 
missioner, who  was  packing 
her  bag  away  with  the  others. 

The  young  commissioner 
had  said  in  his  address  that  a 
band  of  white  around  a  flag  made  it  a  peace-flag. 
He  held  up  an  American  flag  with  a  band  of 
white  around  it,  and  said:  "The  United  States  of 
America  hopes  for  the  peace  of  the  world.  All 
nations  must  try  to  bring  about  world  peace. 
War  against  the  war  system.   War  against  war  !" 


Then  the  people  cheered  again,  but  Marie- 
Laure  almost  cried,  for  she  thought  how  much 
more  beautiful  her  bag  would  be  if  she  could  put 
a  white  border  on  the  American  flag.  Yes,  and 
on  the  Belgian  flag  too  ! 

Some  weeks  before,  the  peasant  family  to 
which  Marie-Laure  belonged  had  been  roused  in 


THIS    LlTTLl 
HER 


L    GIRL    HAS    COME   TO    ASK   THAT   SHE    MAY   HAVE 
BAG    RETURNED.'"      (SEE    NE.XT    P.\GE.) 


the  dead  of  night  by  the  sound  of  an  automobile 
with  some  persons  in  it  who  had  lost  their  way. 
These  were  soon  found  to  be  some  of  the  officers 
of  the  American  Commission  for  Relief  in  Bel- 
gium :  and  when  the  household  came  to  know 
that,   they   welcomed   them   very  heartily   indeed 
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and  pressed  them  to  spend  the  night,  urging  that 
it  was  quite  too  dark  and  rainy  for  them  to  con- 
tinue their  journey.  And  it  was  all  so  wonderful 
to  have  them  under  the  same  roof,  and  to  see 
them  eat  breakfast  the  next  morning,  for  Marie- 
Laure's  grandmother  pleaded  with  them  to  take  a 
bit  of  bread  and  coffee ;  and  then  to  watch 
them  go  off  in  their  car  with  the  American  flag 
flying,  the  commissioners  all  waving  their  hats 
in  good-by;  and  Marie-Laure's  grandfather,  and 
grandmother,  and  Marie-Laure  herself  running 
after  them  and  crying,  "\'ive  I'Amerique  !  Vive 
I'Amerique  !"  Marie-Laure  never  could  think  of 
it  without  her  heart  beginning  to  beat  very  fast. 

And  now  here,  at  the  fete,  was  the  young  com- 
missioner—the very  one  who  had  taken  special 
notice  of  her  and  called  her  "Mary  Laura"  (as 
he  told  her  that  was  the  way  her  name  would  be 
spoken  in  America),  and  who  had  kissed  her 
good-by  that  wonderful  morning — here  he  was 
now  with  Marie-Laure's  bag  which  his  speech 
had  seemed  to  tell  her  was  unfinished,  and  Marie- 
Laure  sobbed  on  her  grandfather's  shoulder. 

"The  excitement  is  too  much  for  her  !"  said  the 
old  peasant  women  near  by. 

Her  grandfather  set  her  down,  while  her 
grandmother  tried  to  quiet  her,  and  soon  Marie- 
Laure  stopped  sobbing,  for  she  began  to  plan 
how  to  get  her  bag  back.  Here  were  hundreds 
of  people,  thousands  of  people,  all  crowded  to- 
gether, and  there  were  the  commissioners  up  on 
the  platform  far  away.  There  too  was  her  bag, 
packed  away  to  be  sure,  but  still  there ! 

Marie-Laure  had  now  only  one  thought.  She 
slipped  away  from  her  grandparents  and  began 
making  her  way  to  the  platform.  They  did  not 
miss  her,  for  she  had  never  before  left  their  side 
in  a  crowd,  li  ever  they  looked  for  her,  they 
were  sure  to  find  her  close  at  hand.  In  fact,  they 
thought  nothing  more  about  her,  nor  did  anybody 
else,  until  there  seemed  to  be  a  little  commotion 
near  the  platform.  Somebody  was  lifting  up  a 
child  from  the  audience  below  and  setting  her 
on  the  stand  where  all  the  speakers  were. 

"Marie-Laure !"  said  the  grandmother  as  she 


turned  in  consternation  to  Marie-Laure's  grand- 
father. Still,  so  sure  were  they  both  that  it  could 
not  be  Marie-Laure  that  they  turned  to  look  for 
her  and  began  quietly  to  call  her  name.  Then  a 
neighbor  pointed  to  the  platform,  where  every- 
body's attention  seemed  riveted  on  a  little  girl's 
figure  topped  by  an  enormous  white  bow,  and 
where  a  child's  voice  could  be  heard  saying  in 
French,  "It  is  Marie-Laure.''  She  was  looking 
pleadingly  toward  the  young  commissioner. 

"If  you  please,"  she  faltered,  and  motioned  to 
his  leather  case,  "will  you  give  me  back  mj*  bag?" 

"She  wants  her  bag  back  !"  jeered  somebody  in 
the  crowd.  The  words  were  taken  up  with 
laughter  and  ran  from'  one  to  another.  "The  kid 
wants  her  bag  again!"  derisively  echoed  some- 
body quite  near  Marie-Laure's  grandfather  and 
grandmother,  and  the  group  of  neighbors  laughed. 
The  two  old  grandparents  stood  as  if  petrified: 
they  could  not  speak  for  shame. 

But  the  young  commissioner  had  understood. 
A  word  with  the  child  had  convinced  him.  He 
held  up  a  hand  to  get  the  attention  of  the  crowd. 
"My  friends,"  said  he,  "something  very  beautiful 
has  happened." 

During  the  various  speeches  of  the  Commis- 
sion there  had  been  more  or  less  rustling  and 
moving  about  in  the  crowd,  but  now  there  was  a 
silence  so  complete  that  the  young  commission- 
er's voice  sounded  to  the  edge  of  the  crowd. 

"This  little  girl,"  and  he  raised  Marie-Laure  in 
his  arms,  "has  come  to  ask  that  she  may  have  her 
bag  returned.  It  was  the  bag,  you  remember, 
with  the  two  flags  — that  of  your  country  and  that 
of  ours.  She  wants  it  back,"  he  said,  and  his 
voice  trembled,  "because  she  feels  it  is  not  fin- 
ished. Marie-Laure."  and  he  held  her  higher, 
"asks  that  she  may  be  allowed  to  put  a  border  of 
white  around  the  two  flags !" 

For  an  instant  there  was  no  sound.  Then  as  a 
mighty  wave  the  crowd  swayed.  Men  and  women 
fell  on  one  another's  shoulders,  or  looked  silently 
into  each  other's  faces,  weeping.  Then  high  the 
voice  of  the  boy  artist  rang  out : 

"God  bless  Marie-Laure!" 
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BIRDS  AS   TRAVELERS 

BY   FRANK   M.  CHAPMAN 

Curator  of  Ontilkology,  American  lilusciiin  0/ Natural 

History,  A'ew  J  'ork 

FIRST  FLIGHTS 

One  of  the  best  ways  to  prepare  for  a  long  jour- 
ney is  to  make  a  short  one.  So  we  find  that 
many  birds,  before  they  embark  on  their  great 
air  voyage  which  is  to  take  them  from  their  sum- 
mer to  their  winter  home,  first  make  daily  trips 
between  their  sleeping-quarters  and  their  feed- 
ing-grounds. 

This  is  the  habit  of  our  robin.  Robins  raise 
two  and  sometimes  three  families  in  one  season. 
When  the  first  family  leaves  the  nest,  early  in 
June,  it  is  taken  by  the  father  robin  to  some 
dense,  leafy  growth  of  young  trees  to  pass  the 
night.  To  this  place  they  return  every  night. 
Many  other  robins,  sometimes  thousands  of 
them,  come  to  the  same  w^oods.  Such  resorts  are 
known  as  robin-roosts.  In  flying  to  and  from 
them  the  young  birds  learn  how  to  find  their  way. 

Meanwhile,  mother  robin  is  patiently  sitting  on 
her  blue  eggs,  from  which  in  about  two  weeks' 
time  another  little  family  will  appear.  In  two 
weeks  more  they  also  will  be  large  enough  to 
leave  the  nest  and  can  join  their  brothers  and 
sisters  in  the  roost. 

Crackles,  or  crow-blackbirds,  have  the  same 
habit.  But  since  they  have  only  one  family,  or 
brood,  both  the  parent  birds  go  to  the  roost  with 
their  young. 

Sometimes  the  robins  are  joined  by  the 
grackles,  and  both  by  the  European  starlings, 
which,  brought  to  this  country  and  released   in 


Central  Park  in  1890,  have  since  become  one  of 
the  most  abundant  birds  in  our  Middle  Atlantic 
States.  Such  a  roost  is  visited  nightly  by  many 
thousands  of  birds. 

It  is  very  interesting  to  watch  them  at  sunset 
come  streaming  in  from  every  point  of  the  com- 
pass and  to  hear  their  good-night  chorus  before 
they  all  go  to  sleep. 

In  the  morning  they  begin  to  leave  soon  after 
daybreak,  and  by  sunrise  few  are  left.  The 
place  which  was  thronged  by  myriads  is  de- 
serted. Late  in  the  afternoon  they  begin  to 
return,  and  ere  long  the  roost  is  again  teeming 
with  feathered  forms. 

The  little  journeys  of  swallows  from  their 
sleeping  resorts  to  their  hunting-grounds  begin 
in  July  and  do  not  end  until  late  September  or 
early  October.  Swallows  sleep  in  the  reeds  or 
cattails  which  grow  in  vast  marshes.  They  are 
so  hidden  that  you  might  pass  very  near  them 
without  seeing  a  bird.  But  suddenly,  like  ex- 
ploding fireworks  which  fill  the  air  with  sparks, 
they  burst  from  their  roost,  and  there  is  a  swarm 
of  happy  twittering  birds  above  you.  A  moment 
later  they  have  gone ;  each  one  to  hunt  its  break- 
fast. 

At  midday  and  in  the  early  afternoon  one  may 
see  them  resting  in  long  rows  on  the  electric 
wires.  Late  in  the  afternoon  they  begin  to 
return  to  the  marshes,  darting  for  mosquitoes 
and  other  insects  as  they  go.  During  the  day 
they  have  flown  far.  Thus  they  gain  the  prac- 
tice which  makes  them  ready  for  the  great  jour- 
ney to  the  South. 

How  thev  know  when  it  is  time  to  start,  who 
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can  say?  But  that  they  all  know  it,  is  certain. 
On  that  day  all  the  swallows  which  have  been 
roosting  within  miles  of  one  another  rise  up  in 
the  air  together.  From  a  distance  they  look  like 
a  snow-storm  of  large  black  flakes.  There  seems 
to  be  much  excitement.  The  great  day  has  come  ! 
Soon  they  leave  the  marsh,  not  to  return  until 
the  following  spring. 

Chimney-swifts,  in  their  daily  journeys,  scatter 
far  and  wide  over  the  country.  One  may  see  a 
swift  coursing  through  the  air  here,  and  another 
there.  But  in  the  evening  they  all  come  racing 
in  toward  the  chimney  in  which  they  are  to  pass 
the  night.  Before  this  country  was  settled,  the 
swifts  nested  and  roosted  in  hollow  trees.  Now, 
as  we  all  know,  they  use  chimneys,  and  the 
roosting-chimney  is  usually  a  large  one. 

The  early  arrivals  do  not  enter  the  chimney  at 
once.  In  fact,  no  swifts  go  to  bed  until  prac- 
tically all  have  come,  when  they  fly  in  a  great. 


the  chimney,  and  another  group  of  birds  darts 
spirally  into  it.  This  performance  is  repeated 
until  not  a  swift  remains  outside.     What  a  sin- 


"SVV .ALLOWS    KKSTING    I.N    LUNG    ROWS   O.N    THE 
ELECTRIC   WIRES." 

irregular  spiral  around  and  around  in  the  air 
over  the  chimney.  Then,  like  a  whirling  column, 
a  part  of  them  pour  into  the  chimney.  The  others 
go  flying  madly  onward.     Again  they  approach 
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'THE    CHIMNEY-SWIFTS    FLY    IN    A   GKE.VT,    IRREGULAR 
SPIRAL   OVER   THE    CHIMNEY." 


gular  appearance  the  walls  of  the  chimney  must 
present  at  this  time,  with  hundreds,  and  often 
thousands,  of  soot-colored  birds  clinging  to  it ! 

In  the  morning  the  swifts  leave  in  small  par- 
ties, and  at  once  separate  widely  over  the  coun- 
try in  search  of  food. 

In  southwestern  ]\Iinnesota  there  is  a  small 
lake,  about  five  miles  long  and  three  wide,  called 
Heron  Lake.  It  is  the  favorite  resort  in  the 
autumn  of  the  beautiful  Franklin's  or  prairie 
gull.  There  are  many  thousands  of  them  there, 
and  their  daily  journey  from  the  lake  to  gather 
food  out  on  the  prairies  is  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful sights  I  have  ever  seen  in  bird-life. 

The  gulls  sleep  near  the  center  of  the  lake,  all 
crowded  closely  together.  They  leave  before 
sunrise.  All  rise  at  once,  and  the  air  is  then  so 
filled  with  birds  that  one  can  scarcely  see  the 
lake.  Alany  drop  back  to  the  water ;  the  others 
begin  their  day's  wanderings.  Again  they  all 
rise ;  a  part  take  leave,  while  those  remaining 
return  to  the  water.  Within  half  an  hour  all 
have  gone. 

Some  mornings  they  fly  in  one  direction,  on 
others  in  another  direction.  I  think  that  they  are 
apt  to  fly  toward  the  point  from  which  the  wind 
blows.  Their  favorite  feeding-grounds  are 
freshly  plowed  fields.  Often  they  follow  directly 
behind  the  plow,  when  it  is  a  charming  sight  to 
see  the  snowy-plumaged  birds  hover  over  the 
plowman  and  alight  in  furrows  to  pick  up  grubs 
lying  in  the  black  earth.  In  this  way  they  de- 
stroy many  harmful  insects. 

The  return  to  the  lake  begins  late  in  the  after- 
noon.    At  times  they  fly  in  even  rows  — perhaps 
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half  a  mile  in  width  — but  not  more  than  three 
or  four  gulls  deep.  Or  they  may  come  home  in 
V-shaped  flocks  with  as  many  as  sixty-five  gulls 
in  each  arm  of  the  V.  But  whether  in  long,  bil- 
lowy lines  or  low-flying  wedges,  the  flights  of  the 
gulls  teach  us  in  what  an  orderly  manner  birds 
perform  these  little  journeys. 

With  the  robins,  grackles,  swallows,  swifts, 
and  gulls,  these  daily  trips  to  and  from  their 
sleeping-quarters  precede  the  real  migration  to 
their  winter  homes,  where,  in  some  cases,  new 
flocks  may  be  formed  and  new  roosting-places 
found. 

There  are  other  birds  which  gather  nightly  in 
certain  roosting-places,  but  which  migrate  little 
if  at  all.  Among  these  are  herons,  which  every 
evening  gather  in  some  marshy  woods  or  thicket 
that  perhaps  have  been  used  many  years. 

Crows  flock  together  in  great  roosts  in  the 
winter.  Some  crow-roosts  have  as  many  as  two 
or  three  hundred  thousand  tenants  nightly.  When 
the  birds  leave  in  the  morning,  they  fly  low  and 
search  for  food.  When  they  return  in  the  after- 
noon, they  fly  high,  heading  straight  for  the 
roost.     Hence  the  expression  "as  the  crow  flies." 

Like  the  chimney-swifts,  crows  do  not  enter 
their  sleeping-place  until  practically  the  last  bird 
has  arrived.  In  the  meantime,  they  alight  on  the 
ground  in  near-by  fields.  As  bird  after  bird 
returns  and  drops  down  among  the  others,  the 
ground  becomes  black  with  crows.  I  have  seen 
several  acres  covered  with  them.  They  seem  to 
have  very  little  to  say  about  the  day's  experience. 

It  is  almost  dark  before  they  go  to  bed.    Then 


the  winter  over  land  and  sea.  Their  chief  object 
in  life  at  this  time  is  the  search  for  food,  and 
they  go  almost  anywhere  that  it  is  likely  to  be 
found. 

So    in    the    winter    we   may   have    visits    from 
crossbills   or   pine-grosbeaks.      These   birds    feed 


'THE    PINE-GROSREAKS  FEED   ON    THE 
SEEDS   OF  CONE-BE.\RING    TREF.S." 


on  the  seeds  of  cone-bearing  trees.  When  there 
is  an  abundant  supply  of  this  kind  of  food  in  the 
far  north,  we  see  very  few  or  none  of  them.  But 
when  the  pines  and  spruces  produce  a  small  crop, 
then  the  crossbills  and  grosbeaks  come  to  us  in 
unusual  numbers. 

It  is  said  that  herring-gulls  have  been  known 
to  follow  a  steamer  across  the  Atlantic.  They 
were  not  attracted  by  the  steamer,  we  may  be 
sure,  but  by  the  food  which  was  thrown  over- 
board from  it. 


THE   AUTUMN    FLIGHT    OF    THE    sHORE-HIUI>b    "N     I  III,    NT ASS.^CHUSETTS   COAST. 


they  rise   from   the  ground  and   in  orderly  pro- 
cession silently  fly  to  their  roost  in  the  woods. 

Besides  these  daily  journeys  to  and  from  their 
sleeping-places,  some  birds  wander  about  during 


The  great  albatross  ranges  so  far  over  the 
southern  seas  that  it  is  called  the  wandering 
albatross.  In  the  museum  of  Brown  University 
there   is   a   mounted   specimen   of   a   wandering 
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albatross  which  shows  how  well  this  name  is 
deserved.  When  captured  off  the  coast  of  Chile, 
on  December  20,  1847,  the  bird  had  a  small  vial 
hung  on  a  string  about  its  neck.    This  vial  con- 


TllK    WANPEKING    ALBATROSS. 

tained  a  piece  of  paper,  from  which  it  was 
learned  the  bottle  had  been  attached  to  the  bird 
December  12,  1847,  by  the  captain  of  a  whaling- 
vessel  when  it  was  about  eight  hundred  miles  off 
the  coast  of  New  Zealand.  The  bird  therefore 
had  traveled  at  least  thirty-four  hundred  miles 
in  eight  days. 

But  if  a  bird  be  a  migrant,  its  wanderings,  or 
daily  trips  to  and  from  the  roost,  will  end  when 
the  call  comes  for  the  great  journey.  In  our 
next  article  we  shall  see  when  the  call  will  come. 

THE  CENTURY-PLANT 
The  agave,  or  American  aloe  (popularly  known 
as  the  century-plant),  is  so  called  from  the  Greek 
word  meaning  "noble,"  and  its  name  is  well  de- 
served. The  gracefully  tapering  leaves  grow  in 
a  dense  cluster.  They  are  from  four  to  six  feet 
in  length,  pointed  and  edged  with  sharp  spines, 
and  in  color  are  a  whitish,  lusterless  green. 

The  plant  is  hardy  in  its  native  South  Amer- 
ica, in  Mexico  (where  it  is  called  maguey),  Cali- 
fornia,' and  our  most  southern  States.  As  an 
exotic  it  has  been  widely  introduced  into  parks, 
and  private  and  botanical  gardens,  both  here  and 
in  Europe,  as  one  of  the  greatest  curiosities  in 
the  vegetable  kingdom,  being  credited  with  the 
power  of  growing  steadily  for  a  hundred  years 
before  it  blooms.  This,  however,  is  only  a  tradi- 
tion. The  truth  is  that  it  blooms  in  fifteen. 
twenty,  or  twenty-five  years,  according  to  cli- 
mate, environment,  or  some  inherent  force,  or 
lack  of  it,  in  individual  plants. 

The  bloom-stalk  shoots  up  from  the  heart  of  the 
plant  like  a  slender  tree.  The  flower-stems 
branch  out  evenly  around  the  stalk  and  the  tassel- 
shaped  flowers  are  curiously  turned  upward  in 
candelabra  form.  The  flowers  are  light  yellow 
in  one  variety,  and  red  in  another. 


In  the  moist  atmosphere  of  the  INIississippi 
Delta  and  the  Gulf  Coast,  the  century-plant 
blooms  at  fifteen  years  of  age.  In  Mexico  and 
southern  California,  where  heat  and  drought 
prevail,  they  bloom  in  twenty  or  twenty-five  years. 
The  plant  shown  in  our  illustration  is  twenty 
years  old  and  has  never  had  any  water  except 
during  the  rainy  season.  Moisture;  drawn  by  the 
roots  from  underground  sources,  is  retained  by 
the  plant,  as  the  leaves  have  no  evaporating 
pores. 

Whether  in  parks  and  gardens  or  on  the  plains, 
wide-spread  interest  in  the  blooming  of  the  cen- 
tury-plant never  wanes,  from  the  time  the  flower- 
stalk  appears  until  the  bloom  is  withered  and 
gone.  The  pinkish  stalk,  like  a  wa.K  candle 
twenty  feet  high,  bears  the  blooms  on  upturned 
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Stems,  unfolding  successively  for  weeks.  .A  plant 
blooms  but  once,  for  in  producing  its  flowers  the 
old  plant  slowly  but  surely  dies,  but  the  succession 
is  kept  up  by  off-shoots  from  the  old  root. 

Georgi.\  Tokkev  DkENiN'AN. 
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HOW  A   BIG  FIRE  GAVE  EDISON 
A  VALUABLE   IDEA 

The  ruins  of  the  fire  which  partially  destroyed, 
in  December,  1914.  the  extensive  laboratory  of 
Thomas  A.  Edison  had  hardly 
stopped  smouldering  when 
Mr.  Edison  had  all  his  work- 
men occupied  in  cleaning  up 
and  preparing  for  rebuild- 
ing. The  work  was  carried 
on  night  and  day. 

Several  evenings  after  the 
fire,  temporary  wiring  had 
been  installed  and  search- 
lights were  being  used  to 
allow  the  work  of  clearing 
out  the  debris  to  continue 
during  the  darkness,  when 
Mr.  Edison  chanced  along  on 
a  tour  of  inspection.  Look- 
ing at  the  search-lights,  he 
remarked  to  his  companion: 
"Those  lights  are  all  right, 
but  they  take  too  long  to 
install.  Suppose  it  had  been 
necessary  to  use  these 
search-lights  in  rescue  work 
the  first  night,  what  should 
we  have  done  then  ?"  .And 
after  a  moment's  thought  he 
added :  "I  wonder  why  it  has 
never  been  thought  neces- 
sary to  invent  a  storage-battery  search-light, 
which  would  always  be  ready  for  instant  use  for 


just  this  kind  of  work.    My!    A  fire  teaches  one 
a  lot !" 

Thus  an  idea  for  a  new  invention  came  to  Edi- 
son as  the  result  of  what  would  have  seemed  to 
many  a  disheartening  calamity. 


THOMAS    KblsuN    INSPECTING    lUS   LATEST    INVENTION. 


As  soon  as  time  could  be  found  to  do  so,  he 
made   inquiries  of   various  authorities,   and  the 
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ultimate  result  of  each  investigation  was  the 
same :  a  reliable  portable  battery  was  badly  re- 
quired—one that  could  be  left  standing  idle  in- 
definitely, and  yet  be  ready  for  an  emergency. 

The  result  is  the  "Edison  Storage-battery 
Search-light."  It  is  so  easily  managed  that  two 
men  can  take  it  to  a  fire  and  one  man  can  handle 
it  when  there. 

It  is  constructed  throughout  of  steel,  and  is 
virtually  indestructible.  There  is  practically  no 
limit  to  its  life  on  intermittent  work  of  this  kind. 
It  can  be  left  standing  for  four  or  five  years,  and 
is  always  ready  for  instant  use.  When  lying  idle, 
it  requires  absolutely  no  attention,  and  does  not 
need  to  be  charged  and  discharged  at  frequent  in- 
tervals to  keep  it  in  good  condition,  as  is  the  case 
with  electric  vehicles.  There  are  no  fumes  given 
ofif  that  will  blacken  the  silver  mirror  of  the 
search-light. 

The  search-light  equipment  is  exceptionally 
powerful ;  indeed,  there  is  a  reflected  intensity 
at  the  axis  of  the  beam  of  1,100.000  candle-power. 
By  means  of  an  adjustable  focusing  attachment 
the  beam  may  be  concentrated  to  penetrate  dense 
smoke  or  given  a  wide  angle  for  flooding  the 
sides  of  large  buildings  with  light.  The  current 
is  obtained  from  Edison  cells  having  a  capacity 
of  150  ampere  hours  each  and  contained  in  the 
box  on  which  the  search-light  is  mounted. 

Mr.  Edison  believes  that  many  uses  will  be 
found  for  this  new  search-light  battery.  He 
thinks  that,  besides  emergency  employment,  in 
case  of  fire  it  can  be  used  for  ordinary  factory 
service,  for  excavations,  track  construction,  and 
mine  illumination.  James  AndersOxN. 

THE  BUTTERNUT  TREE  AS  A 
WEED  ERADICATOR 

Butternut  trees  have  solved  the  problem  of  ex- 
terminating one  of  the  most  stubborn  of  weeds, 
the  shrubby  cinquefoil,  which  at  one  time  took 
complete  possession  of  pastures  in  certain  parts 
of  Vermont.  Ten  years  ago  a  single  valley  be- 
tween the  towns  of  Manchester  and  Dorset  was 
estimated  to  contain  5,000  acres  completely  cov- 
ered with  this  plant. 

Investigations  made  by  Mr.  A.  H.  Gilbert  have 
shown  that  the  roots  of  the  butternut  exercise  a 
mysterious  and  deadly  effect  upon  plants  of  the 
cinquefoil  growing  above  or  near  them.  Under 
each  butternut  tree  there  is  always  found  a  clean 
grassy  circle  of  a  diameter  which  exceeds  the 
farthest  spread  of  the  branches,  the  latter  fact 
showing  that  the  effect  is  not  merely  one  of  shad- 
ing. Moreover,  vigorous  specimens  of  the  weed 
are  occasionally  found  growing  within  the  other- 
wise clear  circle,  and,  on  digging  beneath  them, 


it  is  found  that  the  roots  of  the  tree  are  absent 
at  that  spot. 

Another  curious  fact  in  connection  with  this 
strange  relationship  is  that  the  cinquefoil  plants 
seem  to  attract  the  roots  of  the  butternut  to  them. 
The  causes  of  these  phenomena  are  interesting 
questions  that  must  remain,  for  the  present,  un- 
answered. Meanwhile,  the  planting  of  butternut 
trees  appears  to  be  the  best  way  yet  discovered  of 
combating  a  serious  pest. 

Scientific  Americ.xn. 

THE  FLYING -SQUIRREL 

Of  all  the  tenants  of  the  woods,  the  flying- 
squirrel  is  perhaps  the  most  seldom  seen,  yet 
this  is  not  due  to  any  scarcity  of  the  little  ani- 
mal, which  in  fact  is  among  the  most  numerous 


THK    KRIGHT-EVED    FLVING-SQl'IKREL. 

of  the  squirrel  family,  but  to  its  habit  of  moving 
almost  entirely  at  night.  Should  you  doubt  this 
last  statement,  enter  some  patch  of  forest  con- 
venient to  your  home  and  strike  solidly  upon  the 
trunks  of  such  trees  as  appear  to  be  dead  and 
have  one  or  more  holes  in  the  trunk :  in  about 
one  time  out  of  five  your  efforts  will  be  rewarded 
by  the  appearance  in  the  opening,  as  if  by  magic, 
of  the  bright  eyes  of  a  flying-squirrel. 

There  are  two  species  of  flying-squirrel;  the 
larger  is  much  the  same  in  size  and  color  as  our 
connnon  red  squirrel,  while  the  other  and  rarer 
sort  is  of  a  grayish-cream  shade  and  a  trifle  larger 
than  the  chipmunk.  The  habits  of  the  two  are 
similar;  both  are  nocturnal,  both  inhabit  by  pref- 
erence the  hollow  of  some  decayed  tree— al- 
though they  are  not  infrequently  found  in  the 
discarded  nests  of  the  gray  squirrel— and  both 
are  exceedingly  gentle. 
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These  squirrels  do  not,  of  course,  fly;  but  their 
legs  are  connected  at  the  "wrists"  with  a  Hght 
membrane  which  serves  as  a  sort  of  parachute, 
although  it  has  some  of  the  possibilities  of  an 
aeroplane.  Before  making  a  flight,  the  squirrel 
will  run  rapidly  up  the  trunk  of  a  tree  and,  when 
he  has  attained  a  sufficient  height,  spring  boldly 
off  into  space.  With  legs  spread  wide  apart,  so 
as  to  present  the  greatest  possible  surface  to  the 
air,  and  his  extraordinarily  wide  and  fluffy  tail 
serving  as  a  rudder,  the  squirrel  sails  swiftly 
through  the  air,  often  for  one  hundred  feet  or 
even  more,  until  he  reaches  the  trunk  of  another 
tree,  up  which  he  runs  in  order  to  attain  height 
for  a  new  flight.  By  this  method  flying-squirrels 
are  able  rapidly  to  cover  long  distances  with  lit- 
tle exertion,  for  often,  when  nearing  the  end  of 
a  long  sail,  they  will  point  themselves  upward 
and  by  means  of  their  "rudders"  and  the  impetus 
given  will  rise  almost  to  the  height  at  which 
they  started— just  as  a  boy  riding  down  hill  may 
be  carried  over  a  lesser  up-grade  at  the  foot. 

Flying-squirrels  are  lighter  for  their  size  than 
any  other  animal,  their  bones  probably  being 
hollow,  as  are  those  of  the  birds,  in  order  to  give 
the  greatest  strength  with  the  least  weight;  when 
held  in  the  hand,  they  appear  to  be  nothing  but  a 
bundle  of  fine,  silky  fur.  Like  many  other  squir- 
rels, their  diet  is  almost  exclusively  vegetable, 
and  they  are  never  guilty  of  bird-murder  and 
egg-snatching  as  are  their  kinsmen,  the  "reds." 

Because    of    their    gentleness,    flying-squirrels 


make  most  interesting  pets,  and  will  never  bite 
unless  very  roughly  handled.       A.  E.  Svvoyer. 

MINIATURE  FLOATING  GARDENS 

A  novel  way  of  growing  small  bulbs,  such  as 
crocuses,  has  been  tried  with  good  success.  After 
securing  the  bulbs  the  next  thing  is  to  get  one  or 
two  rather  large  corks.  Through  these,  holes  are 
bored,  and  the  bulbs  fitted  into  the  openings  in 
such  a  way  that  the  under  side,  from  which  the 
roots  spring,  is  near  the  lower  part  of  the  cork. 
Now  obtain  a  large  shallow  bowl  and  fill  this 
with  pure  water.  Float  the  corks,  with  the  bulbs 
in  place,  on  the  surface,  and  set  the  whole  thing 
aside  in  a  rather  shady  position  for  two  or  three 
weeks.  At  the  end  of  this  time  it  will  be  noticed 
that  the  roots  are  growing  down  into  the  water ; 
thenceforward  a  place  in  a  sunny  window  should 
be  selected.  The  upper  shoots  of  the  bulbs  will 
start  to  grow  rapidly,  and  at  this  time  it  is  a 
good  plan  to  arrange  a  little  moss  to  hide  the 
upper  surface  of  the  corks;  if  preferred,  how- 
ever, grass  or  some  other  seed,  such  as  cress,  may 
be  sown  to  provide  a  green  covering. 

There  is  nothing  to  do  but  to  keep  the  bowl 
well  supplied  with  water,  and  change  this  now 
and  again.  Finally  the  flowers  emerge,  and  then 
the  effect  is  extremely  pretty  as  may  be  seen  from 
the  accompanying  pictures.  The  bulbs  may  be 
planted  in  this  way  any  time  up  to  early  January 
though  naturally  the  sooner  they  are  started  the 
earlier  thev  will  bloom.       .S.  Leox.\rd  B.\.sti.m. 


IHE    1-LU.\T1.NG    CROCUSES  IN    BLOOM. 


,  g^^ljl^     '   BY  ABiqAlL  WILLIAMS  BURTX3 


v.- 


"  Nobody  is  nice  to  me,"  pouted  Patty. 

She  went  out  on  the  porch  and  slammed  the  screen-door  behind  her.  The 
screen-door  did  n't  hlce  to  slam.  It  liked  to  close  quietly,  the  way  Patty's  mama 
approved.     So  it  sprang  back  and  hit  Patty  on  the  heel. 

"Everything  is  cross!"  pouted  Patty. 

She  sat  on  the  step  and  began  digging  the  floor  with  her  finger-nail.  The 
floor  did  n't  like  being  scratched.  It  was  proud  of  its  fresh  coat  of  paint.  So  it 
ran  a  sliver  into  Patty's  naughty  finger. 

"  Everything  hurts  me  !  "  wailed  Patty. 

She  put  her  finger  into  her  mouth  and  went  down  the  walk.  By  the  pansy-bed 
she  began  kicking  at  the  ground.  Now  the  pansy-bed  had  all  its  pretty  plants 
tucked  under  their  covers.  It  did  n't  like  being  kicked.  So  it  sent  the  dirt  flying 
into  Patty's  face. 

"  You  're  horrid  to  me  !  "  cried  Patty. 

She  ran  over  to  the  apple-tree  and  began  shaking  it.  The  apple-tree  was  old 
and  dienified,  much  too  old  and  too  dio-nified  to  be  shaken  bv  a  litde  girl.  So  it 
flung  a  green  apple  at  Patty's  head. 

"  And  you  're  horrid,  too !  "  cried  Patty. 

She  picked  up  the  apple  and  threw  it  at  the  pump.  The  pump  was  standing 
quietly  in  its  place.  Of  course  it  did  n't  like  being  hit  in  the  spout !  So  it  bounced 
the  apple  back  at  Patty  and  hit  her  in  the  nose. 

My  goodness,  indeed  !  It  was  surprising  where  all  the  hurt  came  from.  I  )un't 
tell  me  that  it  all  grew  in  one  little  apple ! 

"  Oh  !      Oh  !  "  Wept  Patty. 

She  felt  in  her  pocket  for  her  handkerchief.      And  she  pricked  her  finger  ! 

But  how  could  any  little  girl  prick  her  finger  on  s. pocket/ 

I  '11  tell  you.  Instead  of  finishing  her  sewing  and  putting  it  away,  as  she  should 
have  done,  Patty  was  hiding  her  patchwork  in  her  pocket !  .And  the  needle  saw 
to  the  pricking.     That  was  the  reason  the  needle  had  an  eye,  if  you  ask  Patty  / 

"  Ouch  !  "  said  Patty.      "  Ouch  !  " 

She  stamped  as  she  said  it — -right  in  the  pan  of  water  that  was  waiting  for  the 
birds  to  come  and  bathe.  The  pan  did  n't  like  being  stamped  in  —  and  I  'm  sure 
I  don't  blame  it,  do  you?  So  it  tipped  up  on  its  edge — and  upset  Patty — and 
upset  the  water  on  Patty  —  and  ///set  itself  ///side  down  over  Patty  ! 
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And  ///r;^ — would  you 
believe  it? — why — 
Patty  began  to  laugh! 
She  could  n't  help  it. 
It    seemed  so  funny  to  be 
bathing  in  the  water  that  was 
meant  for  the  birds  !   And  though 
there  was  plenty  for  a  big-bird- 
bath,  there  was  n't  nearly  enough 
for  a  little-girl-bath  ! 

"Ho!     Ho!"  laughed  Patty. 
She   straightened    the   pan 
on  the  ground  and  sat  on  it. 
You  'd   be   surprised   to   find 
what  a  comfortable  seat  it  made. 
"He!     He!"  giggled  Patty. 
She  wiped  her  eyes  with  the  patch- 
work—  after  she   had   taken   out   the 
needle,  of  course.    And  the  patchwork 
was  delighted  to  dry  such  pretty  eyes. 
For  it  was  pretty,  too — all  pink  and 
hite,  with 


'SHE    RAN    OVER   TO   THE    APPLE-TREE   AND 
BEG.\N    SH.\KING    IT.  " 


the  cunning- 
est  tiny  stitches, 
and  more  stitches 


tiny — only    you 


waiting  to  be 
made   as  cun- 
could  n't    see 


ning    and    as 
them  )'et ! 

"Ha!      Ha!"  chuckled  Patty. 

She  found  the  needle  and  took  the  splinter 
out  of  her  finger.      The  needle  was  delig-hted 
to    help !      Even  more    than    it    enjoyed    taking 
tiny  stitches,  did  it  enjoy  taking  out  splinters  for 
Patty.     That  was  the  real  reason  it  had  an  eye, 
if  you  ask  i/w/ 

"Oh,  ho!"  cried  Patty. 

She  skipped  to  the  purnp  for  a 
The  pump 
was  deligrhted 
to  be  called 
upon  by  Patty. 
So  it  poured 
out  for  her 
its  coldest 
and    clearest 


drink. 


water. 


"SHE  FELT  IN  HER  POCKET  FUR  HER  HANDKERCHIEF." 


274 


FOR   VERY   LITTLE   FOLK 


Not  to  be  outdone,  the  apple-tree  shook  down  a  ripe  red  apple  at  her  feet.  It 
was  delighted  to  have  its  best  apple  eaten  by  Pattj- ! 

From  their  bed  the  pansies  waved  to  her  to  come  and  gather  them.  Had  n't 
they  grown  for  her?  And  were  n't  they  delighted  to  be  picked  by  her  happy  fingers? 

"Now,"  cried  Patty  gaily,  "I  'm  going  to  finish  my  patchwork!" 

And  if  )-ou  had  watched,  you  would  have  seen  those  other  stitches  that  were  wait- 
ing come  flying  into  place,  all  as  cunning  and  as  tiny  as  even  Patty  could  wish. 
The  needle  went  ahead  in  fine  style  and  drew  after  it  the  dainty  white  thread.  And 
that,  if  you  ask  the  needle,  was  the  reason  it  had  an  eye ! 

"Everybody  is  nice  to  me!"  sang  Patty. 


■  1,\  KKVlioUY   IS   NICE   TO   MEl'   S.\NG   PATTY." 


THE  KIND  BEAVER 


THREE    PLAYFUL   KITTENS    FOUND   A    WEAKY 
BEAVER  BY  THE   WAYSIDE. 


TO    ESCAPE    THEIIi    TEASIiNG,    THE    BEAVER    STARTED 
OFF  AGAIN    THROUGH   THE    SNOW. 


AS  THE    WATER  ROSE,    THEIR   CRIES    FUR  HELP    WERE    HEARD   BY    THE    BEAVER,    WHO,    THOUGH    FEELING 
HURT  AT  THE    WAY   THEY  HAD    TREATED    HIM,    CAME   TO  THEIR   RESCUE. 


THE  KITTENS  WERE  FILLED  WITH  SHAME  TU  THINK  THEY  HAD  BEEN  SO  RUDE  TO  ONE  SO  KIND  AND  THOUGHTFUL. 

=75 


HEADING    FOR   JANUARY 


THE  DAYS 


BV    EVELYN    RINGEMANN,    AGE 


(HONOR    MEMbEK.) 


As  the  little  days  walk  through 
From  Time's  portal  straight  to  you. 
Some  are  downcast,  sad  to  see  ; 
Some  come  tripping  merrily  ; 
Here  's  a  magic  charm  that  's  true ; 
If  you  smile,  they  '11  smile  at  you  ! 

This  little  verse,  sent  to  St.  Nicholas  by  Mary  Caro- 
lyn Davies,  has  been  peeping  over  the  threshold  of 
every  page  in  this  number. 'as  if  saying  "Don't  let  them 
crowd  me  out !  Remember.  I  belong  to  January  !  I  'm 
a  New  Year's  recipe,  guaranteed  never  to  fail  !  Please 
let  me  in  !" 

So  (happy  thought!),  as  not  even  a  wee  niche  ap- 
peared earlier,  we  ha\'e  kidnapped  the  pretty  verselet 
bodily,  and  set  it  at  the  head  of  these  League  pages. — 
a  place  of  honor,  where  it  will  be  sure  to  receive  the 
attention  it  deserves.  (.\nd,  by  the  way,  we  recom- 
mend unreservedly  that  "magic  charm"  it  tells  about, 
and  fully  believe  it  will  accomplish  all  that  is  claimed 
for  it.  Why  should  not  ever}'  League  member  learn 
these  six  lines  by  heart  on  New  Year's  day  and  say 
them  over  softly  once  a  week  during  1916?) 

But  there  are  prose-writers  as  well  as  poets  on  the 
waiting-list  of  the  League  this  month  :  in  fact,  it  is  to 
the  young  essayists  and  story-writers  that  first  honors 
must  be  accorded  in  this  opening  competition  of  the 
New    Year.      Evidently    the    subject    "A    Nature    Story" 


had  a  special  appeal,  for  the  mass  of  prose  contributions 
received  was  far  in  excess  of  the  usual  number.  There 
were  delightful  nature  stories  of  every  conceivable  sort, 
and  dealing  with  incidents  of  the  animal  and  vegetable 
world  in  vastly  different  ways — realistic  and  fanciful, 
scientific  and  whimsical,  descriptive  and  allegorical,  hu- 
morous and  grotesque.  Not  a  few  even  took  a  pleasant 
little  thrust  at  human  nature — without  malice  or  guile, 
but  in  a  spirit  of  fun  that  was  both  enlightening  and 
enlivenin.t?.  It  does  no  harm  occasionally  for  us  to  see 
our  foibles  as  others  see  them  ;  and  the  glimpse  may 
prove  a  helpful  hint  to  set  about  correcting  them. 

All  told,  there  were  scores  of  prose  contributions  that 
we  should  have  been  glad  to  print,  and  in  justice  to  the 
prose-battalion  of  League  young  folk,  therefore,  we 
must  remind  them  and  all  their  fellow-members  that  the 
Roll  of  Honor  in  their  department  carries  special  dis- 
tinction this  month. 

But  their  comrades  of  the  brush,  the  camera,  and  the 
rhyme-tipped  pen  press  close  upon  the  first  ranks  of 
the  League,  and  have  all  done  beautiful,  heart-cheering 
work  for  this  January  competition.  So.  dear  Leaguers, 
hasten  to  the  New  Year  feast,  in  which  you  will  find  a 
plentiful  menu  of  story,  verse,  and  picture  to  deligiit 
your  taste,  to  whet  your  appetite,  and  to  quicken  your 
resolve — since  this  is  the  time  for  good  resolution-,  I — 
that  the  League  record  in  the  next  twelvemonth  shall 
even  surpass  in  interest,  charm,  and  variety  all  the 
happy  and  successful  years  that  we  have  known ! 


PRIZE-WINNERS,  COMPETITION  No.   191 

In  making  the  awards.  cuntrit)uturs"  ages  are  considcretl. 

PROSE.     Silver  badges.  Narka  Nelson  (age  16).  ( Jhio  ;   Walter  Hanlon  (age  15),  New  York;   Mildred  Murray  (age  13), 

Ohio;   Elizabeth  Clark  (age  12),  New  ^  ..rk  :   Chloe  S.  Thompson  (age  12),  Oregon;  Helen  Palmer  (age  14),  Illinois; 

Anna  C.  Carvey  la^e  14),  New  York;   Martha  Bartlett  (age  13),  South  Carolina. 

VERSE.     Gold  badges.  Elizabeth  Kieffer  (age  15),  Maryland;  Emma  G.  Jacobs  (age  15),  Michigan;  Ruth  M.  Cole 

(age  16).  New  \'urk. 

Silver  badges.  Jessie  Marilla  Thompson  (age  i  ;i.  Oregon;  Frances  M.  Hall  (age  loV  New  "S'ork. 

DRAWINGS,     tjokl  bailges.  James  Dee  Richardson  (age  iji.  liisnin  of  Columbia;  Edward  Lional  Palmer  (age  17), 

New  York. 

Silver  badges.  May  A.  Cushman  (age  17),   New  Jersey;    Herman  F.  Beckert  (age  17),   Illinois;    Frances  H.  Lenz 

(age  16).  New  \'ork. 

PHOTOGRAPHS.     Gold  badge,  Parker  B.  Newell  (age  15),  New  Jersey. 

Silver  badges.  Helen  C.  Kirkwood  (age  17).  Canada;  Elizabeth  W.  Holmes  (age  14),  New  Jersey;  Esther  R.  Emery 
(age  15).  Mass.acluiseits;  Helen  E.  Gregg  (age  10).  Virginia;  William  H.  Gratwick,Jr.  (age  12),  New  York;  Barbara 
Barnes  (age  i;),  Illinois. 

PUZZLE-MAKING.     Silver  badge.  Sterling  Dow  (age  11),  Maine. 

PUZZLE  ANSWERS.     Gold  badge.  Ellen  M.  Chisholm  lage  14K  Nova  Scotia. 
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FIRESIDE  FAN'CIES 

BY    ELIZABETH    KIEFFER    (aGE    1 5) 

(Gold  BacUje.     Siher  Badge  won  November,  1^15) 
It  is  dreary  and  dark  in  the  world  outside, 

And  the  eaves  are  dripping  rain. 
And  the  ghostly  fingers  of  withered  leaves 

Come  tapping  against  the  pane. 

But  what  of  the  wind  and  rain?  say  I ; 

And  what  of  the  dripping  eaves, 
When  the  glowing  tire  in  the  chimney  roars 

And  deadens  the  sound  of  the  leaves? 

I  lay  by  the  unread  book  in  my  hand. 

And  gaze  on  the  embers  bright. 
And  all  the  wonders  of  olden  days 

l_'nfold  to  my  dazzled  sight. 

The  fire  no  more  in  our  chimney  burns, 

It  glows  within  castle  doors  ; 
And  instead  of  the  simple  cherry  wood. 

The  yule-log  leaps  and  roars. 

And  I  am  a  princess  of  fair  renown. 

And  this  is  my  castle  hall. 
And  I  know  I  shall  see,  if  I  turn  my  head. 

My  suitors  noble  and  tall. 

And  the  rain  and  the  wind  can  grieve  no  more. 
While  the  flames  leap  higher  and  higher. 

For  enchantment  lurks  in  the  crackling  logs 
When  you  sit  by  the  Christmas  fire. 


A  NATURE   STORY 

BY   NARK.\  NELSON    (aGE   1 6) 

(Silver  Badge) 
Many,   many  years   ago,   in  the   heart  of  a   deep,   dark 
wood,  the  wild-flowers  held  an  assembly.      It  had  been 
raining   all   dav,   the   first    rain    for   several   weeks — hot. 


fairy  kingdom,  and  when  the  rain  was  over,  the  flowers 
assembled  under  the  old  oak-tree.  They  decided  that 
such  a  welcome  gift  should  no  longer  go  unrewarded, 
but  that  hereafter  the  beauty  which  the  showers  be- 
stowed upon  their  drooping  petals  should  be  reflected  in 
the  sky. 

The  little  blue  violet  was  the  first  to  give  her  color 
to  the  cause.  Soon  the  morning-glory  contributed  her 
choicest  indigo  ;  then  came  the  blue-eyed  forget-me-not 
and  the  dainty  yellow  buttercup.  The  tiger-lily  stepped 
out   arrayed   in   her   brightest   orange,   and   the   brilliant 


fire-pink  also  appeared.  Last,  but  not  least,  the  maiden- 
hair fern  brought  Nature's  own  true  color,  green. 

They  decided  that  the  flower  that  was  easiest  to  find 
on  earth  should  be  hardest  to  find  in  their  arch ;  so, 
far,  far  at  the  end,  in  the  form  of  man's  greatest  ambi- 
tion, a  pot  of  gold,  they  placed  our  hillside  dandelion. 

Their  work  was  now  complete,  and  the  swift  North 
Wind  bore  them  high  in  the  sky.  There,  after  a  pleas- 
ant shower,  in  token  of  their  gratitude,  they  appear  in 
the  form  of  a  rainbow. 


"indoors."      bV    KAVMOND   EDDY,  AGE    14. 

dry  weeks  when  the  poor  flowers  could  hardly  breathe. 
Day  after  day  their  fervent  prayers,  whispered  through 
parched  leaves,  had  gone  up  to  the  unrelenting  clouds, 
lazily  floating  about  in  the  bluest  of  skies.  To-day  that 
hot  sun,  which  had  ceased  to  be  beautiful  to  the  dying 
flowers,  had  been  hidden  by  dark  clouds,  and  a  soft 
refreshing  rain  had  fallen. 

Great  joy  and  wild  excitement  prevailed  in  Nature's 


A  NATURE  STORY 

BY    WALTER    HANLON     (aGE     1 5) 

(Silver  Badge) 
I  AM  a  little  maple-tree  living  in  a  queer  place  called 
the  Bowery.  I  have  been  a  consumptive  all  my  life,  be- 
cause I  have  no  fresh  air  and  very  little  rain  and  sun- 
light. Gigantic  creatures  surround  me,  gobbling  up  the 
food  which  would  make  me  well. 

I  have  one  friend.  Jack  Sparrow,  who  tells  me  about 
other  people  just  like  me,  living  a  few  blocks  away  in  a 
place  called  a  park.  He  says  it  's  lots  of  fun  to  live  in 
a  park — one  gets  plenty  of  fresh  air  and  sun  and  rain, 
besides  meeting  many  of  the  best  families — the  Oaks, 
the  Cedars,  the  Hemlocks,  and  my  own  relatives,  the 
Maples. 

For  my  part,  I  have  never  seen  any  of  my  race  ex- 
cept a  little  stumpy  thing  with  innumerable  little  green 
needles  instead  of  leaves.  The  boys  called  it  a  Christ- 
mas tree.  They  dragged  it  out  in  the  street  and  made 
a  big  bonfire  of  it.  If  I  don't  get  some  rain  soon,  I 
shall  surely  die,  and  perhaps  the  boys  will  burn  me  too. 
Oh  !  How  I  wish  I  could  fly  away  like  Jack  Sparrow. 
I  'd  go  far,  far  away  from  this  hateful  city,  away  from 
all  the  monsters  called  houses,  away  froni  everybody — • 
even  past  the  park  to  what  Jack  Sparrow  calls  a  forest. 
I  'd  start  life  all  over  again  by  the  smiling  brook,  and 
grow  big,  strong,  healthy,  and  happy  with  a  budding 
family  of  little  maples  around  me. 
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FIRESIDE  FANCIES  (OF  A  SMALL  BOY) 

BY    EMMA    G.    JACOBS     (aGE    I5) 

(Gold  Badge.     Silver  Badge  won  November,  1915) 
Ju.sT  before  Dad  says  it  "s  bedtime, 

When  the  big  black  shadows  fall. 
And  the  hearth  fire  burns  its  brightest. 

That  's  the  time  that  's  best  of  all. 

As  I  sit  before  the  fire. 

In  the  flames  I  seem  to  see 
Great  big,  savage  Indians,  crouching 

Just  behind  a  forest  tree. 


Presently  some  beavers  popped  their  heads  above  the 
water  to  see  if  any  animal  was  lurking  near.  But  even 
their  bright  eyes  failed  to  disco\'er  Sonny  Bear.  Evi- 
dently satisfied,  they  swam  toward  a  log  which  lay  half 
in  the  water.  Then  they  patiently  began  to  gnaw  it 
in  half  with  their  sharp  teeth. 

Somehow,  the  sight  of  these  patient  little  creatures 
working  away  at  the  log  made  Sonny  Bear  feel 
ashamed  of  himself.  So  he  got  right  up  and  ran  home 
as  fast  as  he  could.  In  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it. 
he  had  that  wood  all  chopped.  Then  he  ran  out  to 
play,  with  a  feeling  that  chopping  wood  w-as  not  so  hard 
after  all. 


■THE   TRAVELER.  BV  JAMES    DEE    RICHARDSON,  AGE    I5. 

(GOLD   CADGE.      SILVER    BADGE    WON    DEC,   1915.) 


Then  they  charge  upon  the  cabin  ' 

Of  a  settler  and  his  wife  ; 
And  the  air  is  filled  with  war-whoops. 

As  the  settler  fights  for  life. 

Then  that  picture  seems  to  vanish, 
And  another  takes  its  place ; 

And  I  see  a  ship,  and  pirate 
With  a  handsome,  wicked  face. 

Then  I  see  a  band  of  robbers — 
And  their  leader  bold  am  I  ; 

But,  though  we  rob  trains  and  coaches. 
What  we  mostl>'  steal  is  "pie." 

As  the  fire  begins  to  smoulder. 

Turning  into  ashes  red. 
Then  says  Dad,  with  sternest  accents : 
"Wake  up,  son  !     It  's  time  for  bed  !" 


A  LESSON  FROM  THE  BEAVERS 

BY    ELIZABETH     CLARK     (aGE     1 2) 

{Silver  Badge) 
Sonny  Bear  lived  in  the  great  forest  with  Father  Bear 
and  Mother  Bear.  His  home  was  a  cave  in  the  rocks. 
It  was  Sonny  Bear's  duty  to  fill  his  mother's  woodbox 
every  day.  He  hated  this  task,  and  one  day,  when  the 
ax  seemed  unusually  heavy  and  the  logs  uncommonly 
tough,  he  decided  to  run  away.  So  when  Mother  Bear's 
back  was  turned,  he  made  his  escape.  After  walking  a 
long  way,  he  finally  stopped  to  rest  b\'  a  lillle  pond. 


A  NATURE  STORY 

BY    MILDRED    MURR^\Y    (agE    I3) 

(Silver  Badge) 
I  HAVE  often  wondered  at  the  performances  of  old 
Mother  Nature,  have  n't  you?  As  a  boat  glides  into 
the  Bay  of  Naples,  some  of  the  tourists'  attention  is 
attracted  by  a  sight  very 
different  from  smoke- 
wreathed  Mt.  Vesuvius, 
grim  and  terrible,  or  the 
beautiful  city  of  the  quaint 
phrase,  "See  Naples  and 
die."  It  is  the  ruins  of  the 
ancient  temple  of  Jupiter 
Serapis.  Years  ago,  they 
are  told,  that  temple  was 
not  seen  there,  but  was  hid- 
den beneath  the  sea.  Grad- 
ually the  sea  bottom  began 
to  rise,  and  the  people  no- 
ticed that  something  ob- 
structed the  course  of  the 
vessels.  Later,  a  tiny  bit  of 
rock  was  seen ;  and  then 
gradually  the  columns  of 
the  temple  emerged,  and  to- 
day the  temple  stands  high 
above  the  water,  a  glorious 
monument  to  the  ancient 
Romans  who  constructed  it. 

for  it  is  supposed  to  be  two  or  three  thousanit  years  old. 
How  did  all  this  come  about?,  the  interested  tourists 
inquire. 

"Oh,"  smiles  their  guide,  "Mother  Earth  put  it  there 

years  ago.  The 
supposition  is  that 
at  one  time  that 
part  of  the  Bay  of 
Naples  was  above 
sea-level,  and  on 
this  land  the  Ro- 
mans reared  this 
marvelous  temple. 
i-Xs  time  went  on. 
Mt.  Vesiuius  had 
a  terrific  erup- 
tion, and  the  land 
the  temple  was 
on  sank,  and  the 
greedy  ocean 

rushed  in  and 
covered  everything.  As  the  years  rolled  by,  the  coast 
began  to  rise  again,  and  this  temple,  which  had  with- 
stood the  shock  of  the  waters,  arose  once  more  to  feel 
the  breath  of  the  salt  air  among  its  wonderful  marble 
pillars  as  it  did  in  bygone  ages." 


"THE   TRAVELER. 
CV  LORETTA  EOGl'E,  AGE 


"indoors."      BY    PARKER    B.   NEWELL, 

AGE    15.     (GOLD    BADGE.     SILVER 

BADGE   WON    NOV.,  19I5.) 
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I'l     )1KLRN    E.   GBEGi,.    M,K    ig. 
(SILVER   BADGE.) 


BY    NORTON    INr,EKS"I.L    LH:iJS,  AGl.    ii, 

"INDOORS." 


BY   OESSA    K.   l^l-Mi  I.lKl,    Ai'Ai    15. 
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FIRESIDE  F.WCIES 

BV    RUTH    .M.    COLE    (aGE    1 6) 

(Gold  Badge.    Sil^'er  Badge  won  August,  igi4) 
Oi'TDOORS  the  snow  falls  thick  and  white  and  cold  ; 

Indoors  the  fire  shines  with  a  cheerful  glow. 
On  oaken  floor  and  low-beamed  ceiling  old. 

The  weird,  dark  shadows  flutter  to  and  fro. 


UKADING    FOR 


B^     ISADOKE    L,    DU.N'F-NFELD,    AGF     I4 


Safe  in  the  chimney-corner  Grandpa  dreams. 

Dreams  of  his  boyhood — long,  long  years  ago. 
A  swarm  of  bright  sparks  up  the  chimney  streams  ; 

He  sees  them  not,  but  hears  the  water  flow 
Past  the  strong  sides  of  an  old  clipper-ship, 

As,  all  sail  set,  she  flies  across  the  sea. 
He  is  a  lad  once  more  on  his  first  trip 

From  his  own  country  to  a  foreign  quay. 
A  merry  sailor  on  the  white  deck  sings; 

A  sea-gull  circles  in  the  bright  blue  sky  ; 
And  the  bra\e  ship,  as  o'er  the  waves  she  springs. 

Lifts  with  majestic  pride  her  white  sails  high. 

A  half-burned  log  falls  with  a  crash  apart 

And  sends  a  thousand  sparks  toward  the  dark  sky  : 
And  Grandpa  murmurs,  waking  with  a  start, 
"Ay,  they  were  gallant  times — those  days  gone  by!" 


A  HUMAN-N.\TURE  STORY 

BY    KATHARINE    H.    SPICER    (AGE    I4) 

They  were  four  young  people  having  tea  together  on 
the  veranda  of  the  Country  Club.  Dick  and  Helen  were 
brother  and  sister,  but  the  others.  Jack  and  Anne,  were 
just  friends.  As  they  sat  there,  devouring  tea  and 
cakes,  they  watched  the  tennis-courts  in  front  of  them, 
commenting  on  the  plays  and  players. 

After   a   while    their   conversation    became    more    per- 
sonal.     Jack   gazed   admiringly   at    Helen's   scarlet   silk 


BY   WILLIAM   H.  GRATWICK,  JR.,  AGE    12. 
(SILVER  BADGE.) 


sweater.  "That  's  a  good-looking  sweater  you  've  got 
on,  Helen.  I  like  the  color:  it  suits  you."  ."Knd  Anne 
expressed  her  liking  for  Dick's  tie,  which  was  of  as 
many  colors  as  Joseph's  coat. 


The  conversation  continued  in  similar  strains  until 
Anne  had  to  leave.  Jack,  of  course,  accompanying  her. 
The  other  two  remained  to  meet  their  parents,  who  were 
coming  out  to  the  club  for  supper.  Dick  and  Helen 
discussed  the  coming  tennis  tournament,  ct  cetera,  for 
a  while,  and  then  silence  reigned.  Every  one  else  had 
left  by  this  time  except  two  strangers,  so  they  were  left 
to  the  tender  mercies  of  each  other. 

Finally,  being  her  brother,  and  therefore  not  deigning 
to  show  that  he  noticed  how  becoming  her  sweater  was. 
Dick  said  to  Helen  :  "For  mercy's  sake.  Sis,  wipe  some 
of  that  powder  off  your  nose  !  It  's  as  white  as — as  that 
tablecloth  !     Just  caked  on  !" 

And  because  she  was  his  sister  and  so,  of  course, 
could  not  tell  him  how  good-looking  he  was  in  his  new 
tennis  regalia,  Helen  retorted  ;  "Before  you  comment  on 
other  people's  noses  again,  you  'd  better  take  a  look  at 
your  own.     It  's  redder  than  this  sweater  of  mine  !" 

Such  is  human  n.iture  ! 


A  ^^'^TURE  story 

BY    CHLOE    S.    THOMPSON    (AGE    12) 

(Silver  Badge) 
Rustle,  rustle,  rustle  I  That  is  the  story  the  maple- 
leaves  tell.  Brown,  yellow,  and  red,  they  fall  from  the 
tree.  Then  hither  and  thither  they  are  blown  on  the 
wings  of  the  wind,  till  heaps  of  brown  ruins  are  all 
that  is  left  of  them. 
Through  the  long 
winter  they  lie  as  if 
asleep. 

When  the  green, 
new  leaves  are 
growing  fast  above 
their  heads  and  the 
snow  has  all  melted 
away,  those  brown 
heaps  are  not  idle. 
Oh,  no  !  for  they, 
too,  are  workinj; 
hard  to  nourish  the 
new  little  maple- 
leaves.  And  when 
a  new  branch,  or 
leaf,  or  twig  begins 
to  sprout,  do  you 
think  it  is  with  sad- 
ness that  the  brown 
ones  look  up  at  it  ? 
Surely  not !  For 
they  have  been  working  just  for  this  end  all  the  spring. 
They  have  been  giving  all  their  best  strength  to  make 
the  new  green  leaflets  grow  big  and  strong,  and  to  send 
out  the  new  shoots  so  that  their  father-tree  will  grow 
bigger  and  bigger  and  big,ger  ! 

Thus  they  go  on,  ever  changing,  the  old  leaves  going 
down  from  their  gay  life  in  the  tree-tops  to  nourish 
their  brothers  who  will  come  next  year  and  to  make  the 
soil  rich  so  that  our  lovely  wild-flowers  may  spring  up 
all  around. 

I  do  not  think  the  brown  leaves  are  sad.  They  have 
been  large  and  green  :  they  have  iieen  red  and  yellow. 
Now,  as  we  run  through  the  fields,  they  rustle  under 
our  feet  :  in  the  winter  they  lie  quietly  beneath  the 
snow,  but  still  they  are  not  sad. 

They  hear  a  promise — a  beautiful  promise  of  better 
things. —  and  they  lie  quietly  happy,  waiting  for  the 
springtime  that  always  comes. 


v^' 
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FIRESIDE  FANCIES 

BY    JESSIE    MARILLA    THOMPSON     (aGE    1 3) 

(Silver  Badge) 
The  distant  hills  are  rol)ed  with  night;  without,  the 

wind  is  chill ; 
About  the  hearthstone,  warnt  and  bright,  it  whistles 

loud  and  shrill, 
Yet  cheerily  the  fire  doth  glow,  and  bears  a  message, 

dear — 
Time  that  is  past,  regain'd  may  be,  and  spring,  though 

fields  are  sere. 

See,  in  the  glowing  of  the  coals,  each  season  of  the 

year — 
Spring,  summer,  autumn,  winter  wild — yes,  e\'*ry  one 

is  here. 
See,  where  the  ash  is  wee  and  gray,  a  fragile,  dainty 

thing — 
The  pussy-willows  come  again,  first  messengers  of 

spring ! 

Here,  where  the  flame  burns  rul)y-red,  behold  the  sum- 
mer's rose  ! 

Dear  one,  't  is  summer-time  again,  where  rose  of 
crimson  grows  : 

Look,  in  von  bed  of  glowing  coals,  the  scarlet  leaves  of 
fall, 

Vaunt  all  their  glory,  whisp'ring  soft  the  autumn's 
wistful  call. 

The  fire  burns  low,  the  ash  is  \\'hite,  behold  the  w'inter, 

dear — 
The  ashes  fall  upon  the  hearth,  as  snow  on  fields  all 

sere  ; 
Dear  one,  the  soul  of  man  is  fire;  mid  iiozc  the  message 

see : 
The  glad  years  f^ast,  tho'  long  they  're  past,  may  still 

regained  be .' 


"l.NDOORS."      BY  BARBARA   BARNES,  .\GE    15. 
{  SILVER    BADGE.) 


A  NATURE  STORY 

BY    HELEN    PALMER    (aGE    I4) 

(Silfer  Badge) 
ToOTH-scAR    was    a    full    grown    bull    moose.      He    was 
called    Tooth-scar    because    he    carried    on    his    flank    a 
long  scar  left  by  a  wolf's  teeth. 

This  year  he  was  old  enough  to  join  in  the  fighting 
for  leadership. 

On  a  late  afternoon  in  October,  when  the  herds  were 
gathering  for  the  winter.  Tooth-scar  arose  from  his 
thicket  shelter  and,  climbing  a  high  bluff,  sent  his  call 


ringing    o^■er    the    valley.      A    doe    answered    with    her 
mournful   note,   but  Tooth-scar   was   not  satisfied. 

The  next  night  came  ;  again  he  climbed  the  crag  and, 
standing  silhouetted  against  the  sunset  sky,  bellowed 
forth  his  challenge  for  battle.  His  big,  restless  ears 
were  pricked  forward  as  he  stood  motionless,  waiting 
for  an  answer.  Suddenly  from  a  cliff  across  the  valley 
came  a  long-drawn  cry.  Tooth-scar  started.  His  call 
had  been  answered.  His  fighting  blood  was  aroused 
and,  leaping  from  his  crag,  he  went  crashing  through 
the  forest  to  meet  his  enemy. 

The  bull  that  had  answered  the  challenge  had  been 
leader  in  a  large  herd  for  many  years,  and  when  Tooth- 
scar  saw  him,  he 
realized  what  a 
hard  fight  he  would 
have.  His  oppo- 
nent W'as  the  first 
to  charge.  Rearing 
on  his  hind  legs, 
he  struck  fiercely 
at  Tooth-scar  with 
his  pointed  hoofs. 
But  Tooth-scar 

dodged  to  one  side, 
cutting  the  other's 
leg  with  his  sharp 
antlers.  Again  they 
met — this  time  with 
heads  down — and 
with  vicious  thrust 
and  parry  they 
battled  until  their 
antlers  hecann 

locked    together. 

Suddenly  Tooth- 
scar,  planting  his 
hoofs  firmly,  forced 
his  enemy's  head 
back  with  all  his  mighty  strength.  The  straining  sinews 
of  the  old  buck  yielded  slowly  until  his  neck  cracked 
and  he  crashed  to  the  ground. 

Tooth-scar  stepped  back  warily.  Then,  seeing  that 
ilie  bull  was  dying,  he  trotted  off  to  collect  his  hard- 
won  herd. 


FIRESIDE  FANCIES 

EV    ELIZABETH    M.    DUKES    (AGE    I3) 

(Honor  Member) 
The  warm  dark  wraps  me  round,  as  still  I  sit 
Beside  the  camp-fire  bright.     The  evening  wind 
Wafts  the  smoke-spice  :  the  pine-strewed  ground 
(lives  forth  its  fragrance  faintly,  and  I  lie 
Watching  the  bright  flames  leap  to  touch  the  stars. 
Each  shadow  is  alive — a  little  ghost 
Dancing,  alone,  with  long  and  streaming  hair. 
.And  where  the  dark  is  densest,  I  can  see 
The  \'ague  half-outlines  of  a  dryad  child. 
With  wistful  eyes,  and  tender,  trembling  mouth. 
Longing  to  share  the  warmth  and  light  with  me — 
But  shy,  and  frightened  at  the  very  thought. 
Far  off,  a  loon,  upon  some  moonlit  lake. 
Quavers  its  long,  sad  note.     A  drowsy  bird. 
Kept  wakeful  by  my  fitful  firelight. 
Twitters  :  and  one  small  rabbit,  creeping  past. 
Pauses,  the  fire-shine  gleaming  on  his  wild,  wide  eyes. 
The  wind  grows  stronger,  and  the  bright  flames  bend 
Far  over,  curtsying.     I  'in  half  asleep. 
Too  soon  the  summer  flies.     O,  dryad  child. 
Where  will  you  be  when  winter  snows  are  deep  ? 


A   TRAVELER.  BY    ROBERT    MARTIN, 

AC;E    15.      {HONOR    MEMBER.) 
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'A    HtAUING    FOK  JANUARY."      BV    EDWARD    LIONAL   PALMER,  AGE    17.       (GOLD    BADGE.       SILVER    B.\DGE    WO.N    NOV.,   I915.) 


FIRESIDE  FANCIES 

BY    FIUNCES    M.    HALL    (aGE    IO) 

(Silver  Badge) 
Sometimes  before  the  fire  I  sit 

And  watch  the  roaring  flames. 
And  then  I  see  a  merry  sight — • 

The  fairies  playing  games. 

Some  are  red  and  some  are  white. 

While  some  are  vivid  blue, 
And  all  have  wavy  golden  locks, 

A-shining  like  the  dew. 

Some  are  shooting  tiny  guns 

That  go  off  with  a  pop  ! 
Others  dance  around  the  logs 

As  though  they  'd  never  stop. 

But  one  thing  about  these-fairies 

Always  seems  so  queer — 
The  fact  that  when  they  've  played  awhile. 

They  always  disappear ! 

I  don't  know  how  they  do  it, 
But  I  see  them  smaller  grow  ; 

They  dwindle  into  tiny  sparks 
And  up  the  chimney  go. 

I  sometimes  wish  that,  just  for  once, 

/  was  a  fairy,  too — • 
Then  I  could  dance  around  the  logs 

And  play  at  peck-a-boo. 


A  N.A.TURE  STORY 

BY    ARVID    JASSON     (AGE    16) 

It  was  a  sultry,  hot  day  in  June.  Rain  had  not  fallen 
for  many  days:  vegetation  was  turning  brown,  and  the 
roads  lay  thick  with  dust.  In  the  forest,  leaves  hung 
drooping,  and  the  bees,  by  their  monotonous  drone, 
sounded  a  warning  should  they  be  disturbed. 

The  stillness  was  broken  by  a  crashing  of  branches. 
A  swarm  of  bees  arose,  and  flew  in  one  mass  after  the 
intruder — a    snarling    fox.      Reynard's    otherwise    sleek- 


coat  was  ruffled  and  dusty.  He  foamed  at  the  mouth, 
pawed  and  leaped  at  his  tantalizing  foe  as  some  bee 
stung  him  in  the  neck. 

He  had  shaken  off  his  pursuers,  but  continued  in  his 
bewildering  manner.  He  leaped  into  space,  twisted,  and 
squirmed.  Halting  of  a  sudden,  he  would  bite  at  his 
back,  which  proved  futile,  then  lie  down  and  roll,  and 
kick,  and  squirm.  As  he  crossed  a  level  plain,  a  boy 
shied  a  stone,  which  cut  a  gash  in  his  hind  leg.  This 
increased  his  fury,  and  with  a  bound  and  a  yell  he  dis- 
appeared again  into  the  forest. 

The  heat  of  the  day  increased.  He  had  covered  three 
miles  at  this  pace.  He  was  breathing  hard,  and  was 
slouching  along  with  a  drooping  tail ;  and  at  intervals, 
with  a  convulsive  shudder,  he  would  try  to  throw  off 
that  unseen  enemy.  He  sniffed  the  air.  With  a  long- 
drawn  cry,  as  of  relief,  he  increased  his  pace,  and  in  a 
moment  was  scanning  the  shores  of  a  silvery  stream 
for  human  beings. 

Satisfied  that  no  one  was  near,  he  advanced  cau- 
tiously. Under  an  overhanging  bush,  he  pulled  off  a 
large  clump  of  moss.  He  held  it  in  his  mouth,  and 
walked  slowly  backwards  into  the  stream.  Slowly, 
slowly,  until  his  head  went  under.  Then  suddenly  he 
let  the  moss  go  and  swam  away,  climbing  up  on  the 
opposite  bank. 

As  he  shook  his  pelt  free  from  water,  he  looked  at 
that  floating  moss  with  relief  and  went  his  way. 

That   moss  contained   his   worst   enemv — FLE.-iS! 


A  N.\TURE  STORY 

BY   A.NNA    C.    CARVEY    (aGE    I4) 

(Silfer  Badge) 
One  warm  day  last  summer  I  was  contentedly  reading 
on  my  front  porch.  In  the  midst  of  a  most  interesting 
part  of  my  story  the  call  of  a  catbird  sounded  close  to 
my  ear.  Looking  up,  I  found  Blackie  Catbird  himself 
perched  directly  in  front  of  me  on  the  rail.  I  did  not 
have  to  be  told  what  had  brought  him,  for  I  saw  him 
look  longingly  at  the  plate  of  cherries  on  the  arm  of 
my  chair.  For  a  long  time  Blackie  watched  me  and  the 
cherries,  no  doubt  trying  to  make  up  his  mind  whether 
the  prize  was  worth  the  risk. 

I  did  not  move,  and  he  must  have  thought  me  a  new 
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kind  of  clierrj'-tree,  for  his  yearning  for  the  cherries 
finally  overcame  his  fear,  and  he  fluttered  into  the  dish. 
He  stood  beside  my  arm  and  yet  did  not  seem  afraid. 

Then  he  carefully  selected  a  big  ripe  cherry  and. 
carrying  it  in  his  mouth,  he  flew  away.  Undoubtedly  he 
was  very  thankful  that  he  had  not  been  harmed  by  the 
peculiar  thing  in  that  very  large  nest,  for  such  he  must 
have  considered  my  front  porch. 

I  knew  that  catbirds  were  bold  little  robbers,  but  did 
you  e\'er  know  they  were  as  daring  as  this  little  fellow? 


A  NATURE  STORY 

BY    M.\RTH.\    B.\RTLETT    (.\GE    I3) 

(SHrer  Badge) 
While  staying  in  the  mountains  one  spring,  my  aunt 
suggested,  in  one  of  our  walks,  that  we  go  to  see  the 
house  where  some  of  our  friends  had  stayed  the  sum- 
mer before.  As  we  approached  the  cottage,  which  was 
built  in  the  woods,  we  saw  that  the  place  was  unoccu- 
pied, save  for  a  big  brown  rabbit  that  hopped  across  tlie 
path. 

Attracted  by  the  twitterings  of  the  birds,  we  sat  on 
the  ground.  We  waited  quietly,  and  the  first  one  that 
we  saw  was  a  little  brown  oven-bird.  Through  the  field- 
glasses  we  could  see  its  dear  little  throat  move  as  it 
called  "teacher  teaclwr  teacher"  to  its  mate,  who  would 
answer. 

Then  a  vireo  flew  across  the  path  and,  after  resting 
on  a  branch  for  a  moment,  flew  away. 

We  heard  a  noise  overhead,  and,  when  we  looked  up 
into  the  old  pine-tree,  we  saw,  perched  on  a  limb,  a 
scarlet  tanager  in  his  splendid  coat  of  scarlet  and  black. 
We  watched  him  until  he  flew  away. 

Then  a  chipmunk  scampered  into  view,  and  when  he 
spied  us,  he  sat  up  on  his  haunches  and  looked  at  us  in 
absolute   wonder ;    then   in   his   surprise    he   sank   slowly 
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upon  ;dl  fours  again.  When  he  could  screw  up  courage, 
he  ran  away  ;  but  strange  to  say,  he  was  back  again  the 
next  moment  to  make  another  observation  of  the  queer- 
looking  creatures. 

On  a  branch  I  spied  a  bright  blue  bird  which  my  aunt 
said  was  an  indigo  bunting.  VVe  saw  many  robins  and 
catbirds,  and  now  and  then  a  flicker,  but  our  attention 
was  directed  more  to  the  birds  that  we  did  not  see  on 
our  every-day  walk. 

We  always  referred  to  this  spot  as  "Birds'  Paradise," 
and  often  spent  many  quiet  hours  with  our  feathered 
friends  there. 


FfRESIDE  FANCIES 

BY    MAY    E.    WISHART    (aGE    1 7) 

(Honor  Member) 
They  sat  beside  the  fire,  the  family  group. 

Each  on  the  bright  flames  thoughtfully  intent  ; 
Without,  a  whining,  whistling  winter  wind 

Wailed  forth  its  woes  in  accents  violent. 

The  cat.  prosaic  beast,  looked  at  the  fire. 

And  dreamed  of  catnip,  and  of  rats  and  mice  ; 

Small   Bobby,  little  better,  thought  the  logs 
Looked  like  a  layer  cake,  each  log  a  slice. 


"A    HEADING    FOR    JANUARY."      BY   FRANCES   H.   LENZ,  AGE    16. 
(Sn.YER   BADGE.) 

But  Sister  Ruth's  brown  eyes  were  large  and  soft. 
For  she  was  building  castles  fair  in  Spain  ; 

Before  her,  from  the  fire,  a  tall  knight  rose, 

With  noble  face,  and  white  shield  free  from  stain. 

Big  Brother  Jack  thought  of  a  city  grand 
That  he  would  like  to  build  across  the  sea  ; 

A  city  of  ideals — dwelling-place 

Of  great  achievements  and  of  liberty. 

The  half-burnt  logs  made  Dad  think  of  the  time 
When  he  had  brought  in  logs  long  years  ago  ; 

.^nd  Mother  sighed  to  think  of  homeless  ones 
Who  had  that  night,  perhaps,  no  place  to  go. 

The  flames  curl  up  in  ever-changing  shapes. 
And  paint  the  fireside  faces  with  their  glow. 

With  now  a  sigh,  a  smile,  a  wistful  gaze 

As  haunting  dreams  and  memories  come  and  go. 

THE  ROLL  OF  HONOR 

A    list   of    those   whose   work    would    have   been    used    had    space 
permitted. 


PROSE 

Ella  R.  Watkins 
Sally  Sage 
Gjems  Fraser 
Florence  Erugger 
Miriam  Martin 
Maude  O.  Ross 
F.lise  Aylen 
Florence  H.  Leopold 
Caroline  Newson 
Nancy  Shinkle 
Mabel  Macferran 
F.leanor  Steven^. 
Eileen  Hayes 
Caroline  Owsley 
Hannah  Ratisher 
Lulita  Stubblefield 
Mary  Folsom 
Bian'ca  Olcott 
Frances  La  Due 
Freda  Wolfe 
Frances  Gillmor 


Eleanor  S.  Hearne 
Rachel  Higgins 
Mary  W.  Caughtin 
Elizabeth  Worcester 
Carlyn  Gichner 
Agatha  Ryan 
Eleanor  Schermerhorn 
Ruth  Gardner 
Irene  Shlevik 
Yvonne  Moen 
Marion  Richardson 
Anastasia  Constant 
Helen  G.  Townsend 
Ruih  Baker 
Louis  Flexner 
Eleanor  Ripley 
Winifred  M.  Bronson 
I.orayne  Boulden 
Edward  G  leas  on 
Helenka  Adamowska 
Frances  Johnston 
Margaret  Strickland 
Muriel  Thomas 


Alfred  S.  Valentine 
Elisabeth  Allen 
Mary  Bray 
Constance  E.  Hartt 
Frances  C.  Gairt 
Martha  S.  Long 
Margaret  Darlington 
Mildred  L.  Stevens 
Eleanor  Kennerly 
I.u<y  Fiske 
Margaret  Pund 
Evelyn  A,  Ryan 
Hugli  L.  Wiflson 
Elsbeth  M.  Goodwin 
Florence  E.  Meier 
Katherine  H.  Wolff 
Ada  Manning 
Carolyn  F.  Rogers 
Kalhryn  Osborn 
Katharine  Van  R. 

Holstc 
Mary  H.  Wallace 
Polly  Klots 


284 


ST.  NICHOLAS  LEAGUE 


Mary  L.  Canty 
Kliphalt  Wickes 
Margaret  Klein 
E.  King  Graves 
Marian  Olcott 
Jacob  Levenson 
Claire  Graves 
Ediih  Humphrey 
Elizabeth  Carnvell 
Ethel  Boatright 
Rachel  Feldman 
Ida  Esner 
Cassie  A.  Dize 


Sarah  F.  Borock 
Agnes  MacDonald 
Georgette  Yeomans 
Alice  Hanna 
Mildred  E.  Fish 
Janet  Scrimgeour 
Ruth  V.  Hirschman 
Valentine 

McGillycuddy 
Arnold  Levenson 
Rebek  A.  Harman 
Catherine  E.  Cook 
Eleanor  R.  Davies 


TRAVELER.  BV   JESSIE    G. 

MC  KENZIE,   AGE    13. 


Marjorie  S.  Banks 
Elinor  Goldmark 
Alvin  Hattorf 
Gertrude  Goodman 
William  Giddon 

VERSE 

Peggy  Hall 
Rebecca  Emery 
Eleanor  Johnson 
Eleanor  Mason 
Leonora  B.  Kennedy 
Dorothy  H.  Leach 
Florence  M.  Treat 
Nellie  Adams 
Anita  L.  Grannis 
Marcella  H,  Foster 
M    Louise  Pott 
Rachel  E.  Saxton 
Aileen  Ross 
Sterling  North 
Katherine  Bull 
Laura  Morris 
Catherine  La  Master 
Mary  L  Fry 
Ruth  Barcher 
Florence  White 
Marian  Welker 
Estella  H.  Jackson 
Esther  J.  Lowell 
Adelaide  L,  Remseii 
Harriet  T.  Parsons 
C.  Rosalind  Holmes 
Hulda  Howard 
Katherine  Gauss 
Eva  M.  Borden 
Elizabeth  McIIvaine 
Lucy  RL  Hodge 
Mary  H.  Howland 
Idella  Purnell 
Jeanne  Russell 
Miriam  Simons 
Celestine  Morgan 
Grace  C.  Freese 
Ruth  E.  Jeffrey 
Marie  Mir^-is 
Frances  Noble 
Eunice  Thompson 
Jane  Furlong 
Isabelle  M.  Craig 
I)ora  Sussman 
Dorothy  Levy 
Lucie  Watkins 
Beatrice  C.  Traub 
Mary  S.  Benson 
Ruth  Memory 
Rose  Cohen 
Ruih  P.  Crawford 
Esther  W.  H.  Rowland 
Nurman  Johnson 
MaryC.  Howard 
Amelie  dc  Witt 
John  D.  Cox 


DRAWINGS 

Wynn  Holcomb 
Ruth  J.  Browne 
Marian  Allardt 
Victor  E.  Demers 
Ruth  Jeinier 
Helena  M.  Chase 
jNIary  L  Farley 
Miriam  De  Camp 
Miriam  Fisenberg 
Elberta  L.  Esty 
Gertrude  D.  Harms 
Dorothy  Hughes 
Adelaide  Winter 
Amelia  Winter 
Edwin  M.  Gill 
Catharine  Harlan 
Magdalen  Mooney 
Mildred  Bruckheimer 
Margaret  C.  Harms 
Esther  Rice 
Gladys  Fliegelman 
Helen  A.  Winans 
Catharine  S.  Krupa 
Eunice  Jackson 
Vera  Kellogg 
Esther  R.  Owens 
Frances  B.  Brooks 
Corinne  Ross 
Katharine  Rogers 
Mar>*  R.  Evans 
Elna  Daniels 
Margaret  Loomis 
Mary  A.  Mack 
Carolyn  Dean 
Ruth  Hughes 
Virginia  Attwell 
Barbara  Prosper 
Elizabeth  Sumner 
Anne  C.  Sharp 
Louire  Perkins 
Margaret  J.  Harper 
Katherine  Young 
Marian  Hoyt 
Esther  Hill 
Dorothy  Milne 
Thomas  Waterman 
Philip  H.  Ward 
Margaret  Fields 
June  Johnson 
Catherine  Hamilton 
Lucile  Kapp 
Kathleen  Andrews 
Charles  A.  Smith 
Willett  Clark 
Ethel  Stewart 
Florence  Daly 
Lionel  Cashman 
Sally  Serson 
Anna  Lincoln 
Katherine  D.  Stewart 
Mary  Cunningham 
Morgan  S.  Callahan 


Jack  Field 
Caroline  M.  Wood 
Harriet  Winter 
Norman  Trefethen 
Doris  E.  Woodruff 
Grace  Mac  Farland 
Betty  Fietgens 
Venette  M.  Willard 
Dorothy  Burr 
Pamela  Berdan 
Margaret  Goldsmith 
Margaret  Boker 
Edith  D.  Steinmetz 
Vernita  C.  Haynes 
F.  B.  Fox 
Francis  Bartlett 
Walter  Jensen 
Margaret  Schall 
Jean  von  der  Laucken 
Phyllis  Kett 
Grace  B.  Cuyler 
Ethel  S.  Polhemus 
Catharine  Mullen 
Alice  B.  Parker 
Margaret  Thomson 
Dorothy  G-  Hardy 
Penelope  P.  Hubbard 
Alfred  L.  Adams 
Verdi  Fuller,  Jr. 
Frances  ^L  Robinson 
Dorothy  Hood 
Winifred  Williams 
Marguerite  Munger 
Josephine  Hopkens 
Louise  S.  May 
Tillie  Rosen 
Katharine  Derby 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

Katharine  G.  White 
Serena  E.  Hand 
Lucile  Arnold 
Barbara  Bell 
Lucy  Pomeroy 
Alice  Lee  Hall 
Arthur  Brand 
Gerald  H.  Loomis 
Ella  T.  Riske 
Philip  K.  Hoerr 
A.  B-  Trondsen 
Katherine  A.  Adams 
Alfred  Buss,  Jr. 
John  F.  Fitschen.  3rd 
Annette  N.  Wright 
Robert  W.  R.  Hartung 
Marie  C.  Mc  Voy 


'•INDOORS. "     BV    FRANCES 
KIKER,  AGE   15. 

Dorothy  Steffan 
Marshall  S.  Brown,  Jr 
Helen  Whitmore 
Katharine  J.  Dimon 
Adele  Mowton 
NLirgaret  Worcester 
Kathryn  Rohnert 
Helen  P.  Hoyt 
Marshall  Tines 
Thomas  Blair 
Dorothy  E.  Handsaker 
Esthers.  Ely 
Dorothy  Thompson 
Everett  W.  Lins 

F.  Elizabeth  Pelz 

G.  Edwin  Suitzmiller 


Elizabeth  C.  Bates 
Nancy  A,  Ely 
Dorothy  Morton 
Eleanor  Ritter 

PUZZLES 

Ignatius  Vado 
Constance  Caldwell 
Sidney  Peilte 


William  Penn 
Kathryn  L.  Dniry 
Armand  Donaldson 
Julia  Grant  Bacon 
Bernard  Goldbaum 
Alice  Curtin 
Harold  Coy 
Carl  Fichandler 
Laura  Hunter 
Peggy  Gantt 


Anita  Rice 
F.  E.  Voungman 
Mary  V.  Spencer 
Parker  Webb 
Harriet  Kernan 
Margaret  Hill 
Phyllis  Kett 
Walter  Hardy 
J.  Spencer  Brock 
A.  Louise  Sumwalt 


PRIZE  COMPETITION  No.  195 

The  St.  XichoI-AS  League  awards  gold  and  silver  badges 
each  month  for  the  best  original  poems,  stories,  drawings, 
photographs,  puzzles,  and  puzzle  answers.  Also,  occasion- 
.lUy,  cash  prizes  to  Honor  Members,  when  the  contribution 
printed  is  of  unusual  merit. 

Competition  No.  195  will  close  January  24  (for  for- 
eign members  January  30).  Prize  announcements  will 
be  made  and  the  selected  contributions  published  in  St. 
XicHOL.-\s  for  May. 

Verse.  To  contain  not  more  than  twenty-four  lines. 
Subject,  "The  Open  Road." 

Prose.  Essay  or  story  of  not  more  than  three  hundred 
words.      Subject,  ".^  Winter  Adventure." 

Photograph.  Any  size,  mounted  or  unmounted  ;  no  blue 
prints  or  negatives.     Subject,  "  Moving  Things." 

Drawing.  India  ink,  very  black  writing-ink,  or  wash. 
Subject,  "Made  at  Home,"  or  a  Heading  for  May. 

Puzzle.  Any  sort,  but  must  be  accompanied  by  the 
answer  in  full,  and  must  be  indorsed. 

Puzzle  Answers.  Best,  neatest,  and  most  complete  set 
of  answers  to  puzzles  in  this  issue  of  St.  Nicholas. 
Must  be  indorsed  and  must  be  addressed  as  explained  on 
the  first  page  of  the  "  Riddle-box." 

Wild  Creature  Photography.  To  encourage  the  pur- 
suing of  game  with  a  camera  instead  of  with  a  gun.  The 
prizes  in  the  "Wild  Creature  Photography"  competition 
shall  be  in  four  classes,  as  follows:  Prize,  Class  A,  a  gold 
badge  and  three  dollars.  Prize,  Class  B,  a  gold  badge 
and  one  dollar.  Prize,  Class  C,  a  gold  badge.  Prize, 
Class  D,  a  silver  badge.  But  prize-winners  in  this  com- 
petition (as  in  all  the  other  competitions)  will  not  receive  a 
second  gold  or  silver  badge.  Photographs  must  not  be 
of  "protected  "  game,  as  in  zoological  gardens  or  game 
reservations.  Contributors  must  state  in  a  f\"i.'ii'oriis  where 
and  under  what  circumstances  the  photograph  was  taken. 

No  unused  contribution  can  be  returned  unless  it  is 
accompanied  by  a  self-aJilresseil  anil  slanipeJ  envelop  of  the 
proper  size  to  hold  the  manuscript,  drawing,  or  photograph. 

RULES 

.•\iNV  reader  of  St.  Nicholas,  w'hether  a  subscriber  or  not, 
is  entitled  to  League  membership,  and  a  League  badge  and 
leaflet,  which  will  be  sent  free.  No  League  member  who 
has  reached  the  age  of  eighteen  years  may  compete. 

Every  contribution,  of  whatever  kind,  must  bear  the 
name,  age,  and  address  of  the  sender,  and  be  indorsed  as 
"original"  by  parent,  teacher,  or  guardian,  'ivho  must  be 
convinced  beyond  doubt — and  must  state  in  -oriting —  that 
the  contribution  is  not  copied,  but  wholly  the  work  and  idea 
of  the  sender.  If  prose,  the  number  of  words  sjiuuld  also 
l)e  added.  These  notes  must  not  be  on  a  separate  sheet, 
but  on  the  contribution  itself —  if  manuscript,  on  the  upper 
margin  ;  if  a  jiicture,  on  the  margin  or  baci\  Write  or 
draw  on  one  side  ofthe  paper  only.  A  contributor  may  send 
but  one  contribution  a  month — not  one  of  each  kind,  but 
one  only,  this,  however,  does  not  include  the  "  advertising 
competition"  (see  advertising  pages)  or  ".•\nswcrs  to 
Puzzles." 
Address  :  The  St.  Nicholas  League, 

353  Fourth  .\venue.  New  York. 


THE   LETTER-BOX 


Hkre  is  a  very  interesting  and  highly  creditable  letter 
from  a  "romantic"  boy-reader  of  this  magazine,  in  far- 
away Japan.  His  resolve  to  master  the  difficult  English 
language,  and  his  evident  friendly  feeling  for  America 
are  heartily  to  be  commended  ;  and  we  take  pleasure  in 
printing  his  letter  almost  precisely  in  the  form  in  which 
he  wrote  it.  It  is  a  gratifying  fact  that  St.  Nicholas 
has  many  warm  friends  on  the  other  side  of  the  world  ; 
and  the  novel  and  appreciative  letters  which  they  send 
us  are  especially  welcome  to  the  home-land  readers  of 
our  Letter- Box. 

Tokyo,  Japa.\. 
Dear  St.  Nichof.as:  For  a  few  months  I  have  been  get- 
ting you  sent  by  a  grown-up  friend  of  mine.  I  have 
been  your  lover  since  I  had  you  first  given  by  him. 
.'Mthough  I  repeated  e\ery  number  ^■ery  often,  I  never 
grew  tired  of  you  but  fond  more  and  more.  I  was  sorry 
that  I  had  no  father,  as  he,  who  was  an  officer,  fell  in 
the  Russo-Japanese  War ;  but  happy  now  as  I  have 
found  a  good  friend  in  you.  So  it  was  till  you  joined 
to  my  family  that  I  had  sometimes  felt  my  home,  which 
consists  of  my  mother,  an  elder  sister  and  I.  lonely. 

I  am  teaching  English  to  myself  by  helps  of  some 
books.  It  seems  to  me  rather  hard  task  to  master  cer- 
tain language  thoroughly.  But  I  shall  fight  and  con- 
ijuer  all  the  difficulties  and  gain  your  prize.  I  wish  to 
contribute  you  proses,  in  which  I  tell  something  about 
Japan,  though  my  English  is  as  yet  too  imperfect  to 
write  verses.  Japan  is  the  romantic  realm  in  the  world  ; 
her  national  idea,  sceneries,  and  what  belongs  to  Japan 
is  all  romantic.     I  dare  say,  I  am  myself  a  romantic  boy. 

I  always  wish  that  many  American  boys  could  cor- 
respond with  us  the  Japanese,  as  I  believe  that  the  cor- 
respondence would,  no  doubt,  produce  an  appreciable 
friendship  among  your  countrymen  and  us.  That  friend- 
ship might  be  called  the  "Little  Jap-.\merican  Alliance" 
because  it  will  have  so  good  effect  on  both  the  countries. 
With  best  wishes,  I  am 

Your  loving  reader  in  Japan. 

Pe.vtarrow  Mochizuki. 


Pittsburg.  Pa. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  A  few  minutes  ago  I  opened  a 
\ery  important-looking  en\elop  from  you  containing  a 
certain  small  round  silver  pin  with  blue  enamel,  which 
has  made  me  trrii  happy.  I  could  n't  begin  to  thank 
you  for  it.  but  I  want  to  tell  you  how  glad  I  was  to  get 
it.  how  pretty  I  think  it  is,  and  how  proud  I  am  of  it. 

I  can  imagine,  fifty  years  from  now,  an  old  woman 
sitting  before  a  cheerful  winter  fireside,  with  two  eager 
little  faces  at  her  knee.  She  has  been  telling  them 
fairy  stories,  but  just  now.  as  their  eyes  shine  brighter 
and  their  cheeks  grow  redder,  she  is  telling  them  about 
the  time  she  won  a  silver  badge  from  the  St.  Nicholas 
League.  Then  the  carefully  preserved  badge  will  be 
handed  from  one  to  the  other  by  admiring  little  fingers, 
and  finally  restored  to  its  resting  place — a  soft  bed  of 
pink  cotton  in  a  small  white  bo.\.  The  children  now 
scramble  across  the  room  and  fill  their  arms  full  of  St. 
Nicholases,  old  and  new,  for  in  one  corner  of  the 
room  there  is  a  great  bookcase  full  of  them.  They 
bring  them  back  to  the  fireplace,  the  old  woman  puts  on 
her  spectacles  and  takes  up  one  of  the  magazines.  The 
rest  of  the  evening  is  spent  in  reading,  but  long  after 


the  children  are  put  to  bed,  the  old  woman  still  looks 
dreamily  into  the  firo.  smiling  happily.  In  her  lap  is  a 
torn,  time-worn  copy  of  the  May  St.  Nicholas  of  191 5. 
Of  course  you  can  guess  that  this  old  grandmother  is 
your    grateful    and    affectionate    league-member, 

Ethel  Carver  Litchfield  (age  15). 


Edmore,  Michigan. 
Dear    St.   Nicholas  :    My   auntie   sent   you   to   me   for 
Christmas,  so  you  see  I  have  Christmas  twelve  times  a 
year. 

My  favorite  stories  were  "Tommy  and  the  Wishing- 
stone,"  "Peg  o'  the  Ring,"  and  "The  Strange  Story  of 
Mr.  Dog  and  Mr.   Bear." 

I  loaned  you  to  a  little  friend  of  mine  who  was  sick, 
for  his  mother  to  read  to  him. 

I  take  you  to  school  and  my  teacher  reads  you  to  the 
children. 

Your  interested  reader, 

Ver.\  Wilson  (age  9). 


Sakchi,  India. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  live  in  one  of  the  most  civilized 
stations  in  India,  and  have  been  here  eight  months. 
There  are  hills  surrounding  us,  and  a  river  quite  near. 
Sometimes  the  jungles  on  the  hills  catch  fire,  and  it 
looks  like  a  flaming  serpent  winding  about.  The  river 
is  not  very  high  now  as  there  has  not  been  much  rain 
this  rainy  season. 

I  went  to  the  Himalaya  Mountains  for  the  hot  wea- 
ther ;  they  were  perfectly  beautiful,  especially  coming 
down  and  going  up  on  the  train. 


The  picture  I  send  you  is  a  tiger  the  natives  killed 
with  bows  and  arrows  on  one  of  the  hills.  It  measures 
ten  feet  from  tip  to  tip. 

Your  interested  reader, 

Kathrvn   Bruce  Shover. 


Hollister,  Idaho. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  have  seen  very  few  letters  from 
Idaho.  I  am  one  of  your  most  interested  readers. 
When  St.  Nicholas  came  this  month,  I  took  it  to  the 
table  and  sat  on  it  so  no  one  could  capture  it  before  I 
had  read  it.  and  I  put  it  under  my  pillow  when  I  went 
to  bed  so  I  could  read  it  as  soon  as  I  could  see  in  the 
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morning — for  there  are  four  besides  me,  all  wanting  it 
at  once. 

I  liked  your  recipes  so  well  that  I  had  them  printed 
and  made  a  cook-book  all  my  own. 

Our  literary  society  gave  a  play  from  your  pages 
called  "Every  Child."  It  was  very  well  played  and 
very  well  liked.  We  are  looking  forward  to  the  plays 
again  this  winter. 

My   favorite  story  in  this  year's  magazine  was  "The 
Lost  Prince."     I  have  also  enjoyed  "Peg  o'  the  Ring." 
I  hope  the  next  serial  stories  will  be  as  good. 
Your  Idaho  friend, 

Esther  P.  D.^rli.vgton  (age  15). 


GuATEM.\L.\  City,  Guatem.\i,.\. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  ;  I  was  delighted  to  read  in  the  .St. 
Nicholas  of  October,  1915.  an  article  on  the  banana. 
Just  imagine  my  surprise  to  see  my  uncle  standing  un- 
der a  full-grown  banana-tree  in  one  of  the  pictures.  I 
thought  I  would  like  to  tell  you  of  the  visits  I  made  to 
my  uncle  while  he  was  in  Banana-land  on  the  Guate- 
mala coast.  Our  days  began  at  5  a.m.,  as  everybody 
had  work  to  be  done  before  the  fearful  heat  of  the  day  ; 
there  was  always  plenty  for  small  boys  to  do  in  watch- 
ing the  Negroes  cut  down  the  bananas.  More  interest- 
ing still  was  the  loading  of  this  fruit,  which  is  cut  very 
green  so  it  will  reach  American  children  in  good  condi- 
tion to  eat.  We  had  mule-back  rides  into  deep  jungles 
of  huge  trees,  with  all  sorts  of  queer  parasites  hanging 
on  their  branches.  Once  we  crossed  a  river  and  saw  a 
lot  of  sleeping  alligators  and  iguanas  on  its  banks.  At 
night  we  could  hear  the  Negroes  singing  after  their  work 
was  over,  and  monkeys  screaming,  especially  when  rain 
threatened.  My  uncle  took  me  to  see  the  famous  Maya 
ruins  of  Quirigua.  The  ruins  are  huge  stones  full  of 
engravings,  and  are  in  the  midst  of  a  jungle  that  is  be- 
ing cleared  ready  for  growing  bananas. 
From  your  reader. 

Stanley  Osborne. 


dirt  flew  plentifully.  But  after  this  "shower"  was  over, 
the  men  flocked  back  to  their  work,  and  the  furious 
din  continued. 

We  lived  for  a  time  in  Bas  Obispo,  at  the  end  of  the 
Cut.  Here  the  dirt-trains  came  puffing  out  of  the  Cut 
laden  with  rock,  which  they  carried  to  the  Toro  Point 
Breakwater,  at  Colon,  or  to  Panama  City.  On  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  Cut.  we  could  watch  them  puffing  up- 
grade. They  were  so  long  and  heavy  that  two  engines 
were  always  necessary  to  pull  them  up,  and  sometimes 
four  (two  pushing!  or  three.  The  extra  engines,  near 
the  top  of  the  grade  loosened  their  hold  and  slid  rat- 
tling back  into  the  Cut,  to  reappear  later  with  another 
train.  The  work  was  so  great  that  sometimes  from 
forty  to  sixty  engines  a  day  passed. 

I  do  not  know  much  about  the  locks,  for  we  never 
lived  near  them.  But  we  walked  the  length  of  Gatun 
Locks  before  their  completion,  went  through  the  im- 
mense culverts,  like  tunnels,  in  the  walls,  and  saw  the 
bare  steel  structure  of  the  gates. 

From  time  to  time,  stories  appear  in  St.  Nicholas 
about  these  countries,  and  I  enjoy  reading  them  very 
much,  as  they  are  adventures  or  events  that  I  can  un- 
derstand. 

Thanking  St.  Nicholas  for  the  many  pleasant  hours 
it  has  given  me,  I  am. 

Your  sincere  friend, 

Mary  Verxer. 


This  clever  little  poem  is  printed  just  as  written  by  its 
eight-year-old  author,  and  if,  a  little  later  on.  he  should 
wish  to  change  the  spelling  of  a  few  words,  he  will 
nevertheless  be  as  loyal  as  ever,  we  hope,  to  the  cheery 
tribute  offered  by  his  verses  to  the  delights  of  winter. 
Meanwhile,  for  the  present,  so  youthful  a  poet  is  privi- 
leged to  spell  as  he  pleases — whatever  the  learned  dic- 
tionary-makers may  say ! 


Cristoual,  Ca.\al  Zone. 
De-ar  St.  Nicholas:  For  more  than  six  years  my  home 
has  been  in  Panama,  and  during  part  of  that  time  I 
lived  on  the  edge  of  the  Culebra  Cut,  or  Gaillard  Cut. 
as  it  is  now  called.  In  fact,  we  lived  so  near  that  we 
could  watch  the  operations  going  on,  and  distinguish 
the  individual  sounds  that  made  up  the  perpetual  roar 
coming  from  the  great  gash  in  the  hills. 

It  was  fascinating  to  watch  the  huge  steam-shovel 
dippers  take  up  dirt — like  giant  jaws.  Swinging  on 
their  ponderous  arms,  they  deposited  a  load  in  one  of 
the  long  line  of  cars  and  sw'ung  back  for  another. 
When  the  car  became  full,  the  train  slipped  a  little 
further  on,  and  another  car  was  waiting  to  be  filled. 
Back  and  forth  swung  the  huge  steel  arm  with  the  dip- 
per, and  car  after  car  slid  up  and  was  filled.  The  train 
shrieked,  and  groaned,  and  the  steam-shovel  puffed  and 
rattled.  The  chains,  reaching  along  the  arm  and  con- 
trolling the  dipper,  made  the  rattling ;  the  ponderous 
efforts  of  the  Hiachinery  made  the  puffing :  and  the 
swaying,  pulling,  and  stopping  of  the  cars  did  the 
shrieking  and  groaning. 

The  shrill,  piping  blast-drills  were  another  detail  of 
the  bustle  in  the  Cut.  Their  steel  pistons,  shooting  up 
and  down,  kept  up  an  incessant  click-clack,  as  if  to  in- 
sist that  they  must  not  be  overlooked.  After  a  hole  was 
drilled  and  the  fuse  inserted,  a  steam-shovel  blew  a 
warning.  That  was  the  signal  for  a  blast,  and  every  one 
scattered  for  shelter.  A  few  minutes'  wait,  then  the 
whole  cut-bottom   shook   with   an   uoheaval.      Rocks  and 
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The  chill   November  winds  are  here, 

The   frosted  grass  is  snowy  white. 
We  '11  start  a  fire  to  gi\e  us  cheer, 

.^nd  watch  its  blazing  flames  so  bright. 

This  morning  when  I  woke  from  rest. 

.\  wondrus  vision  met  my  site  : 
I  saw  the  landscape  newly  dressed 

In  snowy  mantle,  crystle  white. 

Now  for  some  winter  sport.  Hurrah  ! 

We  '11  laugh,  and  shout,  and  coast,  and  run. 
From  cellers  bidding  place  we  '11  draw, 
Our  freindlv  sled  to  give  us  fun. 
End. 
Theodore  Hudson  Die.mer  (age  8). 


Brookline,  Mass. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  League:  Some  tin\e  since  a  gold 
badge  was  found  in  Boston  in  the  street,  and  I  have  it 
at  present.  If  the  owner  will  let  me  know  the  date 
and  place  where  it  was  lost,  and  where  to  send  it.  I 
shall  be  glad  to  do  so.  I  know  that  they  must  feel  the 
loss,  as  I  would  not  like  to  lose  my  silver  badge  just 
acquired. 

Yours  truly, 

William  Prentiss  Howe,  Jr. 


A  Bunch  of  Keys.  i.  Jockey.  2.  Monkey.  3. 
Lucky  4.  Plucky.  5.  Darky.  6.  Donkey.  7.  Leaky. 
8.  Frisky. 

Double  Zigzag  From  r  to  2,  Longfellow;  3  to  4.  Evangeline. 
Cross-words:  i  Legate.  2.  Motive.  3.  Nutria.  4.  Iguana  5.  Fad- 
ing.    6.  Fennel.     7.  Lawful.     8.  Elicit,     g.  Obtain.     10.  Awaken. 

Triple  Beheadinc;.  Bonaparte,  i.  Bob-bin.  2.  Spr-out.  3.  Cor- 
net. 4.  Squ-are.  5.  Car-pet.  6.  Spl-ash.  7.  Spa-red.  8.  Cot-ton.  9. 
App-ear. Char.'\de.     Wonder. 

Connecting  Words,  i.  Real.  2.  Ally.  3.  Lyre.  4.  Read.  5. 
Adze.  6.  Zeal.  7.  Also.  8.  Sore.  9  Real.  10.  Alto.  11.  Tone.  12. 
Need.  13.  Edge.  14.  Gear.  15.  Arid.  16.  Idle.  17.  Leap.  18.  Apse. 
19  Seal.  20.  AIsu.  21.  Some.  22.  Meat.  23.  Atom.  24.  Omit.  25. 
Item. 

Illustr.a,ted  Primal  Acrostic.  Cornwallis.  1.  Cactus.  2.  Oyster. 
3.  Retort.  4.  Needle.  5.  Wimple.  6.  Agouti.  7.  Linnet.  8.  Launch. 
9   Insect      10.  Sphinx. 


Connected  Squares  AND  Diamonds.     I.     i.  Cabin.  2.  Agile.    3. 

Bifid.     4.  Iliad.     5.   Neddy.     11.     i.  Tares,     2.  Arena.  3.   Repel.     4, 

Enerd.     5.  Salda.     III.     i.   Pagan.     2.  Anile.     3,   Gills.  4.  Allot.     5. 

Nesrs.     IV,     i.  Waits.     2.  Abnet.     3.  Inane.    4.  Tenet.  5.  Stets.     V. 
1.  E.    2.  Inn.    3.  Enter.    4.  Net.    5.  R.    VI.     i.  R.    2.  Tan.     3.  Ratio. 

4.  Nip.     5.  O.     VII.     I.  A.     2.  JS.S.     3.  .^sir.     4.  Sin.  5.  R.     VIII. 

1.  R.     2.  Sis.     3.  Rigid.     4.  Sir.     5.  D. 

Geographical  Diagonal.     Australia.     Cross-words:   i.  Abyssinia. 

2.  Bukharest.     3.  Wisconsin.     4.  Porto  Rico.     5.  Antarctic.     6.  Hima- 
layas.    7.  Jerusalem.     8.  Mackenzie,     g.  Minnesota. 

Novel  Acrostic.  Primals,  The  Lost  Prince;  fourth  row,  Marco 
Loristan.  Cross-words:  i.  Trumpet.  2.  Hexagon.  3.  Express.  4, 
Lancers.  <;.  Octopus.  6.  Shallow.  7.  Toronto.  8.  Patriot.  9.  Radi- 
ant,    10.  Irksome.     11.  Neutral.     12.  Caravan.     13.  Evening. 


Solvers  wishing  to  compete  for  prizes  must  give  answers  in  full,  following  the  plan  of  the  above-printed  answehs  to  puzzles. 

To  OUR  Puzzlers:  Answers  to  be  acknowledged  in  the  magazine  must  be  received  not  later  than  the  24th  of  each  month,  and  should  be 
addressed  to  St.  Nicholas  Riddle-box,  care  of  The  Century  Co.,  353  Fourth  .'\ venue,  New  York  City. 

Answers  TO  ALL  THE  Puzzles  IN  the  October  Number  were  received  before  October  24  from  J.  S.  Manuel,  Jr.,  and  William  S,  Manuel. 

Answers  to  Puzzles  in  the  October  Number  were  received  before  October  24  from  Ellen  M.  Chisholm,  10 — Claire  A.  Hepner,  10— Evelyn 
Hillman,  10— "Allil  and  Adi,"  lo— Mary  V.  Spencer,  q — Helen  .A,.  Moulton,  g— Ignatius  Vado,  9 — E.  Custis  Bennett,  ^ — Arthur  Poulin,  g — Lu- 
ther K.  Arrington,  7 — Helen  Adda  Vance.  7 — Hubert  Barentzen,  7 — Marion  B.  Harlow,  5 — "St.  Anna  Girls,"  5— Whitney  Ashbridge,  4— Bar- 
bara Burwell.  3— Alice  Noel  Farrar,  3 — Helen  Skinner,  2 — .A.nne  Graydon,  i — Elisabeth  Morrow,  1 — Kathryn  M.  Hayden,  i — Margaret  Hazel, 
I — Eleanor  L.  Hill,  i  —  Eleanor  Herring,  i — Theodore  Neher,  i. 


DOUBLE  ACROSTIC 

Mv  primals  name  a  Japanese  city,  and  my  finals  an 
adjective  that  has  been  applied  to  it. 

Cross-words  (of  equal  length)  :  i.  Lubricates.  2.  To 
appear.  3.  A  car.  4.  To  strike  with  the  foot.  5.  Un- 
substantial. 

ELINOR  s.  I'KDLEY  (age  14),  League  Member. 

OVEKLAPPING    SQUARES 

L      Upper,         Left  -  h.\nd 

Squ.a,re:  I.  a  masculine  name. 

2.    A    Roman    magistrate.      3. 

...*****...  Wearies.    4.  The  French  word 

.    .    .    *   *   *    *   4.    .    .    .  for  "pupil."     5.  To  set  again. 

*****  n.  LTpPER,        RlGHT-H.^ND 

.  .  .**  +  *+.  .  .  Squ.^re  :  I.  Wide.  2.  A  gun. 
...*!c***...        3.    Frequently.      4.    Watchful. 

5.   Depresses. 

III.      Central    Square  :    i. 

Mercenary.      2.    A    study.      3. 

A    part    of    ancient    Ethiopia. 

4.  Entrances  to  mines.     5.  To  rent. 

IV.  Lower,  Left-hand  Square:  i.  A  wanderer.  2. 
An   old   French   coin.      3.   A   Mongolian.      4.   A  passage. 

5.  Takes  out,  as  a  printer. 

V.  Lower,  Right-hand  Square  :  1.  Emperors  of 
Russia.  2.  Part  of  a  flower.  3.  Quickly.  4.  Ran.  5. 
Certain  vehicles  used  on  snow  or  ice. 

HUBERT  barentzen  (age  16),  Honor  Member. 

ZIGZAG 

Each  of  the  words  described  contains  five  letters. 
When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below  another, 
the  zigzag  may  be  formed  by  the  first  letter  of  the  first 


word,  the  second  letter  of  the  second  word,  the  third 
letter  of  the  third  word,  the  fourth  letter  of  the  fourth 
word,  the  third  letter  of  the  fifth  word,  and  so  on.  The 
last  letters  form  no  part  of  the  zigzag,  which  latter, 
when  rightly  guessed,   forms  a  pleasant  greeting. 

Cross-words:  i.  Odor.  2.  Pursuit.  3.  A  violent 
fancy.  4.  Form.  5.  A  common  substance.  6.  A  long 
series  of  years.  7.  Observed.  S.  Subject  to  a  penalty. 
9.  A  fortress.  lo.  A  beautiful  mineral,  usually  bluish- 
green.     II.  Glitter.     12.  Flavor.      13.  Kingly. 

EDITH   MABEL  SMITH   (age   17),  Houov  Member. 

CHARADE 

Turn  my  first  and  it  makes  a  nod; 

Turn  my  last,  if  you  will  ; 
And  then  you  may  try  to  turn  my  zvhole. 

But  it  sometimes  stands  quite  still. 
MARION  AMES  (age   1 6),  League  Member. 


NUMERICAL  ACROSTIC 

Cross-words  :     i.    Providing    with 
weapons.      2.    A    lasso.      3.    Crazy. 
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A    lasso. 

5.    To    help. 


4.  Shining.  5.  To  help.  6.  A 
tropical  plant  with  large,  jointed 
stems.  7.  The  home  of  Evan- 
geline. 

When  the  above  words  have 
been  rightly  guessed,  the  initial 
letters  w-ill  spell  the  name  of  a  famous  Persian  tale. 
The  letters  represented  by  the  numbers  from  i  to  6  and 
from  7  to  14  spell  two  of  its  principal  characters  ;  from 
15  to  27  spell  the  name  of  a  group  of  stories  of  which 
the  name  spelled  by  the  initials  is  one.  From  28  to  31, 
to  rouse  ;   from   32  lo  .^5,  to  lavish  affection. 

DOROTHY  WILCOX  (age  15),  Honor  Member. 
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THE  RIDDLE-BOX 


Each  of  the  ten  little  pictures  may  be  described  by  a 
single  word.  When  these  words  are  rightly  guessed  and 
written  one  below  another,  in  the  order  in  which  they 
are  numbered,  one  of  the  rows  of  letters,  reading  down- 
ward, will  spell  the  name  of  a  famous  general  who  was 
born  in  January.  1807. 

GEOGRAPHICAL  DIAGONAL 

{Silver  Badge,  St.  Nicholas  League  Competition) 
All  of  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number 
of  letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  diagonal,  from  the  upper,  left-hand  letter 
to  the  lower,  right-hand  letter,  will  spell  the  name  of  a 
republic  of  Central  America. 

Cross-words:  i.  A  Turkish  peninsula.  2.  The  capital 
of  Rumania.  3.  A  large  lake.  4.  A  city  of  the  Nether- 
lands. 5.  A  river  in  British  North  America.  6.  The 
"Monument  City."  7.  The  South  African  Republic.  S. 
The  capital  of  one  of  the  United  States.  9.  One  of  the 
highest  peaks  of  the  Andes,      sterling  dow  (age  11). 

CROSS-WORD   KNIGMA 

My  first  is  in  Jonson,  but  not  in  Whittier  ; 
My  second  is  in  Whittier,  but  not  in  Jonson  ; 
My  third  is  in  Harte,  but  not  in  Kingsley  ; 
My  fourtli  is  in  Kingsley,  but  not  in  Harte  : 
My  fifth  is  in  Addison,  but  not  in  Kipling ; 
My  sixth  is  in  Kipling,  but  not  in  Addison  ; 
My  scz'cnth  is  in  Pope,  but  not  in  Wordsworth  ; 
My  eighth  is  in  Wordsworth,  but  not  in  Pope; 
My  ninth  is  in  Pope,  but  not  in  Milton. 
My  'whole  is  a  very  famous  poet. 

MARTHA  HAMMOND  (age  12),  League  Member. 

DIAMONDS 

I.  I.  In  wasp.  2.  A  sheep.  3.  Precise.  4.  A  Inrd.  5. 
Applause.     6.  A  little  child.     7.  In  wasp. 

II.  I.  In  rate.  2.  A  gentle  blow.  3.  Partook  of  a 
hearty  meal.  4.  A  bird.  5.  To  start.  6.  A  cave.  7.  In 
rate.  dorothy  recht  (age  10),  League  Member. 

QII.VDRIIPLK     HKHEADINGS 

I.  Behead  four  letters  from  an  old  name  for  a  peddler, 
and  leave  a  huinan  being.  2.  Similarly  behead  to  give 
back,  and  leave  crude  metal.  3.  A  thin  kind  of  satin, 
and  leave  to  snare.  4.  Kinsfolk,  and  leave  a  color.  5. 
The  windflower,  and  leave  a  unit.  6.  Refined,  and  leave 
a   snakelike   fish.     7.   To   expand,   and   leave   a   lair.     8. 


Agitation,  and  leave  a  lubricating  liquid.  9.  A  fruit, 
and  leave  a  small  house.  10.  A  kind  of  grass,  and  leave 
a  pronoun.  11.  A  young  hare,  and  leave  to  steep  flax. 
12.  A  South  American  bat,  and  leave  anger.  13.  In  law, 
one  who  nominates,  and  leave  a  conjunction.  14.  An 
epidemic  disease,  and  leave  an  epoch. 

When  the  fourteen  words  have  been  rightly  beheaded, 
the  initials  of  the  remaining  three-letter  words  will 
spell  a  principle  instituted  by  the  fifth  President  of  the 
United  States. 

KATHARINE  K.  SPENCER  (age  14),  Honor  Member. 
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Begin  at  a  certain  square  and  move  to  an  adjoining 
square  (as  in  the  king's  move  in  chess),  until  each 
square  has  been  entered  once.  When  the  moves  are 
correctly  made,  the  letters  will  spell  the  names  of  ten 
famous  battles.  The  years  in  which  they  were  fought 
were  1815,  1415,  1805.  1314.  1704.  1854.  1815,  1709, 
1513.  1870.  In  sending  answers,  indicate  the  moves 
by  the  numbers  in  the  squares. 

MARJORIE  K.  gibbons  (age  16),  Honor  Member. 
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"TO  REMEMBER  STEVENSON" 

BY  DENISON   CLIFT 


On  the  platform  of  the  old,  abandoned  horse-car 
in  the  sand-dunes  below  the  end  of  X'allejo  Street, 
Dacia  Gardner  peered  across  the  tawny  wastes 
that  skirted  the  beach.  She  held  her  hand  over 
her  eyes  to  shield  them  from  the  brightness  of 
the  October  sun. 

Throughout  the  night  one  of  the  early  rains  of 
the  season  had  thundered  on  the  roof  of  the  old 
horse-car  that  Dacia  called  her  home.  With 
morning  the  skies  had  cleared,  and  only  above 
Mt.  Tamalpais  on  the  Marin  shore  did  black 
clouds  hover — the  aftermath  of  the  storm. 

"How  is  the  day,  Dacie?"  called  her  father 
from  within  the  house. 

"It  's  clearing.  Daddy,"  answered  Dacia ;  "but 
it  will  never  do  for  you  to  take  out  the  street- 
car on  such  a  wet,  blowy  morning." 

"But,  Dacie,  I  've  got  to  run  a  car  over  the 
Vallejo  tracks  to  hold  the  street  franchise  for 
the  railway  company." 

"You  're  not  going  to  run  any  car  over  any 
tracks  to-day  !"  said  Dacia.  "You  're  sick  enough 
now  from  having  been  out  in  that  first  heavy 
rain  up  at  the  car-barns." 

Her  father  smiled  wanly  and  sat  up  in  bed. 
Dacia  brought  him  a  steaming  dish  of  milk  toast. 
She  carefully  pinned  a  woolen  shawl  across  his 
shoulders. 

"Now,  Dacie  dear,"  he  said,  "it  would  never  do 
to  neglect  driving  the  horse-car  over  the  road, 
for  to-day  is  the  last  day  of  the  stipulated  year, 
and  here  I  've  been  putting  it  off  for  a  week.  'One 
day  each  year,  ending  October  17th,'  the  law- 
reads,  and  a  car  must  be  driven  over  the  tracks 
to  hold  the  franchise.    Then  there  's  the  affidavit 


to  be  filed.  The  company  has  trusted  me  to  do 
that  for  nine  years.  I  have  never  failed  them 
yet,  and  I  must  not  fail  them  now." 

"No,  Daddy !  I  '11  send  word  to  the  office  that 
you  're  ill.  Mr.  Craigie  can  send  Tom  Wade  out 
with  the  car." 

"Stars,  no,  Dacie!  If  they  think  I  'm  as  sick 
as  that,  they  might  lay  me  off." 

Dacia  was  silent  as  she  tided  up  the  little  car- 
bouse.  It  was  probably  the  quaintest  house  in  all 
San  Francisco,  and  situated  in  one  of  the  city's 
romantic  spots,  almost  under  the  big  guns  of  Fort 
Winfield  Scott. 

It  was  below  the  end  of  Vallejo  Street,  beyond 
the  worked-out  quarries.  Vallejo  was  the  street 
of  the  ancient  horse-car  line,  but  it  was  many 
years  since  the  obsolete  cars  had  run  regularly. 
When  the  quarries  had  been  in  full  blast,  in 
1889,  hundreds  of  workmen  were  employed.  The 
horse-car  service  had  paid  the  company  well 
then.  But  when  the  works  suddenly  shut  down 
one  winter,  there  was  not  enough  traffic  to  war- 
rant the  operation  of  the  line,  and  the  cars  were 
taken  oft'. 

And  now,  in  order  to  hold  the  franchise,  the 
company  sent  a  car  over  the  line  each  year  in 
compliance  with  the  law.  Some  day  the  fran- 
chise would  be  valuable. 

A  long,  lonely  street  that  began  somewhere 
near  the  forest  of  masts  off  the  waterfront  and 
threaded  westward  along  the  north  bay  shore  to- 
ward the  yellow  dunes  below  the  Presidio  Reser- 
vation—that was  Vallejo,  not  much  of  a  street  in 
those  early  days,  to  be  sure,  but  picturesque 
where  it  crossed  romantic  byways. 
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For  all  the  world  dwelt  along  \'allejo  at  one 
point  or  another :  coming  up  the  long  hill  from 
the  wharves  were  rambling  huts  of  Portuguese 
fishermen :  above  the  steep  Kearny  hill  it  skirted 
garish  Chinatown  and  divided  the  dingy  Latin 
Quarter:  west  of  old  Dupont  Street  it  passed 
crumbling  Spanish  patios :  and  where  it  ended, 
Japanese  clam-diggers  lived  in  an  ancient  wreck 
thrown  up  on  the  glistening  white  beach. 

Here  the  little  car-house  settled  cozily  in  the 
sand  beyond  the  reach  of  the  insidious  waves. 

John  Gardner  had  been  given  the  car  by  the 
company  to  transform  into  living-quarters.  It 
was  in  sad  contrast  with  the  plantation  home  he 
had  known  in  Norfolk  as  a  youth,  but  fortune 
had  rudely  buffeted  him  about.  He  had  come 
west  in  the  seventies  and  been  a  prosperous 
sheep-man  in  the  San  Joaquin  until  disease  laid 
his  stock  low.  Up  in  Siskiyou  he  had  mined  and 
uncovered  a  snug  fortune,  but  had  lost  it  in  stocks 
in  Bush  Street ;  and  when  age  began  to  creep 
upon  him,  he  took  account  of  himself  and  found 
that  he  had  passed  the  period  of  reckless  adven- 
ture. Then  he  had  been  glad  to  find  employment 
with  the  car  company.  He  had  wanted  work  in 
the  auditing  department,  but  no  position  was 
open ;  he  swallowed  his  southern  pride  and  com- 
promised by  becoming  a  conductor ;  and  when 
the  \"allejo  cars  had  been  taken  off,  he  became 
a  checker  at  the  barns.  Going  steadily  down,  he 
came  to  live  in  the  abandoned  car.  He  painted 
it  brown  and  enclosed  it  with  a  fence.  Dacia 
fitted  scrim  curtains  to  the  windows,  making  it 
snug  and  livable.  At  night,  together  they  listened 
to  the  ceaseless  pounding  of  the  surf  and  the 
wild  song  of  the  buoy  off  Hangman's  Reef. 

On  their  small  table  was  a  silver  candlestick — 
a  memory  of  better  days — and  a  dozen  green- 
covered  volumes :  "Treasure  Island,"  "New  Ara- 
bian Nights,"  and  "Travels  with  a  Donkey" 
among  them— for  Robert  Louis  Stevenson  was 
forever  bound  in  spirit  to  the  pathetic  little 
household. 

"This  is  the  day,"  said  Dacia,  finally,  "that  the 
monument  to  Stevenson  is  to  be  iniveiled  in 
Portsmouth  Square." 

"Our  Stevenson."  said  Mr.  Gardner,  almost 
reverently.  He  shook  his  head  a  little  sadly. 
"Perhaps,  when  I  turn  into  Kearny  Street  past 
the  square,  I  can  see  the  ceremony." 

"But  you  really  must  n't  go.  Daddy  !" 

The  company's  doctor  had  hinted  at  pneu- 
monia. 

"Oh,  I  must  go,  if  only  to  be  present  when 
San  Francisco  remembers  Stevenson.  You  know, 
we  were  closer  to  him  than  the  others,  Dacie,  and 
we  should  be  there." 


Mr  Gardner  patted  his  daughter's  head  and 
added  gently : 

"We  should  n't  be  afraid  to  do  our  duty.  We 
should  have  fortitude,  as  Stevenson  had,  to  'face 
the  day  with  its  problems.'  If  it  had  ever  been 
his  duty  to  take  the  car  out,  he  would  have  done 
it  and  not  complained  nor  been  bitter.  That  was 
as  I  knew  him." 

John  Gardner  pointed  to  the  narrow  book  shelf 
above  his  head.  "Give  me  the  'Child's  Garden  of 
\'erse,'  Dacie,"  he  said. 

He  opened  the  volume,  and  a  faded,  yellow  pa- 
per fell  out.     "Listen,  Dacie!"     He  read: 

"Of  speckled  eggs  the  birdie  sings 
And  nests  among  the  trees  : 
The  sailor  sings  of  ropes  and  things 
In  ships  upon  the  seas. 

"The  children  sing  in  far  Japan, 
The  children  sing  in  Spain  ; 
The  organ  with  the  organ  man 
Is  singing  in  the  rain. 

"Stevenson  read  that  to  you,  Dacie,"  smiled 
Mr.  Gardner,  his  faded  blue  eyes  kindling  with 
remembrance. 

Often  he  had  sat  and  gazed  long  upon  the  bit 
of  paper;  and  whenever  he  had  started  to  ex- 
plain it  to  Dacia,  his  eyes  had  filled  with  tears, 
and  he  had  put  it  back  into  the  precious  volume 
in  silence. 

"Do  you  remember  Mrs.  Carson.  Dacie?  ' 

"Faintly ;  I  was  only  a  child,"  answered  Dacia. 

"It  was  at  Mrs.  Carson's  where  your  mother 
and  I  knew  Stevenson— at  old  608  Bush  Street, 
where  you  were  born. 

"He  came  one  frosty  morning  when  you  were 
four  years  old.  I  remember  that  Mrs.  Carson, 
dear  soul,  gave  him  the  sunny  front  bedroom 
with  the  French  windows  and  the  green  outside 
slat-blinds.  It  was  just  before  Christmas,  in 
seventy-nine,  and  your  poor  mother  was  failing. 
The  world  seemed  hard  to  me  then,  for  I  could 
find  no  work  and  my  gold  was  all  gone. 

"I  remember  how  Stevenson  brought  love  and 
comradeship  to  the  house  full  of  roomers.  He 
was  just  from  Edinburgh,  and  had  come  north 
from  Monterey.  He  wore  a  little  brown  rough 
ulster,  buttoned  tight  at  his  neck  to  protect  his 
throat  from  the  fogs,  and  high-laced  Scotch 
brogues.  He  was  tall  and  thin  and  emaciated ; 
but  in  his  deep  brown  eyes  was  a  glimpse  of  the 
stars,  and  whoever  looked  into  them  was  the  bet- 
ter for  it. 

"He  had  n't  been  with  us  long  when  your 
mother  took  a  turn  for  the  worse.  I  was  by  her 
side  night  and  day.  Stevenson  came  to  me  one 
evening  and  asked  if  he  could  help.     I  told  him 
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'No' ;  but  that  did  not  matter ;  he  insisted  on  my 
accepting  money  to  pay  for  a  specialist ;  and  he 
bought  fruit  and  delicacies  and  had  Mrs.  Carson 
fix  them  for  your  mother. 

"Each  morning  he  would  put  on  you  your  black 
velvet  hat  and  coat,  and  take  you  down  into 
Portsmouth  Square.  While  you  played  on  the 
grass,  he  sat  and  watched  the  world  go  by.  Often 


l-"roiii  pliul.Ji;rjij)i,  by  courtesy  ui  Cliarles  Sciibijer's  Sun-. 
ROBERT    LOUIS   STEVENSON. 

he  wrote,  sitting  on  the  benches  in  the  midst  of 
the  people  he  loved.  \'ou  remember  it  all,  Oacie, 
my  dear,  — don't  you? 

"The  day  came  when  your  mother  passed  away. 
Stevenson  lent  me  money  for  the  funeral,  .\fter 
the  carriages  had  gone,  he  stayed  w'ith  you  in  the 
house,  to  spare  you  a  bitter  memory.  It  was 
raining,  and  when  I  came  home,  he  was  reading 
this  to  you,  while  the  rain  was  rattling  on  the 
green  slat-blinds  and  an  organ  man  was  playing 
away  across  the  street. 

"Of  speckled  eggs  the  birdie  sings 
And  nests  among  the  trees  : 
The  sailor  sings  of  ropes  and  things 
In  ships  upon  the  seas. 


"The  children  sing  in  far  Japan. 
The  children  sing  in  Spain  ; 
The  organ  with  the  organ  man 
Is  singing  in  the  rain. 

"In  after-time  I  found  out  from  Mrs.  Carson 
that  Stevenson  had  given  me  his  last  cent,  and 
that  he  was  suffering  greatly  at  the  time  and  was 
in  deep  sorrow.     But  I  did  not  know  it  then." 

Dacia  was  crying  softly,  for  she  remembered 
the  kind  stranger  who  had  taken  her  into  the 
green  park.     When  she  looked  up,  she  said : 

"Father,  it  is  my  duty  to  take  the  car  over  the 
tracks,  and  I  am  going  to  do  it !" 

"Stars,  no,  Dacie  !"  exclaimed  Air.  Gardner. 

"If  Stevenson  were  in  my  place,  he  would  do 
it  for  the  sake  of  another.  Xow  don't  growl, 
Daddy  !  I  'm  dreadfully  sorry  we  can't  go  to  the 
unveiling  of  his  monument  !  Rut  we  must  keep 
our  trust." 

.\fter  much  argument  Mr.  Gardner  yielded, 
and  Dacia  hurried  to  the  car-barn  and  told  Tom 
Wade  to  hitch  the  roan  team  from  the  stable  next 
door  to  the  last  of  the  \'allcjo  cars.  Tom  was 
greatly  puzzled  until  Dacia  told  him  that  her 
father  was  sick,  and  that  she  was  going  to  drive 
the  car  for  him.  Tom  wanted  to  do  it  for  her, 
but  Dacia  would  not  accept  his  offer.  When  the 
team  was  hitched,  Dacia  drove  the  car  out  of  the 
barn  into  the  warm,  Sunday-morning  sunshine. 

Along  the  track  were  few  houses,  and  nobody 
saw  the  car  trundling  into  \'allcjo  Street  above 
the  line  of  tumbling  breakers  and  the  vast,  blue 
expanse  of  bay. 

The  roans  jogged  easily,  and  the  car  glided 
over  the  rails.  In  some  places  the  rails  were  cov- 
ered with  caked  sand  and  dirt,  and  Dacia  had  to 
manage  carefully  not  to  .soil  her  fresh  white 
madras  dress. 

The  Japanese  clam-diggers  were  on  the  beach, 
for  the  tide  was  low,  but  they  were  too  busy  dig- 
ging in  the  soft  mud  to  notice  her  as  she  passed 
with  the  car. 

Half  a  mile  farther  on,  a  gang  of  coolies  were 
rigging  out  a  fishing-smack.  They  were  shrimp- 
fishermen,  and  they  lived  in  odd  little  bamboo 
houses  at  the  shore  end  of  the  long  jetty.  They 
clambered  about  on  the  pier  like  monkeys,  with 
big  round  coolie  hats  and  bright  green  or  yellow 
jackets.  Before  Dacia  passed  from  view  around 
the  base  of  Russian  Hill  they  had  all  set  sail  to- 
ward the  Heads. 

Now  the  horse-car  had  reached  the  Latin 
Quarter.  Ramliling  houses  with  casements  and 
balconies  lined  the  streets.  Here  and  there  were 
flagstoned  patios  with  gardens  of  red  hibiscus, 
through  which  conlil  be  seen  glimpses  of  the 
jade-green  sea. 
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The  white  sunlight  blazed  upon  a  blue-striped 
awning,  and  in  its  shadow  the  cocks  of  Don 
Covarubias  and  Joe  Chavez  flew  at  each  other 
with  deadly  gaffs.  A  crowd  of  loungers  from  the 
Seville  stables  shouted  madly,  while  a  monkey 
chattered  close  by  from  the  crest  of  a  date-palm. 

No  sooner  had  Dacia  passed  this  bit  of  old 
Spain  than  the  sounds  and  scents  of  Chinatown 
came  to  her :  the  rattle  and  bang  of  tom-toms,  the 
squeaking  of  a  Chinese  fiddle,  the  odor  of  fish 
and  burning  punk. 

From  Vallejo,  the  car  turned  into  Broadway 
until  Kearny  was  reached :  then  Dacia  continued 
south  toward  Portsmouth  Square.  It  was  the 
hour  of  the  imveiling  of  the  monument  to  Ste- 
venson. 

As  the  car  approached  the  green  plaza,  Dacia 
could  see  a  throng  assembled,  and  soon  she  heard 
the  subdued  skirling  of  bagpipes.  When  the  car 
stopped  before  the  square,  she  was  able  to  look 
over  the  heads  of  the  crowd  and  see  two  Highland 
bagpipers  in  full  costume  playing  a  lilting  Scot- 
tish air.  The  monument  was  covered  with  folds 
of  the  Stars-and-Stripes  and  the  yellow  flag  of 
Scotland  with  the  red  lion  rampant. 

Dacia  thrilled,  and  the  blood  raced  through 
her  veins  !  Here,  to  this  quiet,  secluded  plaza, 
Stevenson  had  brought  her  on  sunny  afternoons 
to  romp  and  play  on  the  greensward  while  he 
penned  his  marvelous  tales  !  Dacia  felt  that  she 
had  been  closer  to  him  than  any  of  this  vast 
assemblage,  and  tears  flooded  her  eyes  at  mem- 
ory of  him. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  hush  over  the  throng; 
men  bared  their  heads;  then  the  flags  dropped 
and  Dacia  beheld  the  monument:  a  great  base  of 
granite  surmounted  by  a  bronze  Spanish  galleon 
plunging  under  full  sail  through  the  seas.  Above 
a  quotation  was  inscribed  the  words :  "To  Re- 
member Robert  Louis  Stevenson." 

A  number  of  photographers  were  taking  pic- 
tures. As  the  throng  broke  up,  Dacia  switched 
the  car  back  into  Vallejo  Street,  eager  to  tell  her 
father  of  the  ceremonies. 

When,  her  journey  ended,  she  returned  home, 
her  father  still  lay  in  bed.  groaning  and  breath- 
ing heavily.  "Daddy !  Daddy  !'*  she  called.  He 
did  not  seem  to  hear  her.  Terrified,  Dacia  ran 
out  along  the  beach,  then  threaded  her  way 
among  the  city's  streets  to  the  company's  physi- 
cian. He  returned  with  her  and  pronounced  Mr. 
Gardner  dangerously  ill. 

That  was  the  beginning  of  a  long  siege  of  sick- 
ness, and  the  dwindling  away,  for  medicines  and 
food,  of  Mr.  Gardner's  modest  savings.  The 
doctor  saw  that  poverty  had  come  to  the  little 
car-house,  and  he  promised  to  trv  and  get  Mr. 


Gardner  a  pension  from  the  company.  But  be- 
fore he  could  do  anything,  fate,  in  the  guise  of 
disaster,  threatened  the  humble  household. 

It  was  six  weeks  before  Mr.  Gardner  was  well 
enough  to  leave  his  bed.  One  bright  December 
morning  Dacia  was  overjoyed  to  see  him  rise 
and  walk  slowly  up  and  down  the  narrow  room. 
He  was  stooped  and  emaciated,  and  his  voice  was 
pitifully  thin.  Dacia  wrapped  the  woolen  shawl 
about  his  shoulders ;  as  he  walked  he  leaned  upon 
her  arm. 

.\fter  a  while,  as  the  sun  grew  warmer,  Dacia 
opened  the  door,  and  her  father  sat  on  the  car 
platform,  looking  off  across  the  sapphire  bay  at 
the  fishing-smacks  and  lumber-schooners  head- 
ing for  the  Golden  Gate. 

Presently  he  saw  a  man  approaching  across 
the  dunes.  "Dacie  !"  he  called.  She  came  quickly, 
and,  shading  her  eyes,  recognized  the  company's 
superintendent. 

"It  's  Mr.  Craigie.  probably  coming  to  tell  you 
about  the  pension,  Daddv !"  cried  Dacia,  excit- 
edly. 

When  Mr.  Craigie  came  up,  Dacia  noticed  that 
his  greeting  was  far  from  cordial. 

"Hello,  Gardner!''  he  called.  "Had  a  tough 
time  of  it,  eh?  I  've  come  to  see  you  about  some- 
thing very  important." 

Dacia  heli)ed  her  father  into  the  car;  Mr. 
Craigie  followed.  When  he  was  seated,  he  said 
with  ominous  deliberation  : 

"Gardner,  on  what  day  did  you  run  the  car 
over  the  Vallejo  tracks  this  year?" 

Dacia  and  her  father  were  both  clearly  taken 
aback  at  the  question. 

"W  hy,  I  was  very  sick  on  the  da,\-  I  planned  to 
make  the  run,"  explained  Mr.  Gardner.  "That 
was  Sunday,  October  17th.  I  could  n't  go,  so  my 
daughter,  Dacia,  drove  the  car." 

"Your  daughter  Dacia!"  snorted  Mr.  Craigie. 
His  face  grew  blue  with  sudden  anger.  "Why  did 
n't  yoix  notify  me?"  he  fairly  bellowed.  "I  could 
have  had  Wade  run  the  car !  A  nice  mess,  I 
must  say  I  Now  what  I  particularly  want  to 
know  is.  on  what  date  did  you  file  the  required 
affidavit  ?" 

Mr.  Gardner  turned  questioningly  to  Dacia. 

In  that  moment  a  sense  of  horror  swept  over 
Dacia.  She  had  forgotten  to  make  out  the  affi- 
davit !  The  overshadowing  fear  for  her  father's 
life  had  made  her  forget  the  importance  of  at- 
tending to  it.  As  Mr.  Craigie  turned  his  small, 
gimlet  eyes  upon  her,  she  turned  pale,  then  flushed 
violently  with  embarrassment. 

"I— I  overlooked  filing  the  affidavit,  Mr. 
Craigie,"  she  said,  almost  in  a  whisper. 

"What  ?"     Mr.  Craigie  was  on  his  feet  in  an 
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instant,  consumed  with  rage.  "You  did  not  file 
an  affidavit?  Gardner,  what  does  this  mean? 
Can  it  be  true  that  you  have  shirked  the  respon- 
sibility the  company  placed  upon  you?" 

There  was  a  moment's  terrible  silence,  then 
the  superintendent  continued  explosively: 

"Gardner,  do  you  know  what  you  have  done? 
Our  franchise  is  forfeited— through  your  care- 
lessness !" 

"Don't  say  that,  Mr.  Craigie !"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Gardner,  attempting  to  rise,  his  face  betraying 
his  fear  of  the  consequences. 

"For  ten  years  we  have  been  holding  that  fran- 
chise, waiting  for  the  Presidio  tracts  to  open  up 
into  residence  districts,''  went  on  Mr.  Craigie, 
his  eyes  blazing.  "I'he  first  tracts  will  go  on  the 
market  within  a  year.  The  rival  company  has 
been  using  every  means,  fair  and  foul,  to  get  our 
franchise,  which  has  suddenly  become  immensely 
valuable  — worth  millions!  And  now,  thanks  to 
your  blunder,  they  've  got  us  in  a  hole  !" 

"But  Dacie  took  the  car"  over  the  line!''  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Gardner.  "I  can  prove  she  did ! 
It  's  a  fact  that  can  be  proved !" 

"Yes,  it  is,"  urged  Dacia.  "Tom  W'ade  — 
hitched  up  the  roans— for  me." 

"Tom  Wade?  He  's  in  the  company's  employ. 
They  would  claim  we  'fixed'  him.  Besides,  he 
only  knows  that  you  took  the  car  out:  he  could 
n't  say  you  had  driven  it  the  length  of  the  line. 
That  won't  do.  What  real  proof  have  you  that 
this  car  was  driven  over  this  line  from  the  end 
of  Vallejo  into  Kearny  and  back  on  or  before 
October  17th?" 

"Why,  lots  of  people  must  have  seen  me,"  said 
Dacia, 

"Tut !  Tut !  People's  memories  are  unrelia- 
ble. Besides,  no  jury  would  accept  what  people 
think  they  remember.  No,  you  failed  to  file  an 
affidavit,  young  lady,  and  the  time  simply  to  do 
that  has  expired.  We  still  have  ten  days  to  sub- 
mit it,  but  now  it  must  be  supported  by  other 
proof— it  must  be  what  the  lawyers  call  "corrob- 
orated'; otherwise  our  franchise  is  gone  — and  you 
must  take  the  consequences,  Gardner  !" 

With  that  Mr.  Craigie  stamped  angrily  from 
the  car  and  hurried  away  across  the  dunes. 

Dacia  closed  the  door  and  burst  into  tears, 
crying  passionately.  Her  heart  was  breaking. 
She  blamed  herself  for  having  forgotten  about 
the  affidavit:  but  her  father  had  lain  between 
life  and  death. 

Her  father  reached  out  and  took  her  in  his 
arms.  "Never  mind,  Dacie  love;  we  11  find  the 
proof  somehow." 

That  very  afternoon  Dacia  set  out  to  find  evi- 
dence that  would  sustain  her  affidavit    .She  began 


by  visiting  the  homes  of  the  foreigners  along 
\'allejo  Street,  asking  if  any  one  had  seen  the 
car ;  but  no  one  had.  For  several  days  Dacia  con- 
tinued her  quest.  Finally,  she  found  an  Italian 
woman  who  said  she  had  seen  the  car  pass  her 
house.  Dacia's  heart  leaped  with  joy.  But  the 
woman  could  not  be  sure  of  the  date,  and  Dacia's 
hopes  were  blighted.  In  a  few  days  Mr.  Gard- 
ner was  able  to  be  about,  and  he,  too,  joined  in 
the  search  for  evidence,  but  in  vain,  and  it 
seemed  likely  that  the  company  would  forfeit  the 
franchise,  and  that  their  rival  would  secure  it— 
a  franchise  for  ninety-nine  years  ! 

Three  days  before  the  allotted  ten  were  up,  one 
of  the  railway  officials  sought  Dacia.  "Miss 
Gardner,"  he  said,  "the  company  has  decided  to 
offer  you  a  bonus  of  five  hundred  dollars  if  you 
succeed  in  securing  positive  proof,  acceptable  to 
the  courts,  that  you  drove  the  car  the  length-  of 
the  line  on  the  date  you  claim." 

Dacia  assured  the  railway  agent  that  she  was 
doing  everything  in  her  power  to  unearth  such 
proof, 
t      On  the  ne.xt  to  the  last  day  Dacia  rose  with  a 
heavy  heart. 

"Well,  Daddy,  to-day  and  to-morrow  are  our 
last  days  to  search."  she  said.  .\11  day  long  she 
spent  along  'Vallejo  Street— questioning,  ques- 
tioning !  She  forgot  that  she  was  tired,  that  the 
terrible  strain  of  the  past  week  had  drained  her 
strength,  that  a  dread  disaster  seemed  to  face 
her.  Mr.  Gardner  went  along  the  route  from  the 
Presidio  to  the  waterfront,  but  without  result. 

With  the  night,  the  sense  of  disaster  deepened 
in  the  little  household.  Neither  Dacia  nor  her 
father  dared  tell  each  other  their  fears.  After  sup- 
per Mr.  Gardner  opened  a  volume  of  Stevenson, 
and  with  the  distant  roar  of  the  surf  for  accom- 
paniment, read  his  favorite  passage,  that  had 
been  carved  on  the  memorial  in  Portsmouth 
Square : 

"To  be  honest  ;  to  be  kind  ;  to  earn  a  litlle,  to  spend 
a  little  less  ;  to  make  upon  the  whole  a  family  happier 
for  his  presence  ;  to  renounce  when  that  shall  be  neces- 
sary, and  not  be  embittered  ;  to  keep  a  few  friends,  but 
these  without  capitulation  ;  above  all  on  the  same  grim 
conditions  to  keep  friends  with  himself — here  is  a  task 
for  all  that  a  man  has  of  fortitude  and  delicacy." 

"  'To  be  honest;  to  be  kind,"  "  repeated  Dacia; 
and  at  that  moment  a  loud  knock  sotinded  on  the 
car's  sliding  door. 

Dacia  opened  it  to  see  Tom  Wade  standing 
there,  a  lantern  gleaming  in  his  hand,  his  huge 
black  shadow  bulking  on  the  sands  behind. 

"Mr.  Craigie  sent  me  over,"  he  said.  The 
words  seemed  reluctantly  spoken.  "He  told  me 
to  notify  you,  Mr,  (iardner.  not  to  come  back  to 
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work.     And  he  says  as  this  old  car  is  railway 
property,  he  wants  it  by  to-morrow  night." 

With  that  he  was  off 
across  the  sands,  leaving 
Dacia  and  her  father  to 
face  one  another  with  sad- 
dened hearts.  Her  father's 
work  was  gone !  Their 
home  to  be  taken  from 
them !  In  one  horrible 
cloud-burst  all  their  trou- 
bles seemed  to  have  come 
upon  them. 

In  the  morning  Dacia 
went  downtown  and  sold 
the  silver  candlestick  for 
enough  to  move  with.  It 
took  all  her  will  power  to 
refrain  from  sobbing 
aloud.  It  was  little  short 
of  a  tragedy  to  be  com- 
pelled to  leave  the  q.uainl 
car-house  where  she  and 
her  father  had  lived  so 
long.     She  thought  she  , 

might    find    two    small        / 
cheap  rooms  somewhere 
in   the    Latin    Quarter, 
so  she  went  at  once  to 
Don    Covarubias. 


■■SIIK    HAD    .MAUI-.    A     U  ■  iM  IKRl'l'I.    miCOVKRV!" 

"Did  you  see  nie  drive  a  horse-car  past  your 
house  ?"  asked  Dacia,  with  a  gleam  of  hope. 
'■\\'hat  dav?"  asked  the  fat  old  Don. 


"The  day  you  had  that  cock-fight." 
"Oh,    I   have   cock-fight   every   day !"    laughed 
the  lazy  Spaniard. 

Then  Dacia  inquired  about  rooms.    He  led  her 
up  a  long  narrow  stairway  to  two  rooms  that 
opened   on   a   balcony   and    faced 
the  Golden  Gate. 

"How  much  ?"  asked  Dacia. 
"Two  dollars  a  week." 
Dacia  engaged  the  rooms,  and 
with  the  Don's  permission  and 
the  assistance  of  his  wife,  set 
about  cleaning  it  up.  The  Don 
went  downstairs,  and  soon  after- 
ward Joe  Chavez,  from  the  Se- 
ville stables,  came  up  the  crooked 
stairway. 

"The  Don  tell  me  about  that 
car,"  he  told  Dacia.  "I  see  it  one 
day." 
"You.  Joe  Chavez?  What  day?'' 
"Any  day  you  say,"  said  Joe, 
slyly.  "You  get  the  reward  of 
five  hundred  dollar"  — you  give  me 
one  hundred,  and  I  say  I  see  you 

(^^_t        niysel'  drive  that  car  down  Val- 
^^V         lejo  Street  any  day  you  say." 
j^^K  "But  that  would  not  be  true, 

BB         Joe." 

"Yes— yes !  I  see  the  car, 
young  lady.  The  day  of  the  cock- 
fight with  Don  Covarubias.  Is 
it  not  so?" 

Had  Joe  Chavez  really  seen 
her?  Dacia  did  not  trust  him, 
and  yet  the  possibility  of  his  evi- 
dence sorely  tempted  her.  In  an 
irresolute  state  of  mind  she  hur- 
ried home.  Her  father  was  pack- 
,  ing  their  few  things  into  a  valise 
and  several  boxes.  Dacia  quickly 
told  him  of  the  rooms  at  Don 
Covarubias'.  She  locked  the  valise 
and  was  soon  on  her  way  back  to 
ibeir  new  abode. 
.\nd  as  she  went,  the  words  of  Ste- 
venson kept  ringing  through  her  brain : 
To  l)e  honest:  to  lie  kind  —  "  And  then 
came  Joe  Chavez'  proposal  to  say— for  one 
hundred  dollars  — that  he  had  seen  her  that 
Sunday.  She  said  to  herself  that  his  testimony 
would  be  for  the  sake  of  the  money  only,  and  she 
resolved  to  reject  his  offer.  ""To  be  honest:  to 
be  kind'  — if  I  can  always  do  that."  she  thought, 
"I  need  have  no  fear."  The  memory  of  Steven- 
son came  back  to  her— the  memory  of  days  spent 
by  his  side  in  the  green  plaza. 
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So  when  Joe  Chavez  met  her  in  the  patio  of 
Don  Covarubias,  she  told  him  she  did  not  need 
his  help,  and  went  up  to  the  twin  rooms.  In  a 
few  moments  she  had  opened  the  valise  and  had 
taken  out  a  blue  china  clock  and  a  picture  of  her 
mother.  Tears  came  into  her  eyes :  all  the  world 
seemed  very  dark  and  very  unkind  just  then.  She 
opened  some  old  newspapers  to  spread  upon  the 
shelves.  Suddenly,  in  a  "Telegram,"  an  illus- 
trated account  of  the  unveiling  of  the  Stevenson 
monument  met  her  gaze.  Her  eyes  centered  on 
the  picture  of  the  throng  surrounding  the  monu- 
ment. And  as  she  studied  the  illustration,  sud- 
denly her  heart  seemed  to  stand  still !  She  had 
made  a  wonderful  discovery  !  For  there  in  one 
corner  of  the  picture,  in  the  background,  was  a 
pen-sketch  of  herself  on  the  platform  of  the  old 
horse-car.  dressed  in  white,  holding  the  reins  of 
the  roans!  The  artist  had  faithfully  copied  a 
])hotograph  of  the  scene. 

"Oh,  we  are  saved !  we  are  saved  !"  cried  Dacia 
aloud.  "That  picture  fixes  the  fact  and  the  date  ! 
If  only  the  photograph  is  a  clear  picture  of  me 
so  there  can  be  no  mistake  !" 

Instantly  she  decided  to  go  direct  to  the 
"Telegram"  office  and  ask  for  the  original  i)hoto- 
graph. 

Dacia  found  the  city  editor  of  the  newspaper. 
She  breathlessly  explained  to  him  why  she  wanted 
to  see  the  photograph  of  the  unveiling  of  the 
Stevenson  memorial.  The  editor  at  once  sensed 
a  big  "story"  and  went  to  the  lilirary  to  find  the 
jihotograph. 

"I  'm  not  sure  that  we  still  have  that  photo- 
graph," he  said. 

But  a  few  minutes'  search  yielded  a  splendidly 
clear  solio  jirint.     The  ^- ' '.    editor  hastily 

ordered  two  enlarge-  ^S^^^  men ts— one 
for  the  paper,  and  one  ^9^rKk    for  Dacia. 


An  hour  later,  still  expressing  her  gratitude, 
Dacia  made  her  way  downstairs,  and  hurried  to 
Mr.  Craigie's  ofl^ce. 

He  was  surprised  to  see  her,  but  doubly  sur- 
prised to  see  the  enlargement  which  Dacia  spread 
on  the  desk  before  him.  It  took  but  a  word  to 
explain  the  meaning  of  the  photograph.  Mr. 
Craigie  recognized  its  value  instantly.  Jumping 
up,  he  summoned  two  attorneys  from  another 
room.  It  was  a  joyous  group  that  studied  the 
photograph,  showing  with  wonderful  clearness 
the  horse-car  and  Dacia  holding  the  reins. 

A  cheer  involuntarily  broke  from  the  throats 
of  the  men,  one  of  the  lawyers  exclaiming:  "Per- 
fect !  absolutely  perfect,  since  it  shows  the  car 
at  the  Kearny  Street  end  of  the  route  !" 

"Miss  Gardner,"  said  Mr.  Craigie,  "I  heartily 
congratulate  you.  We  have  had  our  best  detec- 
tives at  work,  but  you  have  beaten  them  !" 

The  two  attorneys  after  taking  Dacia's  affi- 
davit immediately  left  the  office,  to  file  the  docu- 
ment and  the  photograph  as  evidence  in  protect- 
ing the  company's  rights  to  the  franchise. 

"Miss  Gardner,"  Mr.  Craigie  said,  "tell  your 
father  there  will  be  a  place  for  him  in  the  audit- 
ing department  Monday.  And  you  must  find  a 
comfortable  living-place  uptown.  The  company's 
five-hundred-dollar  check  will  enable  you  to  fit 
up  a  new  home." 

In  a  few  days  Dacia  and  her  father  were  up- 
town looking  for  a  house  with  a  sunny  outlook. 
In  the  fading  twilight  they  turned  into  Kearny 
Street  and  paused  before  the  memorial  to  Steven- 
son. Three  little  English  sparrows  were  drink- 
ing from  the  fountain  and  twittering  happily. 
Mr.  Gardner  took  off  his  faded  hat  and  bowed 
his  whitened  head.  Tears  glistened  in  Dacia's 
eyes.  Neither  spoke,  but  in  their  hearts  they  paid 
homage  to  a  sweet  memory. 


TREASURE  ISLAND" 


(The  story  o/th,-  roiiiitiice,  aiui  the  play) 

BY  GRACE   HUMPHREY 


Thirty-four  years  ago  the  village  of  Braemar,  in 
Scotland,  had  a  rainy  summer.  Housed  much  of 
the  time  was  the  family  living  in  the  late  Miss 
McGregor's  cottage— Robert  Louis  Stevenson, 
his  parents,  wife,  and  stepson,  "a  school-boy 
home  for  the  holidays,  and  much  in  want  of 
something  craggy  to  break  his  mind  upon." 

This  lad  of  twelve,  Lloyd  Osbourne,  and  the  in- 
clement weather  are  responsible  for  "Treasure 
Island,"  the  greatest  of  all  sea  stories,  with  the 
real  pirate  atmosphere,  and  of  such  literary  merit 
that  in  more  than  one  school  it  is  studied  for  its 
wonderful  English. 

The  family  were  doing  a  queer  thing  that  sum- 
mer—writing a  story,  all  of  them  together,  in 
fifteen-minute  stints.  The  manuscript  passed 
from  one  to  another,  and  whenever  it  came  to  the 
boy,  all  the  characters  were  whisked  off  to  a 
desert  island— a  fact  which  they  all  teased  him 
about,  especially  Stevenson. 

Lloyd  had  a  new  box  of  water-color  paints, 
and,  boylike,  he  was  always  drawing  and  paint- 
ing. One  day  he  had 
done  a  shipwrecked 
boat  and  an  island 
—just  a  made-up  is- 
land of  his  own. 
Stevenson  leaned 
over  his  shoulder 
and  added  the  de- 
liciously  romantic 
names  and  the 
crosses  for  buried 
treasure,  tremen- 
dously to  the  boy's 
delight  and  to  his 
own.  Then  he  said 
enthusiastically, 

"I  '11  have  to  write 
a  story  all  about 
it!" 

"Yes,      something 
really     interesting," 
Lloyd  Osbourne  an- 
swered ;      "who      it 
was  that  buried  the 
treasure,    and    why 
the  little  island  was 
called     Skeleton     Island  — not     like     your     other 
books."     For  it  was  rather  a  joke  in  the  family 
that  the  boy  could  n't   read   Stevenson's  essays. 
"Oh,  no,  nothing  so  stupid  or  tiresome  !"  the 


L  0.\C,  JOHN  SIL  yiiR  AND    HIS 
PARROT,   CAP-N  FI.I.XT. 


author  agreed;  "but  full  of  pirates,  and  buried 
treasure,  and  the  things  everybody  likes." 

The  very  next  day  the  first  chapter  of  "Treas- 
ure Island"  was  read  aloud  to  the  family,  and  this 
became  the  daily  schedule:  after  lunch  Stevenson 
read  them  the  morning's  chapter,  his  father  mak- 
ing suggestions  now  and  then,  Lloyd  listening, 
thrilled  and  excited — at  times  half  afraid  —  as  the 
wonderful  reader  conjured  up  all  the  characters 
before  him.  But  being  a  meek  little  boy  of 
twelve,  he  did  n't  venture  suggestions,  save  to 
insist  that  there  should  be  no  women  in  the  book 
—  a  true  boys'  book,  he  wanted  it,  with  real  pi- 
rates. 

And  the  story  has  really  bloodthirsty,  cut- 
throaty  pirates,  yet  there  is  n't  a  swear  word  in 
it— to  please  the  boy's  mother,  Stevenson  used  to 
say,  though  he  found  it  difficult.  "Bucaneers 
without  oaths  — bricks  without  straw.  But  I  '11 
do  it,"  he  would  chuckle.  And  he  did  !  What 
boy  stops  to  think  of  the  lack  as  he  breathlessly 
follows  Jim's  adventures  ?  They  are  all  like 
Lloyd,  who  could  scarcely  wait  from  day  to  day. 

"I  grew  very  impatient,"  says  Mr.  Osbourne, 
'■for  them  to  get  started.  There  were  various 
little  delays.  T  thought  we  should  never  get  them 
really  off !  And  like  a  hungry  little  boy.  I  loved 
the  eating — you  remember  when  Jim  goes  down 
to  the  cabin  and  they  have  raisins  and  .Spanish 
wine?  And  the  apple-barrel!  'If  I  could  only 
have  an  apple  now,'  I  said  to  myself  when  that 
was  read." 

Begun  with  no  thought  of  puhlicalion,  the 
story's  great  possibilities  as  a  book  for  boys  were 
urged  by  a  professor  who  happened  to  be  at  the 
house  during  the  reading  of  a  chapter.  He  knew 
the  editor  of  "Young  Folks,"  and  the  arrange- 
ments were  soon  made,  and  the  story  began  se- 
rially before  Stevenson  had  finished  writing  it. 

"Young  Folks,"  as  Mr.  Osbourne  remembers  it, 
was  a  weekly  paper.  A  thrilling  adventure. 
"Don  Salvo  the  Brave,"  was  running  then,  with 
many  illustrations  and  the  place  of  honor  on  the 
first  page.  "Treasure  Island,"  by  "Captain 
(ieorge  North,"  an  inside  story  with  no  pictures 
at  all,  attracted  absolutely  no  attention:  what 
normal  boy  would  skip  "Don  Salvo  the  Brave"  ? 

But  the  moment  it  came  out  in  book  form,  the 
success  of  "Treasure  Island"  began.  At  once  it 
became  the  book  of  the  hour  and  sold  well,  espe- 
cially in  comparison  with  the  author's  previous 
volumes  of  essays.     So   that   Lloyd   Osbourne's 
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Story  proved  to  be  the  turning-point  in  Steven- 
son's career,  bringing  him  money  and  popularity. 

The  author  himself  always  greatly  enjoyed 
"Treasure  Island."  He  liked  the  translations 
that  came  from  everywhere,  in  Greek,  and 
Spanish,  and  French,  and  queer,  out-of-the-way 
languages,  like  Roumanian  and  Lithuanian.  He 
would  rub  his  hand  over  the  unusual  volumes 
and  chuckle.  "The  title  's  all  I  can  make  out !" 

What  pleasure  the  book  gave  to  young  Os- 
bourne,  and  to  the  author,  and  to  many  thou- 
sands of  school-boys  who  are  always  hunting 
for  a  story  craggy  enough  to  break  their  minds 
on  !  During  all  these  years  no  other  has  been 
so  popular.  And  now  "Treasure  Island"  has  been 
made  into  a  play,  and  has  proved  an  immense 
success  with  girls  and  boys  and  those  grown-ups 
who  have  still  a  liking  for  a  true  boys'  story.  For 
the  play  has  just  the  right  atmosphere,  merely 
transferring  the  characters  to  the  stage  and  not 
changing  them. 


All  the  details  that  you  enjoyed  in  the  book  you 
will  find— the  Admiral  Benbow  Inn,  with  Billy 
Bones  drinking  and  singing  and  scaring  every 
one ;  the  chest  with  the  map  showing  the  location 
of  the  treasure;  the  blind  man  who  comes  tap- 
tapping  along  the  road  while  Jim  and  the  au- 
dience wait  a-fearing  and  a-trembling,  just  as 
Stevenson  made  Lloyd  shiver  as  he  read  it;  the 
black  spot  deposing  the  captain:  Silver  wheedling 
his  way  into  the  Squire's  confidence  and  getting 
himself  engaged  as  cook;  the  pirates'  song: 

"Fifteen   men   on   the   dead   man's   chest — 
Yo-ho-ho,  and  a  bottle  of  rum  !" 

the  stockade  on  the  island;  the  cave  of  the  poor 
marooned  sailor,  with  ten  thousand  shining  gold- 
pieces :  and  the  crowning  glory  of  the  play — the 
Hispaniola,  which  is  a  real  ship  thirty  feet  long, 
with  real  masts  and  tiller  and  cargo,  and  the 
apple-barrel  where  Jim  hears  the  plans  for  the 
mutiny,  and  the  cannon  which  is  fired  off  during 
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the  play.  She  rolls  and  rocks,  tosses  and  pitches 
all  at  once,  till  it  is  no  wonder  they  feared  for 
Jim's  safety,  high  up  on  the  crosstree,  with  that 
wounded,  drunken  sailor  aboard— especially  as 
Jim  Ha-djkins  is  played  by  a  girl  with  a  lightness 
and  daring  as  if  she  thoroughly  enjoyed  it  all ! 
And  she  does,  for  she  indignantly  refused  the 
manager's  suggestion  to  steady  her  when  she  is 
whirled  about  in  the  rigging. 

"Did  Jim  have  time  to  think  of  danger  when 
he  was  getting  away  from  Israel  Hands?  Neither 
have  I.    I  'm  all  right !" 

And    what    a    bov    Jim    is,    under    her    skilful 
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touches— not  a  super-boy  in  the  heroic  style  with 
grand  speeches,  but  just  a  plain,  normal  boy,  into 
all  sorts  of  mischief,  but  always  lucky  enough  to 
get  out  somehow  and  land  on  his  feet. 

Building  the  Hisf'aniola  wa?  i  difficult  under- 
taking, for  no  two  illustrators  have  drawn  her 
alike.  Stevenson  himself  found  her  a  stumbling- 
block  :  he  wanted  to  make  her  a  brig,  but  changed 
to  a  schooner,  thinking  he  could  sail  that  without 
shame.  Brig,  ferry-boat,  bark,  high-sterned 
Spanish  galleon,  brigantine— what  to  do?  In 
despair,  the  theater  advertised  in  a  sailors'  jour- 
nal for  an  ex-pirate.  And  by  return  post  came 
an  offer  of  help  from  a  "licensed  pirate  of  the 
Sulu  seas"  !    The  very  words  set  the  fancy  aflame 


—a    real    pirate,    walking    New    York    streets! 
Think  how  e.xcited  Stevenson  would  have  been ! 

All  the  pirates  in  the  play  are  big  men,  broad- 
shouldered  and  fierce  looking,  exactly  the  real 
bucaneers  Stevenson  pictures.  In  the  scene  on 
the  ship,  where  they  mutiny  against  Captain 
Smollett,  they  come  pouring  up  from  the  hold  of 
the  Hispaniola,  the  whole  group  of  scamps  and 
rascals,  and  completely  fill  the  deck.  A  boy  who 
had  been  breathlessly  watching  it  all  whispered 
audibly,  "Alother,  I  wonder  where  they  all  sleep?" 

As  real  as  this  are  all  the  characters,  whom  the 
children  greet  by  name  as  well  as  with  rounds  of 
applause  at  their  first  appearances.  "There  comes 
Black  Dog!"  they  call  out,  as  his  hand  with  two 
fingers  gone  creeps  slowly  around  the  door  of  the 
Admiral  Benbow  Inn. 

A  favorite  with  the  young  folks  is  Captain 
Flint,  the  parrot.  He  is  a  Brazilian  macaw  of 
all  colors  of  the  rainbow  and  with  a  tail  a  foot 
long.  He  took  to  the  sea-cook  at  once  and  was 
willing  to  be  petted  by  him,  but  by  no  one  else ! 

But  by  far  the  most  popular  person  in  the  play 
is  Long  Jolin  Silver,  the  arch-pirate,  subtle,  and 
intellectually  superior  to  the  others.  .\  genial 
hypocrite  is  Silver,  forever  changing  sides  be- 
cause he  is  ever  on  the  lookout  for  his  own 
safety.  Making  the  pirates  stand  in  awe  of  a 
lame  man  was  a  master  touch  of  Stevenson's.  He 
was  always  Lloyd  Osbourne's  favorite  character, 
being  modeled  from  one  of  his  heroes,  the  poet 
Henley,  who  was  a  frequent  visitor  at  the  house. 

A  cripple,  with  one  leg  cut  off  at  the  hip, 
Henley  never  gave  the  impression  of  being  handi- 
capped, for  his  "unconquerable  soul"  shone  out 
always ;  he  was  "master  of  his  fate, '  and  gave 
you  the  feeling,  Mr.  Osbourne  says,  "that  he  was 
made  on  a  big  scale,  though  he  walked  with  both 
a  crutch  and  a  cane.  And  a  big  man  he  was. 
with  a  big  voice  and  big  hands.  He  used  to  pull 
hip^self  up  the  stairs,  talking  all  the  time  to 
whoever  was  holding  the  door  open  at  the  top. 
(V/^e  could  always  tell  if  Henley  had  been  at  the 
house,  for  days  afterward  the  marks  of  his  big 
hands  showed  on  the  railing  and  the  wall. 

"Of  course,  he  was  n't  like  Silver  in  anything 
else;  it  was  his  maimed  strength  and  masterful- 
ness, as  Stevenson  wrote  to  him,  that  were  bor- 
rowed for  Long  John.  And  how  Henley  did 
enjoy  'Treasure  Island'  and  its  success!  He 
presented  the  author  with  an  old  flint-lock  he  'd 
bought,  assuring  us  that  it  was  Silver's  pistol !" 

A  blind  man.  a  lame  one  with  his  leg  held  high 
in  a  sling,  another  with  a  maimed  hand  — it  is  no 
easy  thing  to  be  a  pirate.  But  sacrifices  must  be 
made,  "ud  who  would  n't  make  them  cheerfully 
for  such  a  treasure  of  a  play? 


When  our  Presidents  now  visit  the  various  forty- 
eight  States  of  the  Union,  or,  as  we  say,  "swing 
around  the  circle,"  it  is  in  great  contrast  to 
Washington's  day.  He  found  it  a  vastly  more 
tedious  undertaking  to  travel  over  the  original 
thirteen  States  that  then  constituted  the  Nation. 
How  he  went  traveling,  and  many  of  the  events 
that  occurred  on  the  way,  he  recorded  in  the 
journal  which  he  kept  from  the  days  when,  a  boy 
of  sixteen,  he  made  surveying  trips  through  the 
woods  and  over  the  mountains  of  his  native  State, 
down  to  the  closing  hours  of  his  eventful  life  — a 
life  of  immense  activity  which,  as  has  been  said, 
"condensed  a  score  of  lifetimes  into  his  fifty- 
seven  well-founded  years." 

The  surveying  trips  of  his  young  manhood 
lasted  for  about  three  years.  The  dangers  and 
hardships  he  was  exposed  to,  the  life  in  the  open 
air,  as  w-ell  as  the  knowledge  of  the  Indians  which 
he  gained,  proved  of  the  greatest  use  in  the  ye^rs 
which  followed.  No  better  model  could  be  fon+id 
for  the  Boy  Scouts  of  to-day. 

It  is  told  of  him  that  he  "endured  everything 
with  a  brave  cheerfulness,"  and  his  persevi -ance, 
industry,  and  habit  of  quick  action  made  the  work 
of  surveying  profitable,  while  what  he  learned  of 
different  localities  guided  him,  later  on,  in  in- 
vesting in  large  tracts  of  land. 

When  nineteen  years  old,  George  accompanied 
his  elder  brother,  Lawrence,  on  a  voyage  to  the 
Barbadoes,  as  Lawrence's  health  compelled  him 
to  seek  a  milder  climate  for  the  winter.  Their 
voyage  lasted  over  a  month,  George  noting  in  his 
journal  the  events  of  the  day,  the  changes  in  the 
weather,  the  run  of  the  ship,  and  the  nove!;  scenes 
of  a  boy's  first  voyage. 


were      entertained 
by  the  British  officers  of 

the  garrison,  and  it  was  here  that  George  went  to 
the  play  for  the  first  time.  Lawrence,  being  bene- 
fited by  the  change  of  air,  decided  to  remain, 
while  his  brother  returned  home.  After  a  stormy 
passaj,:e  of  five  weeks  George  was  once  again  at 
Mount  Vernon,  his  brother's  estate.  This  sea 
voyage  is  notable  for  the  fact  that  it  is  the  only 
time  that  Washington's  journeyings  took  him 
outside  of  his  own  country. 

Unfortunately,  Lawrence's  health  was  not  per- 
manently improved,  and,  returning  to  Virginia, 
he  died  there  the  following  summer.  His  Mount 
\'ernon  estate  was  left  to  his  only  daughter,  but 
she  outlived  her  father  only  two  years,  the  prop- 
erty then  passing  to  George.  It  was  in  this  way 
that  Washington  became  the  owner  of  the  home 
he  so  dearly  loved,  and  which  is  to-day  the  shrine 
of  all  patriotic  Americans. 

After  the  stirring  events  of  Braddock's  cam- 
paign against  the  French  and  Indians,  and  his 
defeat  at  Fort  Duquesne  in  1755,  Colonel  Wash- 
ington, now  twenty-four  years  old  and  the  com- 
mander of  the  ^'•■Tginia  militia,  was  given  per- 
mission by  Governor  Dinwiddle  to  journey  to 
Boston,  in  order  to  settle  a  question  of  rank  with 
Governor  Shirley  of  Massachusetts.  Washing- 
ton, in  gold-laced  hat  and  cloak,  with  the  family 
crest  on  his  saddle-cloth,  set  out  with  Captain 
Stewart,  of  the  X'irginia  Light  Horse,  Captain 
Hugh  Mercer,  who  some  years  later  fell  at  the 
battle  of  Princeton,  and  two  servants,  in  the 
Washington  livery  of  white-and-scarlet.  They 
made  a  gay  cavalcade,  galloping  along  the  roads 
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leading  from  '"the  Old  Dominion"  to  New  Eng- 
land's thriving  capital. 

Two  days  after  leaving  Alexandria,  they 
reached  Philadelphia,  where  they  remained  a 
week,  enjoying  the  official  and  social  attentions 
that  made  the  "City  of  Brotherly  Love"  the 
most  attractive  in  the  colonies.  New  York,  then 
about  half  the  size  of  Philadelphia,  was  next  vis- 
ited. A  stage-coach  line  had  been  established 
between  the  two  cities  only  the  year  before,  and 
the  journey  then  took  as  many  days  as  it  takes 
hours  in  our  time.  The  New  York  of  that  day 
was  a  quaint  little  town,  with  many  of  the  old 
Dutch  houses  still  standing,  but  even  then  it  had 
that  population  of  many  races,  which  has  always 
been  one  of  its  chief  characteristics.  Continuing 
their  ride  to  Boston  the  party  stopped  at  the 
Cromwell's  Head  Tavern,  as  hotels  in  those 
days  were  called,  making  frequent  calls  upon 
Governor  Shirley.  A  former  friendship  between 
Washington  and  the  governor  was  now  renewed, 
and  resulted  in  the  vexed  question  of  rank  being 
speedily  settled  in  Washington's  favor. 

Their  mission  accomplished,  our  travelers  set 
out  on  their  return,  reaching  the  shores  of  the 
Potomac  after  an  absence  of  seven  weeks.  Many 
valuable  acquaintances  and  much  useful  informa- 


captured,  Quebec  had  fallen,  and  the  war  with 
the  French  and  Indians  drew  to  a  close.  The 
young  colonel  accordingly  resigned  his  commis- 


"ON    THE    VOYAGE   TO   THK    B.VRBAUOES." 

tion  were  the  result  of  this  first  long  land  journey 
of  our  future  President. 

The  ne.xt  few  years  were  spent  by  W'ashington 
in  active  war-service.     Fort  Duquesne  was  finally 


"THKV    RECEIVED   A    WARM    VVELCO.ME    FRO.M    OLD 
FRIENDS   AND    CITIZENS."      (SEE    PAGE   307.) 

sion  and  settled  down  with  his  young  wife  at 
Mount  \'ernon  to  enjoy  the  life  of  a  country  gen- 
tleman. After  a  few  quiet  years,  however,  he  was 
called  from  his  retirement  by  stirring  events  in 
the  colonies. 

When  the  first  Continental  Congness  was  called 
to  meet  in  Philadelphia,  in  the  autumn  of  1/74, 
and  consider  the  grievances  that  led  to  our  Revo- 
lutionary War,  Washington  was  one  of  the  seven 
delegates  selected  to  represent  his  State. 

Early  on  the  morning  of  the  last  day  of  .\ugust, 
three  horsemen  started  out  from  Mount  \'ernon. 
The  youngest  was  Patrick  Henry,  patriot  and 
orator :  the  oldest  was  Edmund  Pendleton,  an 
eminent  lawyer:  the  third  was  Washington,  soon 
to  become  military  chieftain  in  the  war  which 
was  to  last  seven  years,  and  from  which  we  were 
to  emerge  a  mighty  nation  under  his  wise  leader- 
ship. 

It  was  a  notable  journey.  As  the  delegates 
from  the  various  colonies  approached  their  desti- 
nation, many  on  horseback,  others  in  coaches, 
they  were  everywhere  greeted  by  bands  of  citi- 
zens who  escorted  them  into  their  towns.    Wash- 
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ington  writes  that,  on  arriving  at  Philadel])hia. 
they  "lodged  at  Doctor  Shippen's  after  supper  at 
the  New  Tavern." 

It  was  during  the  session  of  the  second  Con- 
tinental Congress,  when,  it  is  said,  he  wore  his 
colonel's  uniform,  that  Washington  was  ap- 
pointed to  the  chief  corrimand  of  the  army  as- 
sembled at  Cambridge,  and  thither  he  journeyed 
with  Generals  Schuyler  and  Lee  in  the  early 
summer  of  1775.  During  the  years  of  his  com- 
mand of  the  army,  Washington's  journeys  were 
usually  made  in  the  saddle. 

At  the  close  of  the  war,  the  great 

commander  returned  to  Mount  Vernon 
for  a  period  of  well-earned  rest.  Trips 
here  and  there  in  the  neighborhood 
were  made  by  coach  or  horseback ;  but 
finally,  in  1789,  at  the  call  of  a  united 
people  he  set  out  on  one  of  the  most 
eventful  journeys  of  his  career.  Be- 
fore starting,  however,  he  paid  a  hur- 
ried visit  to  his  invalid  mother  in  Fred- 
ericksburg ;  upon  greeting  her  he  said 
that  "the  people  have  been  pleased  with 
the  most  flattering  unanimity  to  elect 
me  to  the  chief  magistracy  of  these 
United  States,"  but  that,  before  taking 
the  office,  he  came  to  bid  her  farewell. 
The  blessing  she  gave  him  proved  to 
be  a  parting  one  as  she  did  not  long 
survive  his  inauguration. 

New  York  had  been  selected  as  the 
first  capital  of  the  young  nation,  and 
the  journey  of  the  first  President  to  be 
inaugurated  was  a  triumphal  progress. 
Although  his  wish  was  to  travel  as  a 
private  gentleman  he  was  escorted  by 
a  troop  of  old  friends  and  neighbors 
from  the  threshold  of  his  home  to  Al- 
exandria, where,  as  we  would  say  to- 
day, a  grand  "send-off"  in  the  way  of  a 
banquet  had  been  arranged.  At  every  town  and  vil- 
lage, deputations,  escorts,  and  processions  waited 
to  give  their  greeting.  The  Governor  of  Penn- 
sylvania was  at  his  state  line,  triumphal  arches 
were  erected  for  him  to  pass  under,  from  one  of 
which,  it  is  said,  a  little  girl  concealed  in  the 
floral  decorations  lowered  a  civic  crown  upon  his 
head  "while  loud  cries  of  'Long  live  George 
Washington  !'  'Long  live  the  father  of  his  peo- 
ple !'  greeted  him  from  the  thousands  of  his  fel- 
low-countrymen who  lined  the  roads  to  Philadel- 
phia, where  a  banquet  at  the  City  Tavern  and 
fireworks  in  the  evening  were  the  tribute  tendered 
him."  As  it  rained  the  next  morning,  a  closed 
coach  was  taken ;  but  by  noon  the  skies  had 
cleared  and  Trenton  greeted  him  with  a  famous 


arch  inscribed,  "THE  DEFENDER  OF  THE 
MOTHERS  WILL  BE  THE  PROTECTOR  OF 
THE  DAUGHTERS."  Both  mothers  and  daugh- 
ters, robed  in  white,  were  there  to  strew  his  way 
with  wreaths  and  flowers,  singing  an  ode  in  his 
honor  as  well.  Always  a  gallant  gentleman, 
Washington  wrote  a  letter  of  thanks  for  their 
welcome  and  alluded  to  "the  astonishing  contrast 
between  his  former  and  his  present  situation  at 
the  same  spot."  A  contrast  indeed  to  those  dark 
days  of  1776  when  with  his  ragged  little  army  he 
had  attacked  the  Hessians  that  Christmas  night, 


WHEN  THEY  REACHED  WORCESTER.  WASHINGTON  RODE  ON 
HORSEBACK  THROUGH  THE  TOWN."   (SEE  NE.XT  PAGE.) 


winning  a  surprising  victory  by  his  dash  and 
boldness.  At  Elizabethtown  a  committee  from 
both  houses  of  Congress  was  in  waiting,  and 
there  a  splendid  barge  was  taken  for  New  York. 
On  the  water  there  were  ovations  also,  gaily 
decked  vessels,  barges  loaded  with  passengers, 
and  music  making  the  trip  by  boat  rival  that  on 
land.  The  eventful  journey  came  to  an  end  at 
Murray's  wharf,  where  Governor  Clinton  and 
Washington's  well-loved  fellow-soldier,  Knox, 
waited  to  welcome  him. 

In  the  early  days  of  his  residence  in  New  York 
the  first  President  imported  a  handsome  coach 
from  England,  which  he  not  only  often  rode  in 
with  his  family,  but  used  on  his  long  journeys  to 
the  New  England  and  Southern  States  during  his 


306 


WHEN   WASHINGTON   WENT  TRAVELING 


[Feb., 


term  of  office.  This  coach  was  quite  imposing, 
for  its  cream-colored  sides  were  decorated  with 
oval  ]janels  of  the  four  seasons,  the  Washington 


"Sytsi- 


IN    OCTOIilCii,    17S9:    "THE    FHESIDENT    IS    COMING!" 

coat  of  arms  was  on  the  doors,  and  green  \'enetian 
blinds  were  at  the  windows.  Drawn  by  four,  and 
frequently  six,  spirited  bay  horses,  and  with 
driver,  postilions,  and  footmen  in  their  white- 
and-red  livery,  it  certainly  was  in  keeping  with 
the  position  of  the  First  Gentleman  and  Lady  in 
the  Land.  In  Washington's  diary  for  December 
12,  1789,  is  written:  "Exercised  the  coach  with 
Mrs.  Washington  and  the  two  children  [George 
and  Nelly  Custis]  ;  between  breakfast  and  dinner 
went  the  fourteen  miles  round"— a  ride  which 
took  them  from  the  Presidential  mansion  in 
Cherry  Street,  near  where  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 
now  crosses  Pearl  Street,  up  Broadway  nearly  to 
1  larlem,  and  back  again. 

Having  had  in  mind  for  some  time  a  visit  to 
the  New  England  States,  the  President,  w-ith  his 
private  secretaries,  Mr.  Lear  and  Colonel  Jack- 
son, started  out  shortly  after  Congress  adjourned 
in  the  autumn.  His  diary  of  this  journey  is  most 
interesting,  and  shows  the  vivid  interest  he  took 
in  the  ways  of  life  and  the  occupations  of  the 
people  who  had  chosen  him  to  govern  the  rising 
nation.  Starting  on  October  15,  1789,  he  writes 
that  the  chief-justice  and  several  members  of  his 
cabinet  saw  him  ofif.  He  tells  of  the  inns  they 
stopped  at,  of  the  state  of  the  roads  and  crops,  of 
the  droves  of  cattle  and  flocks  of  sheep  passed  on 
the  way,  and  that  they  scarcely  passed  a  farm- 
house that  did  not  abound  in  geese.  Reaching 
I'airfield,  he  notes  that  many  of  the  chimneys  of 
houses  burned  bv  the  enemv  in  the  recent  war 


were  still  standing.  At  Stratford,  a  militia  com- 
pany turned  out,  and  an  escort  of  mounted  citi- 
zens escorted  them  to  the  ferry.  Sunday  was 
spent  in  New  Haven, 
where  he  was  kept  busy 
receiving  addresses,  visits 
from  the  Governor  of  the 
State  and  the  mayor, 
Roger  Sherman,  one  of 
the  signers  of  the  Decla- 
ration of  Independence, 
and  attending  services. 
Leaving  early  Monday 
morning,  a  stop  was  made 
at  Wallingford,  where  the 
silk-making  industry  had 
been  started.  "At  this 
place,"  he  says,  "we  see 
the  white  mulberry  grow- 
ing, raised  from  the  seed  to  feed  the  silkworm,'' 
and  that  the  samples  of  silk,  woven  by  private 
families  in  the  town,  were  "exceedingly  good." 
A  woolen  factory  at  Wethersfield,  near  Hartford, 
claimed  his  attention,  and  he  ordered  enough 
broadcloth  for  a  suit  to  be  sent  to  him  at  New 
N'ork.  with  a  whole  piece  of  coarser  weave  to  be 
used  for  his  servants.  He  comments  upon  the 
similarity  of  the  farm-houses  two  stories  high, 
with  a  door  in  the  middle,  a  central  chimney,  and 
a  "good  show  of  sash  and  glass  windows." 

When  they  reached  Worcester,  amid  the  boom- 
ing of  saluting  cannon,  he  rode  on  horseback 
through  the  town  to  gratify  the  inhabitants,  leav- 
ing his  coach  and  secretaries  to  follow  on  behind. 
At  last  thej'  entered  the  outskirts  of  Boston,  and 
on  Saturday  morning,  October  24,  they  stopped 
for  an  hour  at  the  Craigie  house.  This  had  been 
the  first  of  his  many  headquarters  during  the 
Revolutionary  War.  The  house  is  the  one  that 
the  poet  Longfellow  occupied  for  many  years 
and,  with  its  hallowed  memories,  is  still  standing. 
Putting  on  his  Continental  uniform  and  mounting 
a  white  horse,  he  was  escorted  into  Boston  by 
military  organizations,  being  met  by  Samuel 
.\danis,  the  lieutenant-governor,  and  the  state  and 
city  dignitaries.  A  fine  parade,  a  triumplial  arch 
inscribed  "To  the  man  who  unites  all  hearts,"  a 
lianquet  at  I'aneuil  Hall,  and  addresses  from  the 
president  of  Harvard  College  and  other  notables 
were  the  tributes  jiaid  him  at  the  Massachusetts 
capital ;  while  on  a  visit  to  the  French  squadron 
in  the  harbor,  he  was  received  with  all  the  honors 
paid  to  royalty,  .\fter  short  trips  to  Lynn,— 
where  he  notes  in  his  diary  that  "175,000  pairs 
of  shoes  (women's  chiefly)  have  been  made  in  a 
year  by  about  400  workmen,"  — to  Marblehead,— 
to  learn  about  the  fishing  industry  of  its  people,— 
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and  to  Salem,  where  he  attended  an  evening 
■'assembly,"  the  journey  was  resumed,  and  the 
Presidential  party  proceeded  to  New  Hampshire. 

Three  days  were  spent  at  Portsmouth,  New 
Hampshire's  capital,  during  which  he  went  in  a 
barge  to  view  the  harbor,  landing  for  a  few  mo- 
ments at  Kittery,   in   Maine. 

On  the  fourth  of  November 
they  started  on  their  return, 
and  New  York  was  reached 
by  the  thirteenth  of  the 
month,  thus  completing  this 
first  Presidential  tour. 

The  national  capital  hav- 
ing been  changed  to  Phila- 
delphia, Congress  adjourned 
in  August  to  meet  in  thai 
city  in  December.  Accom- 
panied by  Jefferson,  his  sec 
retary  of  state,  the  Presideiii 
made  a  trip  by  water  to  New- 
port, to  benefit  his  health  and 
to  meet  the  leading  citizens 
of  Rhode  Island  — a  State 
that  had  not  adopted  the  Con- 
stitution when  he  made  the 
tour  of  New  England  in 
the  spring,  and  so  had  been 
avoided,  but  which  now  had 
joined  the  Union. 

Soon  after  his  return  he 
set  out  with  his  family  for 
a  period  of  rest  at  Mount 
\'ernon.  Like  most  travel- 
ers in  those  times,  they  met 
with  a  mishap,  for  shortly 
after  leaving  Elizabethtown 
Point,  in  New  Jersey,  their 
incompetent  driver  ran  the 
coach  and  six  into  a  ditch, 
which  obliged  them  to  leave 
it  at  Philadelphia  for  repairs. 

A  house  having  been  rented 
for  the  executive  mansion  in 
Philadelphia,  the  President, 
with  his  wife  and  the  two 
children,  left  his  \'irginia 
home  November  22,  1790. 
They     were     permitted     to 

travel  quietly,  but,  at  each  stopping-place,  they 
received  a  warm  welcome  from  old  friends  and 
citizens.  This  was  particularly  so  at  Tommy 
Giles's  little  tavern,  near  Elkton,  Maryland.  Dur- 
ing the  war.  Tommy  had  frequently  served 
Washington  as  a  confidential  messenger,  being 
trusted  by  his  general  to  carry  money  from  one 
])lace  to  another.     After  the  war,  he  had  settled 


down,  with  his  bu.xom  English  wife,  as  an  inn- 
keeper. Whenever  he  passed,  Washington  al- 
ways stopped  to  shake  hands  with  them,  which 
caused  Tommy  to  be  looked  upon  as  the  most  im- 
portant man  in  the  neighborhood  for  days  after- 
ward, and  his  inn  to  gain  in  popularity. 


WHENEVER    HE    PASSED,    W.^SHINGTON    ALW.\yS    STOPPED    TO 
SHAKE    HANDS    WITH    THEM." 


Having  visited  the  New  England  States,  the 
President  decided  upon  making  a  tour  of  the 
Southern  States  as  well.  When  this  was  known, 
he  received  countless  offers  of  hospitality  from 
many  of  the  leading  men  of  the  South,  all  of 
which  he  politely  declined,  saying  that  it  was  his 
intention  to  pursue  the  same  plan  on  this  south- 
ern journey  as  on  his  eastern  visit,   which   was 
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not  to  incommode  any  private  family:  and  l)y 
declining  all  such  oilers  he  would  give  offense  to 
none. 

Before  leaving,  he  wrote  to  his  Cabinet  of- 
ficers stating  when  he  expected  to  be  at  certain 
places,  that  he  might  be  communicated  with  if 
necessary.     Starting  early  in  .\pril.  Washington 


RX-PUtsIULN  1'    WASHING.  1  ' 


l:;,l\',     lo    Ills    IIOMF.    AT    MlllNT    VKliNON 


thus  writes  in  his  diary:  "I  was  accompanied  by 
Major  Jackson.  My  equipage  and  attendants  con- 
sisted of  a  chariot  and  four  horses,  drove  in  hand, 
a  light  baggage-wagon  and  two  horses,  four 
saddle-horses,  besides  a  led  one  for  myself;  and 
five  servants,  to  wit,  my  zvlct  dc  chambrc.  two 
footmen,  coachman,  and  postilion."  From  which 
we  conclude  that  our  first  President  traveled  in 
state,— more  so,  indeed,  than  do  the  chief  magis- 
trates of  our  own  time.  Stops  were  made  at  Rich- 
mond and  Petersburg;  farther  south,  Wilmington 
and  Xewbern  were  visited;  at  Charleston  a  week 
was  spent.  .At  .\ugusta  he  paid  a  visit  to  the 
widow  of  his  dearlv-lovcd  fellow-soldier.  General 


Cireene.     Savannah  was  the  extreme  point  of  the 
tour. 

.As  in  New  England,  so  in  the  Southern  States 
he  was  everywhere  greeted  with  demonstrations 
of  respect  and  homage.  The  parades,  banquets, 
balls,  and  other  entertainments  that  were  given 
for  the  honored  guest  were  but  a  repetition  of 
the  northern  tour.  The  Presi- 
dent reached  home  early  in 
June,  after  a  journey  of  sev- 
enteen hundred  miles,  made 
in  sixty-six  days,  under  clear 
skies,  without  sickness  or 
mishap  of  any  kind,  and  ex- 
actly on  schedule  time,  much 
to  his  satisfaction.  For  he 
wrote  to  Colonel  Humphreys 
that  he  was  much  pleased 
with  the  journey,  as  he  was 
enabled  to  see  with  his  own 
eyes  "the  encouraging  state 
of  the  country  and  its  in- 
habitants." 

During  the  remainder  of 
his  presidency  Washington's 
journeyings  were  principally 
between  Philadelphia,  the 
capital,  and  his  home,  his 
coach  and  four  being  used 
between  the  two  places.  On 
the  ninth  of  March,  1797,  he 
left  Philadelphia— a  private 
citizen  and  a  happy  man,  the 
ex-president.  Mrs.  Washing- 
ton. Xelly  and  George  Cus- 
tis.  and  George  Washington 
Lafayette,  the  soli  of  the 
French  general,  with  his  tu- 
tor, making  up  the  party.  At 
Baltimore  he  was  escorted  by 
a  throng  of  citizens  on  foot 
and  horseback  to  the  inn.  To 
.Mr.  McHenry  he  wrote  that 
"the  attentions  we  met  with  were  very  flattering, 
and  would  have  been  highly  relished  by  some : 
but  if  I  had  any  previous  knowledge  of  them,  and 
could  by  earnest  entreaty  prevail.  I  would  avoid 
all  parade  and  escort."  In  this  he  seldom  succeeded, 
for,  on  hearing  of  his  approach,  citizens  and  sol- 
diers everywhere  hastened  to  pay  homage  to  the 
greatest  of  .Americans. 

This  was  the  last  long  journey  that  Washington 
undertook.  On  reaching  home,  he  gladly  gave 
himself  u])  to  the  luxury  of  private  life,  and  at- 
tending to  home  duties  gave  him  ])leasant  occupa- 
tion for  the  two  remaining  years  of  his  full  and 
eventful  life. 


SKATING 

BY  ODELL  SHEPARD 


We  are  off  in  a  trice  on  the  glittering  ice 
\\'here  the  cold  is  as  keen  as  a  knife. 

Where  the  winds  at  our  back  are  a  galloping  pack 
Of  wolves  on  the  warm  scent  of  life. 

And  the  frost-laden  air  is  a  blustering  dare, 
A  wager  and  challenge  to  strife. 

Then,  swifter  than  arrows,  we  speed  through  the 
narrows. 
We  circle  and  quarter  and  reel. 
We  dodge  and  we  race,  play  at  prisoners'  base, 
Snap-the-whip.  figure-eight,  and  cart-wheel ; 
While  the  river-banks  ring  to  the  songs  that  we 
sing 
And  the  hiss  of  the  glistening  steel. 


But  the  wind  gathers  might  at  the  coming  of 
night. 

And  we  ride  on  the  wings  of  the  gale 
Down  the  river  again  o'er  the  glimmering  plain 

Where  the  light  is  beginning  to  fail. 
On  the  strength  of  the  blast  spinning  dizzily  past 

The  trees  in  the  twilight  pale. 

Forgetful  of  care  as  the  birds  of  the  air. 

Or  as  boats  on  a  breeze-bright  sea. 
We  are  wafted  along  with  our  laughter  and  song 

While  the  valleys  reecho  our  glee; 
And  our  hearts  are  in  tune  with  the  cloud-driven 
moon 

And  the  boughs  of  the  wind-blown  tree. 


Over  the  level  ice,  joining  our  revel. 

The  snow,  a  dim  flurry  of  white, 
Drives  drifting  and  rollicking  by  in  a  frolicking 

Dance  through  the  halls  of  the  night. 
The  stars  are  a-quiver  with  glee,  and  the  river 

Rings  with  our  shouts  of  delight 
As  we  race  on  together  before  the  keen  weather, 

Borne  by  the  wild  wind's  might. 


'NOT    ENOUGH    BOYS    TO    GO     ROUND! 
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Chapter  TV 


ON  TO   PARIS  1 


When  Cyrus  Hale  opened  his  eyes  the  next  morn- 
ing, he  was  hewildered  as  to  where  he  was.  The 
broad,  low.  diamond-paned  window  was  wide 
open,  showing  a  vista  of  low  green  hills  and  blue 
sky  with  a  few  fleecy  white  clouds  lightly  poised, 
as  if  they  were  birds  resting  for  a  moment  before 
continuing  their  flight.  This  did  not  have  any 
suggestion  of  war.  Yet  several  times  during  the 
night  he  had  wakened  with  cold  sweat  all  over 
him  and  the  sound  of  the  whistling  bullet  in  his 
ears.  It  had  not  been  at  all  pleasant,  that  bullet. 
It  was  a  reminder  of  what  might  happen  in  this 
sudden  and  surprising  war. 

Two  years  before,  with  his  mother,  Cyrus  had 
come  through  the  very  same  part  of  France  in 
an  elegant  train  de  luxe  fitted  up  with  the  latest 
contrivances  for  comfort.  What  a  peaceful  land 
it  had  been  !  Women  were  knitting  at  the  door- 
ways of  the  cottages:  little  children  were  playing 
about  them.  The  men  were  gathering  the  har- 
vest in  the  fields.  Everywhere  were  signs  of 
quiet  prosperity. 

And  now?  Cyrus  thought  with  a  shudder  of 
the  women  he  had  seen.  Their  faces  were  sal- 
low and  drawn.  The  babies  hid  behind  the  moth- 
ers' capacious  skirts,  and  peeped  out  with  fear. 
There  were  no  men  except  soldiers,  and  they 
were  plentiful  as  blackberries  in  .\ugust. 

Cyrus  had  a  kind  of  "wish  that  he  was  some- 
where else"  feeling  until  he  got  up.  Then  be 
felt  better.  When  he  and  Jack  had  eaten  an 
enormous  breakfast  of  white  rolls,  sweet  fresh 
butter,  eggs  gathered  that  morning  in  the  hay  of 
the  low-roofed  red  barn,  and  golden  coffee  such 
as  only  a  Frenchwoman  can  make,  he  felt  still 
better,  and  was  once  more  in  mood  for  adventure, 
ludging  by  the  experience  of  yesterday,  he  knew 
that  the  adventures  were  likely  to  come.  He 
felt  in  his  pocket  for  his  passport.  After  this  he 
and  the  American  eagle  on  the  big  red  seal  were 
inseparable.  This  passport  was  more  precious 
than  jewels,  for  it  represented  his  actual  bodily 
safety.  Without  it,  he  was  very  likely  to  be  shot 
as  a  spy.  They  did  n't  wait  long  before  adminis- 
tering what  they  believed  to  be  justice  in  these 
days. 

Jack  had  put  u])  himself  and  his  motor-cycle  at 
the  small  .liibrii/r  (If  Vfitoilc  d'Or,  otherwise,  the 
Inn  of  the  <  iolden  Star,  a  i)rettv  name,  svmbolized 


by  the  big  gilt  star  moving  slowly  back  and  forth 
with  dismal  creak  in  front  of  the  house.  The 
Inn  of  the  Golden  Star  was  a  little  off  the 
main  street  of  a  tiny  village  on  the  line  of  rail- 
road to  Lyons  and  Paris.  Only  way-trains  stopped 
at  .Aubonne,  and  tourists  were  few.  Hence,  Jack 
and  his  American-eagle  passport  attracted  the 
more  attention,  and  the  arrival  of  another  youth, 
much  more  respectable  and  gentlemanly  in  ap- 
])earance  than  was  Mr.  Henderson,  excited  con- 
sideraljle  curiosity. 

It  did  not  take  the  head  of  the  local  police  long 
to  find  out  that  Cyrus  had  arrived.  He  came 
into  the  garden  just  as  the  boys  were  leaving  the 
breakfast  table. 

The  policeman  was  very  polite  but  firm. 

"Will  you  allow  me  to  see  your  passport?"  he 
asked  Cyrus. 

Hale  took  out  the  long-suffering  .American 
eagle. 

"I  've  shown  it  at  least  fifty  times  since  six 
o'clock  last  evening  to  everybody  who  wanted  to 
see  it,"  he  said,  but  the  policeman  took  no  notice. 
He  did  not  speak  English  and  did  n't  want  to.  .\ 
hopeless  state  of  ignorance  ! 

He  passed  back  the  passport.  Some  words 
written  upon  it  in  French  had  given  him  light 
on  Cyrus.     Then  he  said  something. 

Jack  lifted  his  eyes  from  the  Paris  paper. 

"He  wants  to  know  where  you  came  from. 
P.etter  make  a  clean  breast  of  everything,  only 
don't  tell  him  you  're  going  to  take  photographs. 
They  don't  ai)i)reciate  that  art  here  just  now. 
He  knows  all  about  mc.  Found  out  all  my  vir- 
tues and  faults  five  minutes  after  the  motor  ami 
I  arrived  !" 

"You  '11  have  to  translate,"  grumbled  Cyrus. 
How  he  wished  that  he  had  devoted  his  attention 
more  to  the  bVench  language  and  not  so  much  to 
football,  ll  would  have  been  a  lot  more  useful 
now.  lint  how  could  he  know  that  he  was  going 
to  get  caught  in  such  a  fix  and  have  to  hang  on 
to  old  Jack  for  dear  life?  He  could  n't  say  a 
blessed  thing  unless  Jack  said  it  for  him.  lie 
api)caled  with  desperate  faith  to  Jack's  power  of 
invention. 

That  young  man  was  fully  equal  to  the  situa- 
tion. His  fluent  h'rench  was  delivered  with  such 
force  and  fervor  that  it  seemed  to  satisfy  the  of- 
ficer, and  Jack's  whole  air  was  so  convincing  that 
the  ])ol iceman  actually  smiled,  and  when  he  did 
this,  one  could  see  that  he  was  reallv  a  very  good- 
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natured  man  in  spite  of  his  fierce  Napoleonic  mus- 
taches— a  la  Napoleon  Third,  I  mean,  of  course. 

"He  went  away  very  peacefully,  did  n't  he?" 
said  Cyrus,  when  the  policeman,  with  many  bows, 
had  clattered  his  heels  down  the  street. 

Jack  had  returned  to  his  paper,  saying : 

"Oh,  yes,  he  's  game  all  right;  but  he  did  n't 
believe  a  word  I  said,  and  he  '11  keep  an  eye  on 
us  all  the  time  we  're  here.  Consequently,  we  'd 
better  not  stay  long.  Now,"  Jack  leaned  across 
the  table,  '"I  've  got  a  plan." 

"You  're  always  making  plans,"  growled  Cy- 
rus, who  did  n't  feel  exactly  comfortable  in  a 
land  where  he  was  obliged  to  live  and  eat  and 
sleep  with  his  passport  in  one  hand,  to  have  it 
ready  for  any  passing  soldier  or  policeman. 
"What  's  your  plan  now  ?  You  got  me  up  here, 
and  I  may  as  well  do  the  whole  thing.  But  I  'd 
like  to  live  to  get  home  so  I  could  tell  the  fellows 
about  it." 

"You  bet  I  intend  to,"  said  Jack,  smiting  the 
deal  table  with  his  hand  in  military  style.  "And 
we  'II  have  lots  to  tell.  My  plan  is  this.  Let  's 
push  on— right  away,  to-day,  before  it  rains  again 
and  knocks  up  the  roads  so  we  'II  have  to  push 
the  cycle,— let  's  push  on  to  Paris !" 

"To  Paris?    Why?" 

"Because  it  's  great  there !  They  're  having 
bombs,  German  aeroplanes,  darkness  in  the  city, 
people  scared  stiff!     It  's  the  place  for  us." 

Cyrus  laughed,  but  not  with  deep  mirth. 

"I  'm  scared  enough  without  going  to  Paris," 
he  said  fervently. 

"Let  "s  start  now.  I  'II  go  and  clean  the  motor 
and  you  tell  Madame  Pochet  — oh,  I  forgot;  you 
can't  tell  her  anything.  I  'II  do  both,  and  you  go 
and  pack  our  suitcases." 

"Have  her  put  up  a  big  lunch  !"  called  out  Cy- 
rus, his  spirits  rising. 

"I  will.     Sure  thing !     And  we  '11  picnic." 

Cyrus  felt  that  it  was,  indeed,  great,  as,  once 
more  seated  in  the  "baby-carriage"  beside  ener- 
getic Jack,  they  went  bumping  along  a  smooth 
road,  between  fields  and  flying  trees,  and  hedges 
half  hiding  lovely  gardens  full  of  early  autumn 
blossoms.  To  be  sure,  they  heard  the  order 
"Halt !"  at  frequent  intervals,  and  were  obliged 
to  bring  the  cycle  to  a  quick  stop  to  avoid  a  repe- 
tition of  the  unpleasant  incident  of  the  evening 
before;  but  as  they  went  farther  on  their  way 
over  the  highroad  toward  Paris,  the  sentinels 
were  at  longer  intervals.  Finally,  for  long 
stretches  they  met  no  soldiers  at  all.  Evidently 
the  line  of  war  was  off  to  one  side. 

The  hearty  lunch  provided  by  good  Mme.  Po- 
chet, who  had  been  left  bewailing  the  loss  of  the 
last  guests  she  was  likely  to  have  for  a  very  long 


time,  was  eaten  in  a  miniature  forest,  with  trees 
in  such  regular  rows  that  they  must  certainly 
have  been  planted  by  man,  since  they  were  evi- 
dently not  the  product  of  Nature,  who  delights 
in  all  sorts  of  queer  freaks  when  she  is  left  to 
herself. 

Jack,  grown  practical  under  the  shadow  of 
great,  drooping  oak-branches,  and  full  to  satis- 
faction with  chicken,  ham,  and  fruit,  said  some- 
thing like  this,  and  added  that  he  preferred  Na- 
ture's way.  Cyrus  had  already  gone  to  sleep, 
with  his  head  on  a  mossy  root,  so  Jack  lay  down 
beside  him  and  did  likewise,  while  the  motor  also 
reposed,  and  the  sun  drew  lower  and  lower. 

They  rode  far  in  the  moonlight  that  night,  and 
then  asked  shelter  at  a  farm-house  along  the 
roadside.  It  stood  in  a  big  orchard  of  apple- 
trees,  laden  with  red  and  yellow  fruit.  The 
whole  place  was  bordered  with  a  hedge  which  in 
spring  bore  white  flowers,  very  fragrant  and 
perfect  in  their  star-like  form.  There  was  a  dog 
that  barked  when  Jack  tried  to  open  the  gate,  and 
the  sound  called  a  round-faced  woman  to  the 
window.  In  the  bright  moonlight  the  boys  could 
see  that  her  eyes  were  swollen  with  weeping. 

"We  must  n't  frighten  her,"  said  Jack,  gently. 
"Probably  she  's  left  all  alone— husband  gone  to 
the  war." 

Cyrus  got  out  of  his  little  perambulator  and 
stood  beside  him.  Both  the  lads  removed  their 
hats.  They  were  gentlemen,  were  Jack  and  Cy- 
rus, and  they  addressed  respectfully  the  peasant 
woman  with  the  tear-stained  eyes. 

"We  are  only  two  American  boys,"  explained 
Jack.  "We  're  not  spies,  or  anything  like  that, 
and  we  'II  gladly  pay  you  for  a  night's  lodging 
if  you  '11  let  us  sleep  yonder  in  the  hay.  Don't 
be  afraid;  we  'II  do  yon  no  harm." 

The  woman  looked  keenly  at  the  two  honest, 
upturned  faces.  Then  she  came  downstairs, 
opened  the  door,  quieted  the  black  dog,  and  led 
Jack  and  Cyrus  across  the  yard. 

"The  barn  's  almost  empty  now,"  she  said,  "but 
you  're  welcome  to  sleep  on  what  little  hay  you 
can  find.  The  harvest  's  more  than  ready  to  be 
reaped  in  the  fields,  and  there  'd  be  hay  enough 
to  keep  our  cattle  all  the  winter.  But  I  'm  alone ; 
my  husband  and  the  laborers  are  called  to  serve 
our  country— God  bless  her  !  I  'm  left  here  with 
the  four  little  children.  Unless  the  hay  and  grain 
are  gathered  soon,  they  '11  be  ruined  and  all  a 
loss.  I  'II  have  to  kill  the  cows,  or  let  them  go 
free  so  as  not  to  see  them  starve.  And  we  'II 
starve  too,  I  think." 

Jack  and  Cyrus  were  dumb  before  this  flood  of 
woman's  grief.  It  seemed  to  relieve  her  to  talk 
out  her  sorrows,  and  at  last  she  smiled  a  little. 
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"I  "m  not  afraid  of  you,  lads.  Get  in  there 
and  sleep,  and  may  the  bon  Dieit  give  you  peace- 
ful rest  and  speed  you  on  your  journey  I" 

"Can  you  give  us  liread  and  milk  in  the  morn- 
ing?" 

•'All  you  want.  There  's  plenty  now.  but  how 
long  it  will  last,  no  one  knows  !" 

She  shook  her  head  as  she  walked  away  to  the 
house,  leaving  Jack  and  Cyrus  to  put  the  motor- 
cycle in  a  safe  place  and  creep  up  into  the  loft, 
where,  as  the  woman  had  said,  the  supply  of  hay 
was  pitifully  small. 

The  two  talked  for  some  time  as  they  lay  in 
the  fragrant  pile:  and  when  they  went  to  sleep, 
they  felt  very  happy.  No  one  who  has  once 
planned  to  do  a  good  deed,  even  at  the  e.xpense 
of  some  sacrifice  to  himself,  can  fail  of  this  hap- 
piness. It  is  w^orth  a  lot  more  than  gold  or 
jewels. 

With  the  first  rays  of  sunshine  they  were  up. 
Plunging  into  the  brook  for  a  good  splash,  dress- 
ing with  the  swallows  peeping  at  them  from  the 
eaves  and  with  the  low,  cooing  moan  of  the  gray 
doves  in  their  ears,  they  were  soon  ready  for  the 
plan  they  had  evolved  in  the  night,  whispering, 
with  their  heads  close  together  on  the  hay. 

All  that  week  Jack  Henderson,  the  banker's 
son,  and  Cyrus  Hale,  the  descendant  of  a  chief- 
ju.stice  of  the  United  States,  worked  in  the  fields 
around  that  thatched  farm-house  in  south-east- 
ern France.  Side  by  side  with  the  grateful  wo- 
man, they  cut  the  grass  and  grain  with  clumsy 
scythes,  they  si)read  the  hay  out  to  dry,  they  gath- 
ered it  into  Innidles.  and,  slinging  these  mer- 
rily on  backs  which  had  never  before  carried  a 
burden,  they  bore  the  sweet-smelling  hay  to  the 
red-roofed  barn  and  piled  it  in  the  loft.  The  sun 
and  wind  helped,  too,  and  not  a  drop  of  rain  fell 
that  week  to  injure  the  harvest.  .-\n  abundance 
of  hay  there  was  for  the  winter,  the  cows  would 
have  plenty  to  eat.  and  the  children  and  their 
mother  could  live  for  months  on  the  milk  and 
butter  and  eggs  produced  on  their  own  place. 

The  woman  cooked  for  them  plain,  coarse  food. 
tasting  better  to  the  lads  than  any  grand  dinner 
they  had  ever  eaten,  for  the  meals  were  seasoned 
with  fresh  air  and  warm  sun.shinc  and  hard  labor 
—  splendid  sauces  for  the  appetite. 

Before  they  went  to  bed  on  the  night  after  the 
harvest  had  been  gathered.  — for  a  room  had  now 
been  assigned  them  in  the  house.  — the  peasant 
took  their  hands  and  looked  into  their  eyes,  but 
not  one  word  could  she  speak.  They  were  glad 
that  she  did  not.  for  they  were  just  fine,  strong, 
young  .American  lads,  and  they  wanted  no  thanks. 
I'.arly  the  next  morning  Jack  and  Cyrus  cre|)t 
sofllv  tlown  the  stone  stairs,   took  a  long  drink 


of  milk  dipped  from  a  pan  in  the  cellar,  laid  a 
hundred-franc  bill  under  the  coftee-pot  on  the 
shelf,  and,  getting  the  motor-cycle,  — not  mount- 
ing it  for  fear  they  would  make  a  noise,— they 
went  out  into  the  sweetness  of  the  morning.  The 
doves  cooed  a  farewell,  and  the  swallows  flew 
around  their  heads  as  if  sorry  to  see  them  go. 

Jack  surveyed  the  gleaned  fields  over  the 
hedges.     "Good  job.  that!"  he  remarked. 

"You  bet !"  was  Cyrus's  reply.  And  then  they 
never  said  another  word  about  that  week's  work. 
Xot  that  they  were  ashamed  of  it— oh.  no!  But 
it  was  just  too  good  to  talk  about.  They  did  not 
forget  it.  nor  the  pleasure  it  gave  them. 

Then,  chunking  their  way  along,  Jack  on  the 
cycle,  Cyrus  holding  fast  in  the  "baby-carriage." 
they  went  on  towards  Paris  in  search  of  more 
adventures.  .And  they  had  them  — with  a  ven- 
geance ! 

ClI.\PTER    ^' 
CYRUS    MEETS   WITH    .X    LOSS 

If  the  weather  had  been  in  their  favor  while 
they  were  gathering  the  harvest  in  the  fields  by 
the  farm-house,  it  treated  the  young  men  badly 
after  they  left  it  to  follow  the  yellow  road  lead- 
ing to  Paris.  It  thundered  and  hailed,  and  rain 
fell  in  sheets,  soaking  the  dust  and  turning  it  into 
slippery,  sticky  mud.  They  had  no  charts  or 
road-maps,  and  the  country  through  which  they 
went,  supposedly  in  the  right  direction,  was 
lonely,  sandy,  and  desolate.  Houses  were  scat- 
tered here  and  there,  but  they  had  an  empty  ap- 
pearance, as  if  they  were  uninhabited.  The  oc- 
cupants had  left  suddenly,  judging  from  the  con- 
dition of  the  yards  and  barns. 

"What  's  that?"  asked  Jack,  sitting  u])  sud- 
denly to  listen. 

It  was  the  afternoon  of  the  third  day  since 
they  had  been  on  their  weary  way.  The  first 
night  they  had  slept  at  a  fairly  decent  inn,  run 
liv  a  woman,  — as  everything  seemed  to  be  in  this 
]iarl  of  France,  — a  sad-eyed  woman,  with  fur- 
rows, and  wrinkles,  and  a  look  about  her  as  if 
she  had  wept  till  she  could  weep  no  more. 

The  second  night  they  rested  in  an  empty  barn, 
one  keeping  watch  while  the  other  slept.  There 
was  a  queer  feeling  of  danger  in  the  whole  at- 
niospberc.  That  and  the  rain  were  getting  on 
their  nerves. 

This  was  tlie  third  day.  and  still  the  heavens 
poured  forth  floods,  with  orchestral  accompani- 
ment of  thunder,  and  fireworks  of  vivid  light- 
ning. It  looked  as  if  they  must  camp  that  night, 
also.  biU  where?  There  was  n't  a  sign  of  house 
or  inn  in  all  llie  sandy  waste.  The  motor  was  a 
good  one.  .-uul  had  borne  them  bravely  forward. 
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but  petrol  was  getting  scarce,  and  there  was  no 
place  to  buy  it.  When  the  stock  gave  out  en- 
tirely, they  must  "foot  it,"  Jack  told  Cyrus, 
gloomily.  Luckily,  they  had  food  and  a  spirit- 
lamp,  so  they  did  not  starve.  Xow,  about  four 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  when  there  was  a  merci- 
ful lull  in  the  downpour,  they  stopped  in  the  edge 


and  both  lis- 
boiling  water 


'WF,    Alii-;    ON'l.Y    TWO    AMERICAN    BOYS,      K.N  I'l.  Al  MCI  I    JACK. 


of  a  cluster  of  trees,  and  Cyrus,  ex])crt  camp- 
cook,  proposed  tea,  putting  the  lamp  on  a  flat 
rock  where  it  was  sheltered  from  a  wind  which 
had  turned  suddenly  icy  cold. 

Jack  examined  the  motor,  cherished  by  him  — 
and  with  reason  — as  tenderly  as  if  it  had  been  a 
baby.  Then,  spreading  out  his  rain-coat  on  a 
grassy  slope,  he  flung  himself  down  to  rest. 


"What  's  that?"  he  asked  again 
lened,  Cyrus  holding  the  kettle  of 
over  the  tiny  tea-pot. 

"By    George !    I    believe    it    's    cannpnading  I" 
shouted  Jack,  his  weariness  forgotten  in  the  pros- 
pect of  some  excitement  in  this  dreary,  monoto- 
nous world.     "Drop  the  kettle,  Cy,  and  let  's  run 
up  to  the  top  of  the  hill  and 
see  what  's  going  on.    It  can't 
lie  thunder.     It  must  be  can- 


Cyrus,  mindful  of  his 
domestic  duties,  — Jack  would 
never  have  taken  the  trouble 
to  pre])are  his  own  meals;  he 
would  have  lived  on  raw 
fruits  and  vegetables  and 
sucked  eggs  first,— carefully 
made  the  tea,  put  some  more 
water  on  to  boil  for  washing 
their  tin  cups,  and  followed 
more  slowly  up  the  hill.  He 
did  not  feel  the  same  zeal  for 
fighting  and  warfare  that  he 
had  felt  a  day  or  two  before. 
There  was  something  in  con- 
tinuous rain  that  dampened 
his  ardor  as  thoroughly  as  it 
did  the  ground.  If  it  had 
not  been  for  his  loyalty  to 
Jack,  he  would  have  made 
his  way  back  to  Italy  and  let 
the  French  and  Germans 
fight  it  out  without  his  as- 
sistance. But  he  could  n't 
leave  Jack,  so  there  was  noth- 
ing for  it  but  to  stick  it  out. 
Luckily  he  had  his  passport, 
his  safety  and  ])rotection 
here,  where  no  man's  word 
was  believed  and  every  man 
was  considered  a  traitor  un- 
less he  proved  himself  not 
to  lie. 

Cyrus  put  his  hand  in  his 
right-hand  inside  vest-pocket 
to  feel  that  the  precious  pa- 
per was  there  all  right,  and 
fur  a  moment  was  frightened 
did  not  find  it.     Then  he  remembered 


because  h 

that,  as  there  were  fewer  sentinels  in  this  part  of 
the  country  and  it  was  not  likely  that  he  would 
have  to  show  his  passport  soon,  he  had  put  it  in 
the  suitcase,  and  that  was  strapped  on  behind  ilie 
cycle,  protected  by  a  rubber  covering. 

Cyrus  paused  one  instant  on  his  way  up  to  the 
top  of  the  little  round  hill  where  Jack  stood,  his 
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figure  outlined  boldly  against  the  gray  sky,  wav- 
ing his  hand  frantically  for  him  to  come  on.  The 
motor-cycle  was  all  right.  In  all  this  country 
there  wa?  not  a  living  soul.  Everything  was 
safe. 

So  he  went  on,  bending  beneath  his  feet  the 
damp,  fallen  branches  of  trees,  broken  off  by  the 
storm,  and  did  not  know  that  a  little  malicious 
elf  called   Bad  Fortune  was   following  him  very 


•■IT   TOOK    HIM    ONE  SECOND   TO   OPEN    IT — 
■  TO    K.XAMINE    IT  !  " 


closely.  Nor  did  he  or  Jack  realize  as  they  stood 
spell-bound,  watching  with  their  powerful  field- 
glasses  the  tiny  puffs  of  smoke  of  those  great 
cannon,  listening  to  the  sharp  report  of  a  battle 
taking  place  not  many  miles  away,  that  they  were 
not  alone  in  that  sandy  waste. 

A  tall  figure  crept  around  the  other  side  of  the 
hill  and  came  to  the  cycle  standing  all  alone. 
Very  deftly  he  loosened  the  rubber  covering,  by 
quick  glances  keeping  strict  watch  on  the  two 
young  men  standing  at  the  line  of  land  and  sky. 


\'ery  deftly  and  swiftly  he  undid  the  straps  and 
took  out  the  two  leather  bags.  Seizing  some 
stones  and  fallen  branches,  he  filled  up  the  space, 
drew  down  the  cover,  and  crept  away.  There 
was  a  gleam  of  sardonic  laughter  in  his  brown 
eyes.     "What  a  streak  of  luck  !"  he  murmured. 

Hiding  among  the  trees,  he  forced  open  the 
bags,  examined  their  contents,  selected  a  few 
pieces  of  clothing  and  laid  them  aside.  Then  his 
eyes  fell  on  the  long  white  envelop  marked 
".\merican  Embassy,  Rome."  It  took  him  one 
second  to  open  it — to  examine  it !  With  a  low 
cry  of  triumph  he  put  it  in  his  pocket.  Under  a 
mass  of  debris  he  hid  the  bags  and  the  rest  of 
the  clothing,  reserving  a  safety-razor  and  some 
soap. 

If  Jack  and  Cyrus  had  seen  this  strange  being, 
they  would  have  recognized  the  German  uniform 
and  the  epaulets  of  a  lieutenant  in  the  Kaiser's 
army.  Very  gaunt  he  was,  and  thin.  His  eyes, 
in  spite  of  the  laughter  in  them,  were  hollow, 
and  they  had  a  haunted  look,  as  if  they  had  seen 
danger  and  faced  terror.  On  his  young  face  was 
a  straggly  beard,  the  growth  of  several  days. 
-Altogether,  he  was  a  pitiful  specimen  of  a  soldier 
who  had  done  his  duty  for  his  country,  but  was 
suffering  for  it. 

He  hesitated  a  moment.  Then,  with  a  .glint  of 
real  mirth  in  spite  of  his  half-starved  condition, 
he  unearthed  the  suitcases  from  their  hiding- 
place,  peeped  out  to  make  sure  that  Jack  and  Cy- 
rus were  still  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  a 
scene  holding  such  fascination  for  them,  and 
crept  back  to  the  cycle.  \'ery  swiftly  he  replaced 
the  suitcases  and  covered  them. 

■"The  boys  may  as  well  have  what  I  can't  use," 
he  muttered.  "Heaven  knows  I  'm  no  thief,  but 
it  's  life  or  death  for  me  !" 

He  caught  sight  of  the  tea-pot  and  a  big  pile 
of  bread-and-butter  prepared  by  Cyrus.  For  three 
days  no  food  had  passed  the  lips  of  this  young 
ofiicer,  escaped  by  a  miracle  from  the  hands  of 
his  captors.     Again  came  that  whimsical  smile. 

"They  can  make  more  tea.  and  I  don't  believe 
they  're  as  hungry  as  I  am  !" 

Quickly  he  poured  out  a  cup  of  tea.  Luckily 
it  had  had  time  to  cool  or  it  would  have  scalded 
him  badly,  so  rapidly  did  he  swallow  it  in  his 
fear  that  the  boys  on  the  hill  would  turn  their 
glasses  on  him  and  descend  in  wrath.  If  they 
did.— he  knew  from  the  suitcases  and  Cyrus 
Hale's  passport  that  they  were  .\mericans  and 
neutral  and  broad-minded,  — he  would  throw  him- 
self on  their  mercy.  .America  had  been  ever 
ready  to  help  the  desperate  and  the  suffering. 
But  he  preferred  that  they  should  not  find  him. 

Oh.  how  the  tea  refreshed  him!     He  drank  a 
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'THE    LADS    HID    BEHIND    SOMI 

BUSHES.    AND    CYRUS    GOT 

A   GOOD    SNAP-SHOT." 

(SEE    NEXT    PAGE.) 
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second  and  third  cup,  then  carefully  filled  up  the 
tea-pot  with  water,  seized  the  pile  of  hread-and- 
butter  and  departed  just  as  the  two  .Americans 
started  down  the  hill,  discussing  the  war  with 
eager  enthusiasm. 

"Funny  how  weak  this  tea  is  !"  e.xclaimed  Cy- 
rus. "And  stone-cold.  I  'd  better  make  some 
more.  .\nd  I  thought  I  cut  a  whole  lot  of  bread 
and  buttered  it.  I  L'lio'cV  I  did!  Here  "s  the  knife, 
all  butter.  But  the  whole  business  is  gone. 
Queer !" 

"Dog  took  it,"  suggested  Jack,  stretching  him- 
self out  luxuriously.  "Make  some  more,  Cy. 
Don't  grumble.  It  's  bad  for  your  nerves.  Let 
the  old  dog  have  it.  Do  hurry,  for  I  'm  'most 
starved !" 

Their  hunger  satisfied  with  fresh,  hot  tea  and 
more  bread-and-butter,  they  packed  away  the 
spirit-lamp,  noting  that  the  suitcases  were  all 
right,  and  started  off  o\er  the  muddy  roads  very 
slowly. 

The  escaped  prisoner,  feeling  himself  another 
being  with  food  to  cheer  him  — aclu;illv  whistled 


while  he  doffed  his  uniform;  then  he  sighed,  for 
he  had  hoped  to  win  glory  for  himself  and  the 
land  he  loved,  but.  instead,  he  had  gained  noth- 
ing but  disappointment  and  suffering.  .\  few 
minutes  later,  a  "double"  of  Cyrus  Hale  ap- 
peared,—a  tall  fellow,  clean-shaven,  dressed  in 
the  latest  New  York  style  in  handsome  gray  suit, 
tan  shoes,  with  silk  stockings  of  the  same  shade, 
a  soft  gray  hat.  and  — spotless  castor  gloves.  Cy- 
rus had  brought  the  e.xtra  suit  with  him  in  his 
hasty  flight  before  the  dogs  of  war,  so  sudtlenly 
let  loose.  He  had  worn  it  very  little.  It  fitted 
the  German  officer  perfectly,  as  did  the  descrip- 
tion of  Cyrus  Hale  in  the  jjassport.  Height,  five 
feet,  ten  inches:  forehead,  high;  nose,  straight; 
hair,  dark  brown,  slightly  curly:  chin,  square: 
eyes,  brown.  It  could  n't  have  been  more  cor- 
rect if  it  had  been  made  out  for  him. 

"Lucky  for  me  that  1  had  an  .American  mother 
and  speak  English  like  a  native,"  thought  the  of- 
ficer. "And  now  for  it!  (iood  luck  helping  me, 
I  'II  get  through,  and  I  pray  that  the  fellow  whose 
name  I  've  stolen  will  h;i\e  no  trouble,     lie  will 
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be  all  right,  I  'm  sure,  for  he  's  the  real  thing, 
while  I  'm  only  an  impostor  — but  a  desperate 
one." 

With  long,  firm  strides  he  struck  out  across 
country  to  the  very  place  where  fighting  was  go- 
ing on,  on  the  borders  of  Alsace.  But  he  took  a 
more  direct  route,  being  on  foot  and  without  bag- 
gage, than  Cyrus  and  Jack  could,  with  the  heavy 
motor.  The  sky  was  growing  bright  in  the  west, 
and  the  sun  peeped  out.  On  the  grass  there  were 
diamond  points  sparkling,  and  little  insects  crept 
out  into  the  light.  Once  the  officer  stopped  to 
pick  up  a  little  bird  with  a  broken  wing,  dashed 
to  the  ground  by  the  violence  of  the  storm.  Sit- 
ting down,  he  took  out  a  penknife  and  gently  cut 
off  the  broken  feathers,  while  the  bird  flut- 
tered in  his  hand  and  gave  pitiful  little  peeps. 
Then  he  made  a  tiny  splint,  bound  it  on,  and 
laid  the  bird  in  the  wide  crotch  of  a  branch  above 
him. 

"I  hope  that  thou,  too.  wilt  be  able  to  fly  soon, 
poor  little  prisoner,  and  find  thy  home  and  friends 
in  some  green  tree." 

He  went  on  his  way  once  more,  coming  ever 
nearer  and  nearer  to  that  fighting  line  where 
men  were  being  mowed  down  before  the  terrible 
firing.  No  one  could  have  imagined  that  this 
tall  fellow,  so  tender  to  the  wounded  bird,  had 
been  one  of  the  fiercest  fighters  in  his  regiment 
of  Prussian  cavalry,  which  had  been  almost  en- 
tirely wiped  out  only  a  week  before. 

That  night  Jack  and  Cyrus  camped  again, 
this  time  in  a  deserted  hut.  They  found  wood 
here,  and  built  a  rousing  fire  in  the  huge  fireplace 
of  blackened  stone.  There  hung  a  heavy  iron 
crane  in  the  fireplace,  and  on  each  side  of  the 
chimney  were  oak  settles,  richly  carved,  and 
darkened  by  smoke  and  by  the  passing  of  cen- 
turies. On  a  shelf  was  a  clay  pipe,  half  full  of 
tobacco,  and  beside  it  a  newspaper  bearing  the 
date  of  August  12th.  It  and  the  pipe  must  have 
been  left  there  together  when  the  peasants  left 
their  home.  A  woman's  knitting,  half-finished,  a 
tiny  pink  dress  for  a  child,  a  gray  sock,  a  broken 
shoe,  some  roses  from  a  hat,  these  had  all  been 
left  behind  in  that  hasty  flight  to  safety. 

There  was  food,  too.  A  large  well-cured  ham 
hung  over  the  fireplace,  and  there  was  bread,  but 
very  dry  and  hard.  Cyrus  fried  the  ham,  and 
with  the  jam,  butter,  and  bread  which  they  had 
brought  with  them,  they  had  a  feast,  and  then 
lay  down  on  the  floor,  well  content.  They  had 
not  the  courage  to  use  the  bed,  piled  high  with 
feathers,  in  a  closet  opening  from  the  kitchen. 
It  did  not  look  very  tempting,  they  agreed,  and 
there  was  n't  any  fresh  air. 


Having  no  need  to  open  the  suitcases,  they  left 
them  under  the  rubber  covering.  Cyrus  could 
not  be  accused  any  more  of  being  a  London  or 
New  York  dandy.  His  clothes  were  fully  as  dis- 
reputable as  those  worn  by  Jack,  if  not  more  so. 
He  had  utterly  discarded  a  hat,  and  went  abroad 
with  his  brown  hair,  "slightly  curly,"  utterly  un- 
adorned. 

.As  he  lay  down  to  sleep,  he  spoke  out  a  thought 
which  had' been  in  his  mind  ever  since  they  left 
the  place  where  they  had  eaten. 

"Mighty  funny  about  that  bread-and-butter," 
he  remarked.  "And  the  tea,  too !  /  never  made 
it  so  weak.  Did  you  notice.  Jack,  that  the  cup, 
o>ic  cup,  had  a  few  drops  of  tea  in  it?" 

Jack  yawned.    He  was  very  sleepy. 

"Did  n't  notice  a  blessed  thing.  Doesn't  pay  to 
be  too  observing.  Uses  up  the  gray  matter  of 
your  brain.     Dog  ate  it,"  he  murmured. 

"Dogs  don't  drink  tea  out  of  tin  cups  and  then 
pour  more  water  into  the  tea-pot,''  retorted  Cy- 
rus, with  spirit. 

"Dogs— did— it,''  sleepily  repeated  Jack  and 
went  sound  asleep. 

It  was  as  fine  a  morning  as  one  coula  wish.  The 
pump  at  the  back  of  the  house  had  cold,  cold  wa- 
ter in  it.  Cyrus  made  delicious  coffee  with  the 
extract  powder  thoughtfully  provided  by  Jack. 
It  was  expensive,  but  it  made  good  coffee  and 
lasted  a  long  time.  His  desire  for  adventure  not 
being  as  keen  as  Jack's,  he  proposed  that  they 
camp  out  in  the  nice  little  house  for  two  or  three 
days,  and  watch  the  war  through  the  field-glass 
—much  safer  than  being  close  by.  To  this  Jack 
agreed.  So  they  stayed,  and  slept,  and  ate  up  the 
ham,  and  all  the  rest  they  had,  and  Cyrus  took 
photographs. 

Once  three  aeroplanes,  huge-winged  birds,  flew 
by  over  their  heads,  and  Cyrus  photographed 
them.  And  another  time  a  troop  of  French  cav- 
alry, brilliant  uniforms  glowing  in  the  sunshine, 
horses  steaming,  appeared  suddenly  and  cantered 
by  toward  the  place  where  the  cannon  were  fir- 
ing, day  and  night,  day  and  night.  The  lads 
hid  behind  some  bushes,  and  Cyrus  got  a  good 
snap-shot.  He  wished  that  he  had  brought  the 
tank  and  some  materials  for  developing;  but  as 
he  had  not,  he  labeled  the  rolls  and  went  to  get 
his  suitcase  to  pack  them  away  till  he  got  to 
some  place  where  he  could  develop  them. 

It  was  then  that  he  made  the  discovery  that 
his  clothes  were  gone— and— the  precious  pass- 
port ! 

It  made  him  feel  strange  and  sick.  Eagerly  he 
took  out  every  article.  The  l^assf<orl  ti'a^  not  there ! 


( To  be  concluded. ) 
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Autlior  of  "  The  Boardod-up  House" 


Chapter  VII 

THE    DISCOVERIES    CORINNE    MADE 

CoRiNNE  did  not  reappear  for  nearly  a  week. 
During  all  that  time  the  twins,  who  only  saw  her 
in  school,  reported  that  she  would  have  nothing 
to  say  to  them  outside  of  this  statement : 

"Let  me  alone,  girls,  just  for  a  while.  I  'm 
working  hard  at  it.  When  I  've  run  to  earth 
something  worth  while,  I  '11  tell  you,  and  we  '11 
have  another  meeting !"  And  that  was  absolutely 
all  they  could  get  from  her. 

i\Iean\vhile,  Margaret  was  passing  the  slow 
days  in  a  fever  of  impatience  and  baffled  expecta- 
tion. Now  that  she  no  longer  had  her  mind  occu- 
pied by  puzzling  out  the  curious  old  journal  and 
could  only  sit  and  wait  for  the  results  of  Co- 
rinne's  work,  she  grew  terribly  restless.  So  much 
so,  indeed,  that  the  lynx-eyed  Sarah,  who  watched 
her  beloved  charge  like  a  cat,  made  up  her  mind 
that  Margaret  was  beginning  to  have  symptoms 
of  a  real  fever.  She  prepared,  therefore,  a  huge 
bowl  of  boneset  tea  to  be  taken  in  instalments. 

Now,  if  there  was  any  one  thing  under  the  f:un 
that  Margaret  hated  more  than  another,  it  was 
boneset  tea !  And,  moreover,  in  this  case  she 
knew  that  there  was  absolutely  no  need  of  the 
remedy.  But  this  she  dared  not  confide  to  Sarah 
lest  she  awaken  fresh  suspicion  in  that  hand- 
maiden's already  too  suspicious  mind.  So  she 
swallowed  her  bitter  doses  uncomplainingly,  and 
longed  for  Corinne's  coming  for  more  reasons 
than  one ! 

And  then  at  last,  si.x  days  later,  Corinne  came 
flying  home  with  the  twins  one  afternoon,  and 
all  three  burst  in  unexpectedly  on  the  delighted 
Margaret.  Corinne  was  armed  with  a  load  of 
volumes  that  were  plainly  not  school-books,  and 
these  she  planked  down  on  the  floor  beside  the 
invalid-chair  with  just  one  brief  remark: 

"/  've  got  it!" 

Questions  and  inquiries  were  hurled  at  her 
thick  and  fast,  but  not  one  of  them  would  she 
answer  till  all  were  seated  about  Margaret's  chair 
in  the  usual  half-circle  by  the  open  fire.  Then 
she  began  quietly,  but  with  much  sup|)ressed  ex- 
citement in  her  voice : 

"Yes,  girls,  I  've  got  it— at  last  !  I  'm  going  to 
tell  you  all  about  it,  and  you  're  going  to  have 


the  surprise  of  your  lives  !  It  took  me  a  long 
while  before  I  struck  just  the  right  clue.  I  've 
spent  about  every  afternoon  reading  at  the  li- 
brary near  us.  I  even  went  up  to  the  big  one  at 
Forty-second  Street  yesterday.  And  every  eve- 
ning at  home  has  found  me  still  digging  at  it. 
I  've  neglected  my  school  work  completely,  and 
have  failed  in  everything  this  week;  but  I  don't 
care  I 

"Margaret  's  a  trump !  She  put  us  all  on  the 
right  track  in  the  first  place  by  sensibly  suggest- 
ing the  Revolution.  That  was  fine  I  But,  of 
course,  the  subject  was  a  big  one  and  concerned 
the  whole  thirteen  original  colonies.  In  thinking 
it  over,  I  decided  that  since  Alison  came  from 
Bermuda,  the  'city'  she  keeps  speaking  of  would 
most  likely  be  the  nearest  one  to  Bermuda.  On 
looking  it  up,  I  found  the  nearest  was  Charles- 
ton, South  Carolina.  So  I  started  in  and  hunted 
up  every  bit  of  Revolutionary  history  I  could  find 
about  Charleston,  but  never  a  thing  did  I  strike 
that  helped  a  bit. 

'"Then  I  gave  that  up  and  tried  another  city. 
As  there  did  n't  seem  to  be  any  very  likely  places 
south  of  Charleston,  I  turned  north  and  tried 
Richmond,  Baltimore,  and  Philadelphia.  Not  a 
single  thing  in  any  one  of  them  that  threw  a  ray 
of  light  on  our  troubles  !  Finally.  I  began  on 
New  York  — and  hit  it  right  away!"  Her  listen- 
ers gave  a  little  jump.  "Yes,  right  here  in  old 
New  York.  And  come  to  think  of  it,  that  was 
the  most  likely  place,  after  all,  and  I  might  have 
saved  myself  all  that  other  bother,  if  only  I  'd 
used  a  little  common  sense!" 

"But  how  did  you  know  right  away  that  it  was 
New  York?"'  demanded  Margaret. 

"Why,  the  simplest  thing  in  the  world  I  Al- 
most the  first  thing  I  came  across,  in  reading  up 
about  ■  New  York  during  the  Revolution,  was 
about  a  place  c?i\\eA— Richmond  Hill!" 

"What?    Where?"  they  all  cried  in  one  breath. 

"Yes,  Richmond  Hill  !  It  was  the  name  of  a 
big  mansion  and  estate  outside  of  the  city,  and 
was  a  very  famous  place  in  its  time." 

"But  how  did  you  know  it  had  anything  to  do 
with  Alison?"  they  demanded  incredulously. 

"Well,  just  about  twenty  things  pointed  to  it 
without  a  doubt.  I  '11  tell  you  all  about  it.  In 
the  first  place,  I  read  that  this  mansion  was  built 
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in   1760  by  the  paymaster-general  of  the   British 
army,  and  his  name  was  —  Abrdluini  Morticr!" 

She  stopped  significantly,  but  no  one  seemed 
to  catch  her  meaning  till  Margaret  suddeidy 
cried : 

"Madame  M. !" 

"Precisely!"    said    Coriinie.      "I    wondered    it' 
you  'd  catch  it.     'Madame  M.'  must  have  been 
Madame  Mortier,  his  wife,  of  course  !" 

"Ijut  Alison  did  n't  say  anything  about 
Abnihum  Mortier,"  objected  Bess. 

"That  's  just  it,— she  did  n't,  be- 
cause Madame  Mortier  was  then  a 
widow.  Her  husband  died  quite 
suddenly,  just  at  the  outbreak  of 
the  war.  So  that  's  accounted  for. 
And  don't  you  remember  that  .Mi- 
son  said  Madame  M.  allowed  the 
steward  to  transact  all  the  busi- 
ness of  the  household?  She  would 
n't  be  doing  that  if  her  husband 
were  alive  !  Well,  except  for  that. 
I  could  n't  find  out  another  thing 
about  the  Mortiers.  History  does 
n't  mention  them  again.  But  it 
tells  a  lot  about  other  things  we  're 
interested  in.  To  begin  with,  after 
the  siege  of  Boston  Washington 
came  to  New  York,  and  was  there 
several  months.  Now  then,  while 
he  was  in  the  city,  he  made  his 
headquarters  at— Richmond  Hill! 
What  does  that  suggest  to  you  ?  " 

-Again  they  all  looked  blank  for  a  moment,  and 
once  more  Margaret  was  first  to  catch  the  idea. 

"I  've  got  it!  Washington  is  the  'he'  that  Ali- 
son says  so  much  about  but  never  names  !" 

"Right  !"  cried  Corinne. 

"How  do  you  know?"  clamored  the  less  astute 
twins. 

"This  way,"  explained  Corinne.  "Everything 
that  Alison  says  about  'him'  tallies  with  the  de- 
scriptions of  Washington  — 'grave,  courteous, 
stately,  kindly,  thoughtful.'  There  is  n't  a 
shadow  of  doubt !  She  speaks  of  his  servants 
and  men  and  guards.  Only  a  commander-in-chief 
would  be  likely  to  have  all  that  retinue." 

.Suddenly  Jess,  who  had  been  deep  in  thought, 
intermixed:  "But,  see  here!  If  it  was  Wash- 
ington, why  did  Madame  M.  act  so  hateful  about 
him?  .\lison  said  if  she  had  n't  been  sick,  she  'd 
have  gladly  slammed  the  door  in  his  face.  I  don't 
understand  it  !" 

"Oh,  that  's  easy!  Madame  Mortier  was,  with- 
o\it  doubt,  a  Tory .'  ^'ou  know,  New  York  was 
full  of  Tories  at  the  time,  and  they  hated  Wash- 
ington and  all  the  rebels  like  — like  jjoison  !" 


"But  J  still  don't  understand,"  insisted  Jess, 
"how,  if  Madame  Mortier  was  a  Tory  and  hated 
Washington  so,  he  should  come  to  be  using  her 
house  for  his  headquarters.  I  don't  wonder  she 
was  furious  !" 

"I  thought  of  that  too,"  said  Corinne,  "and  it 
seemed  strange  to  me ;  but,  from  what  I  've  read, 
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■■  n-  THERE  WA.S  ANY  ONE   THING   THAT  MARGARET  HATED 
MORE    THAN    ANOTHER,  IT    W.\S    BONESET   TE.\." 

1  think  it  was  this  way  :  he  had  to  have  his  head- 
quarters somewhere  while  he  was  in  New  York, 
and  just  at  first  he  had  them  way  down  in  the 
lower  part  of  the  city,  in  the  Kennedy  house. 
But  later  he  wanted  to  get  outside  of  the  city  for 
some  reason ;  perhaps  it  was  on  account  of  one 
of  those  plagues  of  smallpox  or  yellow  fever  that 
were  always  breaking  out  there.  Then,  of  course, 
there  were  so  few  houses  outside  that  he  had  to 
take  anything  he  could  find  that  was  suitable.  So 
he  chose  Richmond  Hill,  and  I.ady  Washington 
followed  him  there  later." 
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"How  do  you  know  ?"  again  demanded  the 
ever-sceptical  listeners. 

"Well,  did  n't  Alison  say.  just  toward  the  last, 
that  'his  lady'  had  come?" 

"True  enough!"  assented  Jess.  "And  that 
makes  me  think  of  something  else.  Was  that 
the  'Lady  Blank'  she  spoke  of  first,  do  vou 
think?" 

"Without  doubt,  for  she  even  says.  'I  do  not 
think  she  remembers  me.'  But  where  or  how  she 
met  her  before,  I  have  n't  had  time  to  work  out. 
Anyhow,  it  explains  why  Madame  Mortier  began 
to  be  suspicious  of  Alison.  Of  course  she  w-ould 
be  if  she  was  such  a  staunch  Tory  and  found 
Alison  talking  to  the  wife  of  her  worst  enemy ! 

"But  here  's  something  very  important,  and 
it  's  the  real  proof  of  the  whole  thing.  The  rest 
was  just  rather  easy  guesswork.  Do  you  know, 
while  Washington  was  at  Richmond  Hill,  that 
summer  of  1776,  the  Tories  in  the  city  got  up  a 
big  plot  to  kill  him,  blow  up  his  fortifications, 
massacre  all  his  soldiers,  and  spoil  everytliing  for 
the  Americans?  Aud — it  very  nearly  was  ac- 
complished, only  some  one  discovered  it  and  gave 
the  whole  thing  away.  That  's  the  plot,  evidently, 
which  was  brewing  when  Alison  felt  that  some- 
thing strange  and  mysterious  was  going  on.  And 
here  's  my  positive  proof :  one  of  the  chief  con- 
spirators in  the  plot  was  a  man  who  kept  a  tavern 
near  the  edge  of  the  woods  close  to  W'ashihgton's 
headquarters,  and  his  name  was — Corbie!" 

"Did  n't  we  say  that  name  would  be  of  great 
help?"  cried  Margaret,  excitedly,  "^^'hy,  all  this 
seems  like  a  fairy  story  coming  true !  Is  there 
anything  else,  Corinne  ?'' 

"Yes,  there  's  one  other  thing.  But  before  I 
tell  you,  I  m  curious  to  know  why  you  have  n't 
asked  one  question." 

"What?"      . 

"Why,  the  e.xact  location  of  Richmond  Hill. 
You  have  n't  exhibited  the  least  curiosity  about 
that !" 

"But  you  said  it  \vas  outside  of  the  city  some- 
where," put  in  Bess,  "and  I  supposed  it  was  up 
around  Fordham  or  West  Farms,  or  even  White 
Plains.     It  must  have  been  pretty  far  out." 

Corinne  laughed.  "Do  you  realize  that  the 
"city"  only  extended  to  about  City  Hall  Park  in 
those  days?  And  all  beyond  that  was  out  in  the 
country !  No,  Richmond  Hill  was  riglit  here  in 
Greenwich  Village!" 

They  all  stared  at  her  in  such  frank  amaze- 
ment that  she  broke  into  a  giggle. 

"Perhaps  you  think  that  's  rather  astonishing, 
but  I  ve  something  to  say  that  's  even  more  so. 
I  told  you  I  'd  give  you  the  surprise  of  your 
lives,  and  here  it  is :  the  exact  spot  where  the 


Richmond    Hili   mansion   stood   was— just   about 
li'/itVi'  this  house  stands  noie.'" 

Chapter  \TII 


If  Corinne  thought  to  create  a  sensation  by  her 
last  disclosure,  she  was  gratified  beyond  her 
wildest  expectations.  It  was  not.  however,  what 
they  all  said  (for  they  were  rendered  literally 
speechless  by  surprise),  but  the  way  they  looked 
that  caused  her  to  go  almost  into  hysterics  of 
laughter.  If  she  had  informed  them  that  there 
was  a  lighted  bomb  about  to  go  off  in  the  cellar, 
they  could  not  have  assumed  more  open-mouthed, 
startled  expressions  ! 

"Oh,  don't  look  so  stunned !"  she  panted,  at 
length,  weak  with  laughter.    "It  won't  hurt  you  !" 

"But  —  b-but — "  stammered  Margaret,  and  at 
last  brought  out  the  eternal  question,  "how— how 
do  you  know'?" 

"The  way  I  know  is  this,  and  in  order  to  ex- 
plain it,  I  might  as  well  tell  you  the  whole  history 
of  the  place.  It  won't  take  long,  and  it  will 
make  you  understand  better.  We  know  how 
Richmond  Hill  began,  so  I  won't  go  over  that. 
After  the  battle  of  Long  Island  and  Washington's 
retreat  from  New  York,  we  don't  hear  a  thing 
about  it  till  the  end  of  the  war.  About  that  time 
it  was  the  headquarters  of  the  British  general, 
.Sir  Guy  Carleton.  After  the  war,  when  Wash- 
ington became  President  and  Xew  York  the  capi- 
tal, Richmond  Hill  was  taken  by  \'ice-President 
John  Adams  as  his  residence  till  the  capital  was 
removed  to  Washington. 

"Then  .A.aron  Burr  took  it,  lived  there  a  num- 
ber of  years,  improved  the  place  a  lot,  and  made 
the  grounds  very  beautiful.  I  must  tell  you  right 
now  that  the  place  really  was  a  hill  at  that  time, 
about  a  hundred  feet  high,  and  had  a  fine  view 
over  the  Hudson.  The  river  was  nearer  too, 
just  a  few  feet  beyond  Greenwich  Street.  That 
hardly  seems  possible,  for  it  's  blocks  farther  oflf 
now.  But  in  later  years  they  filled  it  in  and 
made  a  lot  more  space  to  build  on,  and  that  has 
moved  the  river  banks  farther  away.  Well, 
Burr  lived  here  with  his  wife  and  a  lovely 
little  daughter,  Theodosia.  till  after  he  killed 
Hamilton  in  the  duel.  Then  he  had  to  give  the 
place  up,  and  it  was  sold. 

".After  that,  a  number  of  different  people  lived 
there  till  181 7.  Then  the  city  began  to  reach  up 
this  way,  and  they  decided  to  put  regular  streets 
through  here  and  make  city  blocks.  Of  course 
they  could  n't  leave  a  high  hill  like  that  stand- 
ing, so  they  leveled  it  and  lowered  the  house 
gradually  to  the  street,  and  it  stood  somewhere 
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right  about  here.  I  can't  make  out  the  very  spot, 
for  some  books  say  it  was  on  the  north  side  of 
Charlton  Street,  and  others,  on  the  south  side. 
And  one  even  said  it  faced  on  Varick  Street. 
But  anyway,  right  near  this  spot  it  stood ;  and  as 
no  one  seemed  to  want  such  a  big  place  for  a 


'    'MAD.AME    MORTIF.R    WARMED    ALISON'    THAT    SHE    WAS 
COMMUNICATION    WITH    THE    REBELS.'"       (SEE    iN 

residence  any  more,  it  became  a  sort  of  hotel  or 
tavern. 

"Then,  some  one  else  bought  it  and  turned  it 
into  a  theater,  and  for  several  years  it  was  called 
the  Richmond  Hill  Theater.  But  it  was  n't 
very  successful,  so  after  a  while  it  was  sold 
again,  and  this  time  became  a  menagerie  and 
circus.    Later  it  was  turned  into  a  tavern  again. 


But  at  last,  in  1849,  it  was  so  old  and  rickety  that 
they  tore  it  down  and  put  up  these  nice  little 
houses  over  the  place  where  it  stood.  That  's  all 
there  is  about  it.  Now  are  you  convinced  that  I 
was  n't  crazy?" 

"It  seems  too  wonderful  to  be  true  !"  sighed 
Margaret.  "To  think  we  're 
living  right  on  the  spot  where 
all  these  strange  things  hap- 
pened to  .Alison !  I  can 
scarcely  believe  I  'm  not 
asleep  and  dreaming  all  this. 
But,  oh,  there  are  so  many 
questions  I  want  to  ask  !  For 
instance,  I  can't  yet  under- 
stand how  it  was  that  if 
Madame  Mortier  was  a  Tory, 
Washington  could  have  his 
headquarters  at  her  house. 
Could  n't  she  have  forbidden 
it?" 

"Why,  it  seems  to  be  this 
way,"  answered  Corinne. 
"In  war  time  then,  as  well  as 
now,  the  army  that  was  oc- 
cupying a  city  could  do  about 
as  it  pleased— used  all  the 
houses  and  food  and  so  forth 
that  it  felt  inclined  to, 
whether  the  things  belonged 
to  the  enemy  or  not.  Some- 
times they  would  pay  the 
people  for  them,  and  some- 
times they  did  n't— just  took 
them.  I  suppose  Washing- 
ton had  to  have  headquarters 
out  of  town  for  some  reason, 
and  the  only  available  place 
was  Richmond  Hill.  He  was 
probably  sorry  enough  to 
cause  Madame  Mortier  any 
inconvenience,  and  no  doubt 
he  offered  her  all  reasonable 
compensation.  For  I  read  in 
one  book  that  Washington 
made  it  a  rule  that  this  should 
be  done  whenever  it  was 
necessary  to  use  any  one's 
house  or  goods.  If  she  did 
n't  like  it,  he  could  n't  help  that.  Matters  were- 
too  serious  for  him  to  quibble  about  such  things. 
"That  's  my  only  explanation  of  your  question, 
Margaret.  But  what  puzzles  me  even  more  is 
how  did  Alison  come  to  be  there  at  all?  Who 
was  she?  Why  did  she  leave  Bermuda,  and  what 
did  she  do  before  she  left  it  that  caused  her  to 
be  under  suspicion?" 
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As  no  one  could  throw  any  light  on  these  mys- 
teries, they  all  remained  silent  a  moment.  Sud- 
denly Jess,  who  had  been  turning  the  pages  of 
the  blank-book  in  which  Margaret  had  copied  the 
journal,  broke  out  with  this  demand: 

"What  /  'd  like  to  know  is  the  explanation  of 
this :  'A  strange  thing  happened  last  night.  At 
midnight  I  awoke.  I  heard  confused  sounds  on 
the  road  without  —  carts  creaking  by,  men  shout- 
ing, women  crying,  and  babies  screaming.'  Now 
what  do  you  suppose  it  was  all  about  ?'" 

"I  think  I  can  explain  that,"  answered  Corinne, 
who  seemed  literally  saturated  with  historical  in- 
formation since  her  recent  researches.  "In  Feb- 
ruary of  1776,  while  Washington  was  still  be- 
sieging the  British  at  Boston,  he  sent  General 
Lee  down  to  New  York  to  begin  fortifying  it. 
Eee  and  his  forces  arrived  in  the  city  on  the 
very  day  that  Sir  Henry  Clinton,  the  British  com- 
mander, sailed  into  the  harbor  with  a  fleet  of 
vessels.  Well,  the  city  just  about  went  into  a 
panic,  for  every  one  was  certain  there  would  be 
a  big  l)attle  right  olT !  And  the  histories  say  just 
what  Alison  did — that  they  all  began  to  pack  up 
and  move  out  of  the  way  as  quick  as  they  could, 
and  all  night  the  roads  were  filled  with  carts,  and 
coaches,  and  crying  women  and  children.  Every 
one  was  scared  to  death !  It  proved  to  be  a  false 
alarm,  for  Clinton  sailed  right  off  again,  and  Lee 
only  tended  to  the  business  of  fortifying. 

"But,  you  notice,  Alison  says  that  was  when 
all  the  servants  ran  away  but  two,  and  Madame 
Mortier  got  sick  and  went  to  bed.  She  must 
have  been  sick  a  long  time,  for  Washington  did 
n't  get  there  till  .\pril  or  May,  and  she  was  still 
in  bed  then.  Perhaps  she  was  quite  an  old  lady 
and  had  had  a  severe  shock.  Maybe  she  was 
delicate  anyw-ay.  And  she  evidently  must  have 
heard  that  her  house  was  to  be  made  use  of, 
because  she  sent  for  .'\lison  and  warned  her 
about  it,  and  that  she  was  n't  to  have  any  com- 
munication with  the  rebels.  Madame  Mortier 
must  have  been  a  Tartar!" 

"But  tell  us  more  about  the  plot !"  cried  Mar- 
garet. "That  's  the  main  thing,  after  all.  How 
did  they  intend  to  kill  Washington?" 

"Why,  I  read  in  one  book  that  some  one  was 
to  put  poi.son  in  a  dish  of  peas,  but  somehow 
Washington  was  warned  about  it  ahead  of  time 
and  did  n't  eat  them,  of  course.  But  he  learned 
all  about  the  plot,  and  he  had  a  lot  of  the  con- 
spirators arrested.  One  of  them  was  court- 
martialed  and  hung,  as  a  proof  that  such  per- 
formances did  n't  pay  !  T  'm  glad  somebody  was 
]junished    for   trying   to   do   such    an   abominable 
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"Well,  one  thing  I  "m  convinced  of  !"  dcclareil 


Bess.  "That  wicked  old  steward  had  a  lot  to  do 
with  the  scheme.    Don't  you  think  so?" 

"He  certainly  must  have,"  agreed  Corinne. 
"But  what  do  you  suppose  he  was  doing  down 
there  in  the  cellar  when  .\lison  saw  him  that 
night,  and  why  did  he  hide  things  in  that  place 
in  the  beam  ?  And  what  part  did  Alison  take  in 
the  plot,  anyway?  Is  n't  it  simply  distracting 
that  her  journal  is  torn  off  right  there !  And 
where  can  the  rest  of  it  be.  and  why  was  it  torn 
at  all  ?  .\n(l  why  was  this  part  saved  so  care- 
fully? And  what  became  of  the  sapphire  signet? 
Seems  to  me  as  though  I  'd  go  crazy  with  all 
these  unanswered  questions  pounding  away  in 
my  brain  !" 

Nobody  having  any  solutions  to  offer,  again 
they  all  sat  quietly  for  a  while,  till  Margaret's 
eye  happened  to  light  on  the  pile  of  books  that 
Corinne  had  laid  on  the  floor. 

"What  are  those,   Corinne?" 

"Oh.  they  are  some  books  on  New  York  City 
history  that  I  got  out  of  the  library  to  read  up. 
Each  one  has  something  about  Richmond  Hill 
in  it.  .And  this  one  even  has  a  picture  of  the 
house.     See  !  here  it  is." 

They  all  crowded  around  her  to  look.  "\\'hat 
a  fine-looking  place  !"  was  the  general  comment. 
And  Bess  added : 

"Does  it  seem  possible  that  this  shabby  old 
neighborhood  ever  looked  like  that  deli,ghtful 
country-place  !" 

"It  was  the  most  beautiful  residence  anyw-here 
around  New  York  for  a  long  while,''  said  Co- 
rinne. "The  grounds  were  fine  too,  and  the  big 
gateway  to  the  estate  was  right  where  the  corner 
of  Spring  and  Macdougal  streets  is  now.  I 
thought  you  might  like  to  read  these  books,  Mar- 
garet, so  I  brought  them  for  you.  But  oh.  girls !" 
she  ended;  "right  here  and  now  I  take  the  solemn 
determination  that  I  will  clear  up  this  mystery 
if  it  takes  me  the  rest  of  my  life!  I  '11  never  be 
content  till  I  know  the  explanation  of  it  all.  .And, 
Margaret,  I  want  you,  if  you  will,  to  make  a 
copy  of  the  journal  for  me— not  the  cipher,  but 
the  plain  English— so  that  I  can  refer  to  it  when- 
ever I  want.     Will  you  ?" 

"Indeed  I  will !''  agreed  Margaret.  "We  '11  all 
help  you  in  every  way  we  can.  .And  here  's 
something  else  I  've  decided  on.  I  'ni  going  to 
change  your  office  in  this  .\ntiquarian  Club,  Co- 
rinne. from  just  plain  secretary  to  Chief  Inves- 
tigator !" 

ClI.M'TKR     IX 
INTRODUCINT.  .\I.EX.\XDF.R 

The  .\ntiquarian  Club  continued  to  meet  two 
or  three  times  a  week,  but   for  some  time  the 
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meetings  were  not  enlivened  with  any  further 
discoveries.  Corinne  grew  quieter  and  more  un- 
communicative, Margaret  restless  and  discon- 
tented. And  as  for  the  twins,  now  that  the 
excitement  had  subsided  and  nothing  further  on 
that  order  appeared  to  be  forthcoming,  they  be- 
came frankly  bored  with  the  proceedings  of  their 
society  and  were  claimed  once  more  by  their 
basket-ball  and  tennis-playing  companions. 

Several  afternoons  Corinne  went  alone  to  the 
Charlton  Street  house  and  sat  long  with  Mar- 
garet, going  over  and  over  the  old  account-book 
story.  For  neither  of  them  did  interest  in  the 
matter  ever  wane.  And  even  though  they  ap- 
peared to  have  reached  an  insurmountable  bar- 
rier, it  did  not  utterly  discourage  them.  The 
mystery  was  always  there,  and  the  unsolved  rid- 
dle proved  a  constant  lure. 

Then  one  day  Corinne  came  in,  accompanied 
by  the  twins,  and  all  seemed  in  rather  high  spir- 
its. 

"What  's  the  news  ?"  demanded  Margaret  at 
once.  "Have  you  discovered  something.  Co- 
rinne?" 

"Yes,  I  have.  And  while  it  may  not  be  of  any 
great  help,  at  least  it  's  another  link  in  the 
chain." 

The  twins,  once  more  condescending  to  inter- 
est themselves  in  the  affair,  exclaimed:  "Do  tell 
us  all  about  it !  We  cut  a  basket-ball  match  to 
come  home  this  afternoon  !" 

"Well,  as  I  said,  it  is  n't  much,  but  it  's  some- 
thing. Yesterday  I  was  up  at  the  Forty-second 
Street  Library,  browsing  around  among  the  old 
reference-books  on  New  York  City  history,  when 
I  suddenly  came  across  this.  You  remember,  sev- 
eral times  Alison  spoke  about  the  housekeeper. 
"Mistress  Phoebe'?  Well,  I  've  found  out  who 
she  is  !" 

"You  have  !"  they  chorused. 

"Yes,  and  I  guess  it  's  positive,  for  two  books 
mention  it.  She  was  Phcebe  Fraunces,  the  daugh- 
ter of  Sam  Fraunces  who  kept  the  famous 
'Fraunces'  Tavern.'  The  building,  by  the  way, 
is  still  in  existence  down  on  Pearl  and  Broad 
Streets.  It  has  been  restored  to  look  just  the 
way  it  used  to,  and  is  the  headquarters  of  the 
Sons  of  the  Revolution.  Sam  Fraunces  was  a 
fine  man  and  a  great  admirer  of  Washington—" 

"Yes,  Alison  said  so !"  interposed  Margaret, 
half  under  her  breath. 

" — and  he  was  afterward  the  household  stew- 
ard for  Washington  when  he  lived  in  New  York 
as  President.  One  book  says  Phcebe  played  quite 
a  part  in  the  plot  — preventing  it,  that  is  !  That  's 
all  I  found  out,  but  it  's  interesting." 

"It  certainly  is!"  assented   Bess,  after  a  mo- 


ment's thought,  "and  it  's  just  one  more  proof 
that  we  're  on  the  right  track.  But  still  I  don't 
see  that  it  helps  very  much  in  finding  out  what 
became  of  Alison,  or  anything  about  her !'' 

"No,    it    does    n't !" 
agreed     Corinne     rue- 
fully. "And  that 's  just 
'  where    it    's    so    disap- 

pointing.    But  there  's 


"BESSDIVCD  BEHIND    IHK  iLklAINS.        (SEE  NE.XT  P.\GE.) 

this  about  it.  In  a  puzzle  like  this,  every  little 
bit  helps  along.  Sometimes,  what  really  does  n't 
seem  to  amount  to  anything  at  all,  leads  at  last 
to  the  most  important  discovery.  For  instance, 
that  song— 'The  Lass  of  Richmond  Hill.'  That 
did  n't  impress  us  so  much  when  we  came  across 
it,  yet  it  really  led  to  all  the  discoveries  we  've 
made.  I  propose  that  this  afternoon  we  go  over 
the  whole  thing  again,  just  as  carefully  as  we 
can,  and  see  if  there  is  n't  some  little  clue  that 
we  may  have  constantly  overlooked.  Of  course, 
I  've  done  that  by  myself  dozens  of  times,  and  so 
has  Margaret.  But  four  heads  are  better  than 
one!  Who  knows  but  tliis  time  we  may  light  on 
the  very  thing?" 
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She  was  so  hopeful  and  enthusiastic  about  it 
that  they  all  settled  down  to  the  work,  reading 
over  the  old  diary  very  slowly  and  discussing 
every  point  that  seemed  to  offer  the  least  sugges- 
tion of  a  clue.  They  had  reached  the  entry  which 
announced  Washington's  arrival,  and  were  hotly 
debating  the  question  whether  or  not  Madame 
Mortier  could  be  concerned  in  the  plot  against 
him,  when  suddenly  they  were  electrified  by 
hearing  the  loud  crow  of  a  rooster,  coming  ap- 
parently from  the  darkness  at  the  far  end  of  the 
room.  (  They  had  been  talking  and  reading  by 
the  light  of  the  open  fire  only.)  Every  one 
jumped,  and  Margaret  caught  her  hand  to  her 
heart.  But  Bess  instantly  recovered  herself, 
darted  across  the  room,  dived  behind  the  cur- 
tains, and  returned  dragging  into  the  circle  a 
grinning,  giggling  small  boy. 

"It  "s  Alexander,  of  course !"  was  her  brief 
remark.  Her  captive  was  certainly  an  extraor- 
dinary-looking youngster !  Wiry,  and  under- 
sized for  his  age  (he  was  thirteen),  he  possessed 
a  snub-nose,  a  shock  of  brilliant  red  hair,  and  a 
quantity  of  freckles  that  literally  "snowed  un- 
der" his  grinning  countenance.  His  appearance 
was  rendered  all  the  more  remarkable  by  the 
fact  that  he  had  cut  a  series  of  holes  in  an  old, 
round,  soft  hat.  and  his  brilliant  hair  stuck 
straight  up  through  these  in  astonishing  red 
bunches.  Not  one  whit  did  he  seem  to  resent  the 
publicity  into  which  his  recent  exploit  had 
brought  him  !  Rather  did  he  appear  to  glory  in 
the  situation. 

".A.re  n't  you  ashamed  to  be  eavesdropping  be- 
hind the  curtains  ?"  demanded  Bess,  shaking  him 
by  his  collar,  of  which  she  still  retained  her  hold. 

Ale.xander  straightened  himself  and  made  this 
cryptic  reply : 

"I  don't  get  yer  !  But  if  yer  mean  piking  off 
this  chinning  contest,  —  no,  I  ain't  I  " 

At  the  foregoing  remarkable  explosion  of 
slang.  Corinne  suddenly  went  oft'  into  a  peal  of 
laughter. 

'"Oh,  Alexander,  you  "re  rich  .'"  she  exclaimed. 
"I  'm  glad  to  make  your  acquaintance.  Teach 
me  some  of  that,  will  you!" 

The  boy  turned  to  her  with  an  appreciative  and 
understanding  twinkle  in  his  eye:  "Sure  thing! 
I  '11  put  j'ou  wise,  any  old  time!" 

But  Jess  suddenly  broke  into  this  exchange  of 
amenities.  "Do  you  girls  realize  what  has  hap- 
pened ?  .Alexander  Corwin  has  been  listening  to 
all  the  proceedings  of  our  secret  society,  and 
now  he  knows  just  as  nuich  as  we  do  !  Oh.  I 
could  scalf)  you  !"  she  ended,  making  a  sudden 
dart  at  her  cousin,  who,  though  still  in  the  grasp 
of  Bess,  ducked  and  evaded  her.     There  had  been 


unceasing  warfare  between  Alexander  and  the 
twins  ever  since  he  came  to  reside  with  them. 
He  teased  them  unmercifully,  and  they  sought 
frantically,  and  always  in  vain,  to  retaliate. 
There  seemed  nothing  they  could  devise  that  af- 
fected him  in  the  slightest.  This,  the  most  recent 
outrage,  constituted  to  them,  therefore,  the  last 
straw  !     Suddenly  Margaret  intervened  : 

"Wait  a  minute  !  Maybe  Alec  was  n't  really 
trying  to  overhear  what  we  said.  Perhaps  he 
only  meant  to  give  us  a  scare.  How  about  it. 
Alec  ?" 

"You  got  the  right  dope  !"  affirmed  the  young 
rascal.  "D"  ye  think  I  'd  waste  my  valuable  time 
listening  to  the  chatter  of  a  lot  of  Sadies?  Ni.x 
on  that  !  I  just  crept  in  there  to  give  the  glad 
whoop  and  raise  you  out  of  your  chairs  !" 

Alexander  never  teased  Margaret.  Her  pa- 
thetic confinement  to  her  invalid-chair  appealed 
to  his  rowdy  little  soul,  and  between  them  there 
had  always  been  an  unspoken  compact  of  peace. 

"But  how  much  did  you  hear?"  reiterated  Jess. 

"Well,  I  could  n't  help  getting  wise  to  some!" 
admitted  Ale.xander  wickedly,  conscious  that  this 
same  admission  was  gall  and  wormwood  to  the 
souls  of  the  twins.  "Heard  a  lot  of  stuff"  about 
finding  a  book  in  our  attic,  and  George  Washing- 
ton, and  a  swell  guy  called  Madame  something- 
or-other  and  some  kind  of  a  dinky  sapphire  thing, 
and  a  kid  called  .Alison.  Say  !  she  must  have  been 
some  girl!  But,  gosh!— you  need  n't  think  I 
wanted  to  hear  it !  I  was  only  waiting  for  the 
chance  to  give  you  the  merry  ha-ha  !  " 

Dismay  fell  once  more  on  the  circle.  Bess  had 
now  released  him,  and  he  stood  upright,  jammed 
his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  grinned  on  them 
with  a  curious  mixture  of  triumph,  defiance,  and 
pure  impishness.  It  was  Corinne  who  became 
suddenly  inspired  with  a  brilliant  idea. 

"Look  here,  girls  !  I  vote  that  we  make  Alex- 
ander a  member  of  the  club  !     What  do  you  say?" 

"Gee  !  I  don't  zvant  to  be !"  exclaimed  the  boy 
in  a  panic,  making  a  sudden  dive  to  escape. 

"Oh,  yes  you  would,  if  you  knew  all  about  it! 
Would  n"t  he.  Margaret?  It  's  just  the  kind  of 
thing  a  boy  would  go  crazy  about.  There  "s  so 
much  adventure  in  it !" 

At  the  word  "adventure."  .Alexander  pricked 
up  his  ears. 

"\\'hat  "s  a  lot  of  girls  got  to  do  with  adven- 
tures?" he  inquired  sceptically. 

"Just  wait  till  you  hear !"  declared  Corinne. 
and   Margaret  seconded  her  with : 

"Oh  yes,  .Alec,  you  "11  just  go  wild  over  this ! 
.And  it  ought  to  have  a  boy  in  it.  too  !  Ought  n't 
it.  girls?'"  Rut  the  twins  remained  obdurate.  To 
allow  their  declared  enemv  to  share  their  most 
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cherished  secret  seemed  to  them  the  height  of 
madness.  But  while  JMargaret  was  reasoning  with 
Alexander,  Corinne  whispered  to  them : 

"You  'd  better  do  it,  I  tell  you  !  He  knows  too 
much  already,  and  you  don't  know  but  what  he 
might  give  the  whole  thing  away  to  Sarah  some- 
time !"  And  this  final  argument  brought  them 
speedily  round  to  her  point  of  view. 

"All  right !"  they  agreed.  "Alexander,  you  can 
become  a  member  of  our  secret  society  if  you 
want  to,  and  Corinne  will  tell  you  all  about  it." 

And  Alexander,  his  curiosity  now  thoroughly 
aroused,  offered  no  further  objection  to  the  honor 
thus  thrust  upon  him. 

Corinne  undertook  to  explain  the  whole  matter 
to  him,  showed  him  their  discovery,  explained 
how  they  had  deciphered  the  code,  and  then  pro- 
ceeded to  read  him  the  translation.  His  pat, 
slangy  comments  on  it  often  moved  her  to  laugh- 
ter, and  when  it  came  to  the  mention  of  the  song, 
he  immediately  wanted  to  hear  it,  for — it  was 
Alexander's  chief  merit— he  loved  music  with  the 
appreciation  of  a  born  musician.  It  happened 
that  among  the  books  Corinne  had  brought  Mar- 
garet was  the  collection  of  old  songs,  containing 
the  one  in  question.  She  hunted  this  up  now, 
and,  going  to  the  piano,  played  it  over  for  him, 
while  he  stood  at  her  side  whistling  the  air. 

"Say,  I  like  that !"  he  commented  when  she  had 
finished.  "That  's  a  great  old  tune  !  The  words 
are  a  back-number,  of  course,  but  they  go  with 
it  fine  !''     He  hummed  it  over  again. 

"Is  n't  it  queer!"  exclaimed  Corinne.  "Alex- 
ander is  the  only  one  who  has  exhibited  the  least 
interest  in  learning  or  even  hearing  that  song !" 


After  this  intermission,  the  story  proceeded, 
the  boy  growing  more  and  more  absorbed  with 
every  word.  But  when  it  came  to  the  disclosure 
that  Richmond  Hill  had  stood  just  about  where 
they  were  now  sitting,  he  leaped  to  his  feet  with 
a  whoop. 

"Say  !  Would  n't  that  jolt  you  !  Gee  !  I  did  n't 
have  any  hunch  that  you  girls  had  a  thing  like 
tliis  up  your  sleeve  !"  Then,  with  snapping  eyes, 
he  settled  down  to  hear  the  remainder  of  the 
tale.  When  Corinne  had  finished,  he  sat  cross- 
legged  before  the  fire  for  several  minutes,  chew- 
ing meditatively  the  cap  he  had  riddled  with  air- 
holes. 

So  long  was  he  silent,  that  Margaret  exclaimed, 
finally :  "Well  ?''  Then  he  got  up,  stretched  his 
legs,  and  casually  inquired :  "When  you  going  to 
have  the  next  meeting  of  this  joint  ?'' 

"The  day  after  to-morrow,"  answered  Mar- 
garet, who  was  disappointed  that  after  all  he  did 
not  seem  to  have  any  interested  comments  to 
make.     "Why?" 

"Because,"  he  answered  in  his  remarkable  jar- 
gon of  slang,  "you  can  ring  me  in  on  the  fest, 
and— I  may  have  a  new  piece  of  dope!" 

When  the  meaning  of  this  remark  had  dawned 
on  them,  they  all  demanded  eagerly:  "What? 
What?    Can't  you  tell  us.  Alec?" 

"Nothing  doing— till  the  day  after  to-morrow  !" 
he  called  back  as  he  made  a  hastv  exit  down  the 
hall. 

.\nd  after  his  departure  they  all  agreed  that 
they  had  possibly  done  a  rather  good  day's  work 
in  admitting  the  rowdy  Alexander  to  the  .Anti- 
quarian Club ! 


( To  be  continued. ) 


A  TRUE  VALENTINE 

BY  CHARLES  IRVIN  JUNKIN 


He  came  on  good  Saint  Valentine's, 

A  gift  I  counted  royal, 
And  worthy  of  the  gentle  saint, 

]\Iy  \'alentine  — and  loyal  ! 

I  found  in  him  a  love  and  life 
Old-fashioned  and  romantic : 

A  keenness  for  the  better  things. 
That  drove  him  almost  frantic; 

Humility  and  diffidence. 
And  faithfulness  amazing. 


Vet  coupled  with  a  sense  of  right 
That  set  his  eyes  a-blazing ; 

A  something  in  his  honest  eyes 
That  made  me  think  of  Heaven; 

A  love  forgiving  seven  times, 
.\nd  seventy  times  the  seven  ! 

And  so  he  loved,  and  loves  me  still, 

My  \''alentine,  my  hero  ; 
And  never  man  outmeasured  him. 

My  rare  old  collie,  Nero. 


MURILLO  AND  THE  USURER  OF  SEXTLLE 

BY  ZENOBIA  AYMAR  CAMPRUBI 


Onck  upon  a  time,  when  Murillo  the  painter  was 
young,  he  was  walking  home  through  the  streets 
of  Seville  — walking  with  the  nonchalant  debonair 
gait  of  all  Andalusian  youths.  Presently  he 
turned  a  corner,  and  the  expression  on  his  face 
changed,  first  to  one  of  surprise  and  then  to  one 
of  keen  interest  bordering  on  anxiety.  Far  down 
the  street  to  the  right  Murillo  had  seen  a  large 
crowd  of  people  assembled  before  an  open  door- 
way. Well  he  knew  that  doorway,  for  every  day, 
as  he  wandered  down  the  street  on  his  way  to 
his  poor  lodgings,  he  loitered  by  that  particular 
gate  to  catch  a  few  faint  breaths  of  perfume 
wafted  from  the  garden  within.  Rather  than  a 
garden,  it  was  a  quaint,  pillared  Sevillan  court 
with  rose-vines  clinging  to  its  graceful  white  col- 
umns ;  they  reached  the  second  story  and  covered 
the  balustrade  with  rose-heavy  festoons.  There 
were  boxes  full  of  geraniums  and  carnations  on 
the  tessellated  floor,  and  in  the  central  fountain 
the  water  gushed  out  with  a  spiral  motion  and 
fell  splashing  on  the  lilies  in  the  basin  below. 

Now  the  charm  of  the  enchanted  garden  had 
been  broken,  and  the  very  rabble  of  the  streets 
had  invaded  the  house.  Murillo  reached  the 
grilled  portal  and  pushed  his  way  through  the 
gaping  crowd.  In  the  court  was  the  same  rab- 
ble, filling  it  to  overflowing.  The  painter  jostled 
a  man  angrily  because  he  saw  the  fellow  snap  a 
red  carnation  from  its  tender  stem. 

Murillo  followed  the  crowd  across  the  court 
and  found  himself  in  a  dimly  lighted  room.  There 
were  many  people  there,  and  at  first  he  was  be- 
wildered by  the  confusion  and  gloom,  but  all  too 
soon  his  eyes  grew  used  to  the  darkness  and  his 
ears  to  the  din.  A  man,  standing  on  a  rough 
wooden  bench,  was  auctioning  off  the  household 
goods.  A  weary-looking  woman  sat  in  a  corner, 
covering  her  face  with  a  somber  widows-veil. 
Foremost  among  the  bidders  stood  a  short  man 
with  a  pointed  beard  and  a  hooked  nose,  who  was 
known  throughout  all  Seville  as  "the  usurer." 
He  had  accumulated  a  great  fortune  by  grinding 
money  out  of  the  poor  and  by  taking  advantage 
of  the  unfortunate.  Now,  as  he  stood  disdain- 
fully among  the  people,  it  was  evident  that  they 
both  hated  and  feared  him.  The  best  pieces  on 
sale  had  already  fallen  to  his  lot  at  very  low 
prices,  because,  whenever  he  bid,  the  auctioneer's 
hammer  fell  immediately.  Such  was  his  wealth 
that  no  one  ventured  to  bid  against  him. 

As   Murillo  entered  the  room  unobserved,  the 


auctioneer  held  up  a  painting  representing  the 
Nativity.  "Two  reales."  the  usurer  nnittered 
with  a  scornful  look.  The  hammer  was  just  be- 
ginning its  swift  descent  when  the  hand  that 
moved  it  remained  motionless  in  the  air.  A  young 
man  in  a  sweeping  Spanish  cloak  and  a  large,  soft 
cluimbcrgo  (or  round,  uncocked  hat)  tilted  non- 
chalantly backward  had  stepped  into  the  si)ace 
beside  Don  Judas,  the  usurer,  and  raised  the  bid. 

A  murmur  of  surprise  ran  through  the  crowd, 
followed  by  a  gasp  of  admiration,  for  the  people 
had  recognized  the  penniless  painter  Murillo. 
Don  Judas  gave  his  rival  an  exterminating  look 
of  disdain  to  which  the  artist  replied  with  a  half- 
humorous,  half-enigmatic  smile.  The  bids  went 
up  and  up,  first  into  the  hundreds,  then  into  the 
thousands.  It  must  be  that  Murillo  had  recog- 
nized an  art  treasure  in  the  dingy  canvas,  and 
that  one  of  his  rich  patrons  was  buying  it  for  him. 
Never  in  the  history  of  Seville  had  the  price  of 
a  painting  reached  so  fabulous  a  sum.  .At  last,  as 
the  final  bid  of  the  usurer  reached  the  limit  of 
the  incredible,  Murillo  threw  up  his  hands  with  a 
gesture  of  despair,  and,  jamming  his  hat  down 
over  his  eyes,  stalked  out  of  the  room. 

The  emotional  Sevillan  people  watched  the  de- 
parture of  their  defeated  idol  with  tears  of  sym- 
pathy in  their  eyes.  To  think  that  money  should 
give  a  miserable  old  usurer  a  painting  he  could 
not  appreciate,  and  take  it  from  Murillo.  who 
would  have  staked  his  very  life  for  it  !  It  was 
too  much  ! 

Outside,  Murillo  was  hurrying  home  to  his 
cheap  lodgings.  His  eyes  were  full  of  tears  also, 
but  they  were  of  a  different  kind.  "Well,  he 
never  will  know  the  difference."  the  painter 
chuckled.  "I  could  hardly  have  allowed  that  poor 
woman  to  be  turned  out  on  the  street  with  the 
pittance  the  sale  was  bringing  her.  But  where 
should  /  have  been  if  the  old  scoundrel  had 
stopped  bidding  first  !" 

In  the  pillared  Sevillan  court  rose-vines  still 
cling  to  the  graceful  white  columns,  the  balus- 
trade is  still  covered  with  rose-heavy  festoons, 
new  boxes  full  of  carnations  and  geraniums  stand 
on  the  tessellated  floor,  and  in  the  central  foun- 
tain the  water  gushes  out  with  a  spiral  motion 
and  falls  splashing  on  the  floating  lilies  in  the 
basin  below.  Just  such  a  setting  of  flowers  as  the 
dreamer  might  see  surrounding  a  beautiful  Ma- 
donna of  Murillo's. 
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■THE   BIDS  WENT  UP  AND   UP,   FIRST  INTO  THE  HLNUKEDS, 
THEN  INTO  THE  THOUSANDS." 


"'HE    WAS    MUCH    GIVEN    TO    SPIXMNG    VAIiNS. 
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BY  ALBERT  BIGELOW  PAINE 

Author  of  "  Mark  Twain,  a  Biography,"  etc. 


Chapter  XIII 


LEARNING    THE    RIVER 


In  that  early  day,  to  be  a  pilot  was  to  be  "greater 
than  a  king."  The  Mississippi  River  pilot  was 
a  law  unto  himself— there  was  none  above  him. 
His  direction  of  the  boat  was  absolute;  he  could 
start  or  lay  up  when  he  chose :  he  could  pass  a 
landing  regardless  of  business  there,  consulting 
nobody,  not  even  the  captain :  he  could  take  the 
boat  into  what  seemed  certain  destruction,  if  he 
had  that  mind,  and  the  captain  was  obliged  to 
stand  by,  helpless  and  silent,  for  the  law  was 
with  the  pilot  in  everything. 

Furthermore,  the  pilot  was  a  gentleman.  His 
work  was  clean  and  physically  light.  It  ended 
the  instant  the  boat  was  tied  to  the  landing,  and 
did  not  begin  again  until  it  was  ready  to  back  into 
the  stream.  Also,  for  those  days  his  salary  was 
princely— the  vice-president  of  the  United  States 
did  not  receive  more.  As  for  prestige,  the  Mis- 
sissippi pilot,  perched  high  in  his  glass  enclosure, 
fashionably  dressed,  and  commanding  all  below 
him,  was  the  most  conspicuous  and  showy,  the 
most  observed  and  envied  creature  in  the  world. 
No  wonder  Sam  Clemens,  with  his  love  of  the 
river  and  his  boyish  fondness  for  honors,  should 
aspire  to  that  stately  rank.  Even  at  twenty-one 
he  was  still  just  a  boy,— as  indeed  he  was  till  his 
death,  — and  we  may  imagine  how  elated  he  was, 


starting  up  the  great  river  as  a  real  apprentice 
pilot  who  in  a  year  or  two  would  stand  at  the 
wheel,  as  his  chief  was  now  standing,  a  monarch 
with  a  splendid  income  and  all  the  great  river 
packed  away  in  his  head. 

In  that  last  item  lay  the  trouble.  In  the  Mis- 
sissippi book  he  tells  of  it  in  a  way  that  no  one 
may  hope  to  equal,  and  if  the  details  are  not  e.x- 
act.  the  truth  is  there  — at  least  in  substance. 

l"or  a  distance  above  New  Orleans  Mr.  Bixliy 
had  volunteered  information  about  the  river, 
naming  the  points  and  crossings,  in  what  seemed 
a  casual  way,  all  through  his  watch  of  four 
hours.  Their  next  watch  began  in  the  middle  of 
the  night,  and  Mark  Twain  tells  how  surprised 
and  disgusted  he  was  to  learn  that  pilots  must  get 
up  in  the  night  to  run  their  boats,  and  his  amaze- 
ment to  find  Mr.  Bixby  plunging  into  the  black- 
ness ahead  as  if  it  had  been  daylight.  Possibly 
this  is  fiction;  but  hardly  the  following: 

Prosontly  he  turned  to  me  and  said  : 

"What  's  the  name  of  the  first  point  above  New  Or- 
leans?" 

I  was  gratified  to  be  able  to  answer  promptly,  and  T 
did.     I  said  I  did  n't  know. 

"Don't  hno'tf'" 

Ilis  manner  jolted  me.  I  was  down  at  the  foot  again, 
in  a  nionu-nt.  Rut  I  had  to  s.'iy  just  wli:it  !  had  said 
before. 

"Well,  you  're  a  smart  one!"  said  Mr.  Kixby. 
"What  's  the  name  of  the  ne.rl  point  ?" 

Once  more  I  did  n't  know. 
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"Well,  this  beats  anything!  Tell  me  the  name  of  any 
point  or  place  I  told  you."' 

I  studied  awhile  and  decided  that  I  could  n't. 

"Look  here  !  What  do  you  start  from,  above  Twelve- 
Mile  Point,  to  cross  over?" 

"I — I — don't  know." 

"  'You — you  don't  know,"  "  mimicking:  my  drawling 
manner  of  speech.     "What  do  you  know?" 

"I — I — nothing,  for  certain." 

Bixby  was  a  small  nervous  man,  hot  and  quick- 
firing.  He  went  off  now,  and  said  a  number  of 
severe  things.    Then: 

"Look  here,  what  do  you  suppose  I  told  >'ou  the 
names  of  those  points  for?" 

I  tremblingly  considered  a  moment — then  the  devil 
of  temptation  provoked  me  to  say  : 

"Well — to — to — be — entertaining,   I   thought." 

This  was  a  red  flag  to  the  bull.  He  raged  and 
stormed.  .  .  .  Presently  he  said  to  me  in  the  gentlest 
way : 

"My  boy.  you  must  get  a  little  memorandum-book, 
and  every  time  I  tell  you  a  thing,  put  it  down  right 
away.  There  's  only  one  way  to  be  a  pilot,  and  that  is 
to  get  this  entire  river  by  heart.  You  have  to  know  it 
just  like  A  B  C." 

The  little  memorandum-book  which  Sam  Clem- 
ens bought,  probably  at  the  ne.xt  daylight  landing, 
still  exists— the  same  that  he  says  "fairly  bristled 
with  the  naines  of  towns,  points,  bars,  islands, 
bends,  reaches,  etc."  ;  but  it  made  his  heart  ache 
to  think  he  had  only  half  the  river  set  down,  for, 
as  the  watches  were  four  hours  off  and  four 
hours  on.  there  were  the  long  gaps  where  he  had 
slept. 

It  is  not  easy  to  make  out  the  penciled  notes 
to-day.  The  small  neat  writing  is  faded,  and 
many  of  them  are  in  an  abbreviation  made  only 
for  himself.  It  is  hard  even  to  find  these  exam- 
ples to  quote: 

Meriweather's  Bend 

l^i  less  3  1 — run  shape  of  upper  bar  and  go  into  the 
low  place  in  willows  about  200  (ft)  lower  down  than 
last  year. 

Outside  of  Montezuma. 

6  or  8  feet  more  water.  Shape  bar  till  high  timber  on 
towhead  gets  nearly  even  with  low  willows.  Then  hold 
a  little  open  on  right  of  low  willows — run  'em  close  if 
you  want  to.  but  come  out  200  yards  when  you  get 
nearly  to  head  of  towhead. 

A  little  pencil  sketch  goes  with  this  entry,  so 
perhaps  it  was  an  important  one. 

The  average  mind  would  not  hold  a  single  one 
of  these  notes  ten  seconds,  yet  by  the  time  he 
reached  St.  Louis,  he  had  set  down  pages  that 
to-day  make  one's  head  weary  even  to  contem- 
plate, .^nd  those  long  four-hour  gaps  where  he 
had  been  asleep — they  are  still  there;  and  now. 
after  nearly  sixty  years  the  old  heartache  is  still 

1  Depth  of  water.     One-quarter  less  than  three  fathoms. 


in  them.  He  must  have  bought  a  new  book  for 
the  next  trip  and  laid  this  one  away. 

To  the  new  "cub"  it  seemed  a  long  way  to  St. 
Louis  that  first  trip,  but  in  the  end  it  was  rather 
grand  to  come  steaming  up  to  the  big  busy  city 
with  its  thronging  waterfront  flanked  with  a 
solid  mile  of  steamboats,  and  to  nose  one's  way 
to  a  place  in  that  stately  line. 

At  St.  Louis,  Sam  borrowed  from  his  brother- 
in-law  the  one  hundred  dollars  he  had  agreed  to 
pay,  and  so  closed  his  contract  with  Bixby.  A 
few  days  later  his  chief  was  engaged  to  go  on  a 
very  grand  boat  indeed  — a  "sumptuous  temple" 
he  tells  us.  all  brass  and  inlay,  with  a  pilot-house 
so  far  above  the  water  that  he  seemed  perched  on 
a  mountain.  This  part  of  learning  the  river  was 
worth  while :  and  when  he  found  that  the  regi- 
ment of  natty  servants  respectfully  ''sir'd"  him, 
his  happiness  was  complete. 

But  he  was  in  the  depths  again  presently,  for 
when  they  started  down  the  river  and  he  began 
to  take  account  of  his  knowledge,  he  found  that 
he  had  none.  Everything  had  changed  — that  is, 
he  was  seeing  it  all  from  the  other  direction. 
What  w  ith  the  four-hour  gaps  and  this  transfor- 
mation, he  was  lost  completely. 

How  could  the  easy-going,  dreamy,  unpractical 
man  whom  the  world  knew  as  Mark  Twain  ever 
have  persisted  against  discouragement  like  that 
to  acquire  the  vast,  the  aljsolutely  limitless  store 
of  information  necessary  to  Mississippi  piloting? 
The  answer  is  that  he  loved  the  river,  the  pic- 
turesqueness  and  poetry  of  a  steamboat,  the  ease 
and  glory  of  a  pilot's  life;  and  then,  in  spite  of 
his  own  later  claims  to  the  contrary,  .Samuel 
Clemens,  boy  and  man,  in  the  work  suited  to  his 
tastes  and  gifts  was  the  most  industrious  of  per- 
sons. Work  of  the  other  sort  he  avoided,  over- 
looked, refused  to  recognize,  but  never  any  labor 
for  which  he  was  qualified  by  his  talents  or  train- 
ing. Piloting  suited  him  exactly,  and  he  proved 
an  apt  pupil.  Horace  Bixby  said  to  the  writer 
of  this  memoir: 

"Sam  was  always  good-natured,  and  he  had  a 
natural  taste  for  the  river.  He  had  a  fine  mem- 
ory and  never  forgot  what  I  told  him." 

"^'et  there  must  have  been  hard  places  all  along, 
for  to  learn  every  crook  and  turn  and  stump  and 
snag  and  bluff  and  bar  and  sounding  of  that 
twelve  hundred  miles  of  mighty,  shifting  water 
was  a  gigantic  task.  Mark  Twain  tells  us  how, 
when  he  was  getting  along  pretty  well,  his  chief 
one  day  turned  on  him  suddenly  with  this  "set- 
tler": 

"What  is  the  shape  of  Walnut  Bend?" 

lie   might   as  well   have   asked    nie   my  grandmother's 
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opinion  of  protoplasm.  I  replied  respectfully  and  said 
I  did  n't  know  it  had  any  particular  shape.  My  gun- 
powdery  chief  went  off  with  a  bang,  of  course,  and  then 
went  on  loading  and  firing  until  he  was  out  of  adjec- 
tives. ...   I  waited.     By  and  by  he  said  : 

"My  boy,  you  've  got  to  know  the  shape  of  the  river 
perfectly.  It  is  all  there  is  left  to  steer  by  on  a  very 
dark  night.  Everything  else  is  blotted  out  and  gone. 
But  mind  you,  it  has  n't  the  same  shape  in  the  night 
that  it  has  in  the  daytime." 

"How  on  earth  am  I  going  to  learn  it,  then  ?" 

"How  do  you  follow  a  hall  at  home  in  the  dark?  Be- 
cause you  know  the  shape  of  it.     You  can't  see  it." 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  that  1  've  got  to  know  all  the 
million  trifling  variations  of  shape  in  the  banks  of  this 
interminable  river  as  well  as  I  know  the  shape  of  the 
front  hall  at  home?" 

"On  my  honour,  you  '\'e  got  to  know  them  better  than 
any  man  ever  did  know  the  shapes  of  the  halls  in  his 
own  house." 

"I  wish  I  was  dead  !" 

But  the  reader  must  turn  to  chapter  eight  of 
"Life  on  the  Mississippi"  and  read  or  re-read  the 
pages  which  follow  this  extract— nothing  can 
better  convey  the  difficulties  of  piloting.  That 
Samuel  Clemens  had  the  courage  to  continue  is 
the  best  proof  not  only  of  his  great  love  of  the 
river,  but  of  that  splendid  gift  of  resolution  that 
one  rarely  fails  to  find  in  men  of  the  foremost 
rank. 

Ch.\pter  XIV 

RIVER  D.\YS 

Piloting  was  only  a  part  of  Sam  Clemens's  edu- 
cation on  the  Mississippi.  He  learned  as  much 
of  the  reefs  and  shallows  of  human  nature  as  of 
the  river-bed.    In  one  place  he  writes : 

In  that  brief,  sharp  schooling  I  got  personally  and 
familiarly  acquainted  with  all  the  different  types  of 
human  nature  that  are  to  be  found  in  fiction,  biography, 
or  history. 

"All  the  different  types,"  but  most  of  them  in  the 
rough.  That  Samuel  Clemens  kept  the  promise 
made  to  his  mother  as  to  drink  and  cards  during 
those  apprentice  days  is  well  worth  remembering. 
Horace  Bixby,  answering  a  call  from  the 
Missouri  River  for  pilots,  consigned  his  pupil,  as 
was  customary,  to  one  of  the  pilots  of  the  John  J. 
Roe.  a  freight-boat,  owned  and  conducted  by 
some  retired  farmers,  and  in  its  hospitality  re- 
minding Sam  of  his  Uncle  John  Quarles's  farm. 
The  Roe  was  a  very  deliberate  boat.  It  was  said 
that  she  could  beat  an  island  to  St.  Louis,  but 
never  quite  overtake  the  current  .going  down- 
stream. .Sam  loved  the  Roc.  She  was  not 
licensed  to  carry  passengers,  but  she  always  had 
a  family  party  of  the  owners'  relations  aboard, 
and  there  was  a  big  deck  for  dancing  and  a  piano 
in   the   cabin.      The   young   pilot   could   play   the 


chords,  and  sing  in  his  own  fashion  about  a 
grasshopper  that  sat  on  a  sweet-potato  vine,  and 
about 

An  old,  old  horse  whose  name  was  Mcthusalem, 
Took  him  down  and  sold  him  in  Jerusalem,    • 
A  long  time  ago. 

The  Roc  was  a  heavenly  place,  but  Sam's  stay 
there  did  not  last.  Bixby  came  down  from  the 
Missouri,  and  perhaps  thought  he  was  doing  a 
fine  thing  for  his  pupil  by  transferring  him  to  a 
pilot  named  Brown,  then  on  a  large  passenger- 
steamer,  the  Peiuisyhvuia.  The  Peiuisyh'aiiia 
was  new  and  one  of  the  finest  boats  on  the  river. 
Sam  Clemens  by  this  time  was  accounted  a  good 
steersman,  so  it  seemed  fortunate  and  a  good 
arrangement  for  all  parties. 

But  Brown  was  a  tyrant.  He  was  illiterate 
and  coarse  and  from  the  start  took  a  dislike  to 
Sam,  who  made  an  effort  to  please  him ;  but  it 
was  no  use.  Brown  was  never  satisfied.  The 
young  pilot  soon  learned  to  detest  his  chief,  and 
finally  gave  up  trying  to  please  hiin :  he  was 
even  willing  to  stir  him  up  upon  occasion.  One 
day  when  the  cub  was  at  the  wheel  his  chief 
noticed  that  the  course  seemed  peculiar. 

"Here!  where  you  headin'  for  riow?"  he 
yelled.  "What  in  the  nation  you  steerin'  at,  any- 
way?   Blamed  nitmskuU?" 

"Why,"  said  Sam,  in  his  calm,  slow  way,  "I 
did  :i't  see  much  else  I  could  steer  for,  so  I  was 
heading  for  that  white  heifer  on  the  bank." 

■'Get  away  from  that  wheel !  and  get  outen  this 
pilot-house !"  yelled  Brown.  "You  ain't  fitten  to 
become  no  pilot!"  an  order  that  Sam  found  wel- 
come enough.  The  other  pilot,  George  Ealer, 
was  a  lovable  soul  who  played  the  flute  and  chess 
during  his  off  watch,  and  read  aloud  to  Sam  from 
Goldsmith  and  Shakspere.  To  be  with  George 
Ealer  was  to  forget  the  persecutions  of  Brown. 

Young  Clemens  had  been  on  the  river  nearly  a 
year  at  this  time,  and,  though  he  had  learned  a 
great  deal  and  was  really  a  fine  steersman,  he 
received  no  wages.  He  had  no  board  to  pay,  but 
there  were  things  he  tnust  buy,  and  his  money 
supply  had  become  limited.  Each  trip  of  the 
Pcunsylvatiia  she  remained  about  two  days  and 
nights  in  New  Orleans,  during  which  time  the 
young  man  was  free.  He  found  he  could  earn  two 
and  a  half  to  three  dollars  a  night  watching 
freight  on  the  levee,  and,  as  this  opportunity 
came  around  about  once  a  month,  the  aiTiount 
was  most  useful.  Xor  was  this  the  only  return; 
many  years  afterward  he  said: 

"It  was  a  desolate  experience,  watching  there 
in  the  dark,  ainong  those  piles  of  freight :  not  a 
sound,   not   a   living  creature  astir.     But   it   was 
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not  a  profitless  one.  I  used  to  have  inspirations 
as  I  sat  there  alone  those  nights.  I  used  to 
imagine  all  sorts  of  situations  and  possibilities. 
These  things  got  into  my  books  by  and  by  and 
furnished  me  with  many  a  chapter.  I  can  trace 
the  effects  of  those  nights  through  most  of  my 
I)ooks  in  one  way  and  another." 

Piloting,    even   with    Brown,    had    its   pleasant 
side.     In  St.  Louis  young  Clemens  stopped  with 


men,  and  all  would  go  well  until  the  yawl  would  brinti 
us  on  a  heavy  cake  of  ice,  and  then  the  men  would  drop 
like  so  many  tenpins,  while  Brown  assumed  the  hori- 
zontal in  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  After  an  hour's  hard 
work  we  ,?ot  back,  with  ice  half  an  inch  thick  on  the 
oars.  .  .  .  The  next  day  was  colder  still.  I  was  out  in 
the  yawl  twice,  and  then  we  sot  through,  but  the  in- 
fernal steambo.'it  came  near  nnining  over  us.  .  .  .  The 
Maria  Denning  was  aground  ;it  the  head  of  the  island 
— they  hailed  us — we  ran  along  side,  and  they  hoisted 
us  in  and  thawed  us  out.     We  had  been  out  in  the  yawl 


■THE    YOUNG    J'H.nr    rcHI.n    IT W     IIIK    CHORDS,    .\.MJ    SING    IN    HIS  OWN    FASHION. 


his  sister,  and  often  friends  were  there  from 
Hannibal.  At  both  ends  of  the  line  he  visited 
friendly  boats,  especially  the  Roc.  where  a  grand 
welcome  was  always  waiting.  Once  among  the 
guests  of  that  boat  a  young  girl  named  Laura  so 
attracted  him  that  he  forgot  time  and  space  until 
one  of  the  Roc  pilots  came  flying  aft,  shouting: 
''The  Pennsylvania  is  backing  out !" 
A  hasty  good-by,  a  wild  flight  across  the  decks 
of  several  boats  and  a  leap  across  several  feet 
of  open  water  closed  the  episode.  He  wrote  to 
Laura,  but  there  was  no  reply.  He  never  saw 
her  again,  never  heard  from  her  for  nearly  fifty 
years,  when  both  were  widowed  and  old.  She 
had  not  received  his  letter. 

Occasionally  there  were  stirring  adventures 
aboard  the  Pennsylvania.  In  a  letter  written  in 
March,  1838,  the  young  pilot  tells  of  an  exciting 
night  search  in  the  running  ice  for  Hat  Islaiul 
soundings : 

Pjrown,  the  pilot,  stood  in  the  bow  with  ;in  nnr  to  kni) 
her  head  nut,  and  I  took  the  tiller.     We  would  start  llie 


from  four  in  the  morning  until  half  past  nine  without 
being  near  a  fire.  There  was  a  thick  coating  of  ice  over 
men  and  yawl,  ropes  and  everything,  and  we  looked  like 
rock-candy  statuary. 

He  was  at  the  right  age  to  enjoy  such  adven- 
tures, and  to  feel  a  pride  in  them.  In  the  same 
letter  he  tells  how  he  has  found  on  the  Pennsyl- 
vania a  small  clerkship  for  his  brother  Henry, 
who  was  now  nearly  twenty,  a  handsome,  gentle 
boy  of  whom  Sam  was  lavishly  fontl  and  proud. 
The  young  pilot  was  eager  to  have  Henry  with 
him~to  see  him  started  in  life.  How  little  he 
dreamed  what  sorrow  would  come  of  his  well- 
meant  efforts  in  the  lad's  behalf!  Yet  he  always 
believed  later  that  he  had  a  warning,  for  one 
night  at  the  end  of  May  in  St.  Louis  he  had  a 
vivid  dream  which  time  would  presently  fulfill. 

.\n  incident  now  occurred  on  the  Pennsyk'ania 
that  closed  .Samuel  Clemeiis's  career  on  that  boat. 
It  was  the  down  trip  and  the  boat  was  in  Eagle 
Bend  when  Henry  Clemens  apjieared  on  the 
hurricane-deck  with  an  announcement    from  the 
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captain  of  a  landing  a  little  lower  down.  Brown, 
who  would  never  own  that  he  was  rather  deaf, 
probably  misunderstood  the  order.  They  were 
passing  the  landing  when  the  captain  appeared 
on  the  deck. 

"Did  n't  Henry  tell  you  to  land  here?"  he 
called  to  Brown. 

"No,  sir." 
•    Captain  Klinefelter  turned  to  Sam. 

"Did  n't  you  hear  him?" 

"Yes,  sir!" 

Henry  appeared,  not  suspecting  any  trouble. 
Brown  said  fiercely: 

"Here,  why  did  n't  you  tell  me  we  had  got  to 
land  at  that  plantation?" 

"I  did  tell  you,  Mr.  Brown,"  Henry  said  po- 
litely. 

"It  's  a  lie  !" 

Sam  Clemens  could  stand  Brown's  abuse  of 
himself,  but  not  of  Henry.    He  said: 

"That  's  not  true  !     He  did  tell  you  !" 

For  a  cub  pilot  to  defy  his  chief  was  unheard 
of.    Brown  was  dazed,  then  he  shouted: 

"I  "11  attend  to  your  case  in  half  a  minute  !" 
and  to  Henry,  "Get  out  of  here !" 

Henry  had  started,  when  Brown  seized  him  by 
the  collar  and  struck  him  in  the  face.  An  instant 
later  Sam  had  seized  a  heavy  stool  and  with  it 
stretched  Brown  on  the  floor.  Then  all  the 
repressed  fury  of  months  broke  loose;  and  leap- 
ing upon  Brown  and  holding  him  down  with  his 
knees,  Samuel  Clemens  pounded  the  tyrant  with 
his  fists  till  his  strength  gave  out.  He  let  Brown 
go  then,  and  the  latter,  with  pilot  instinct,  sprang 
to  the  wheel,  for  the  boat  was  drifting.  Seeing 
she  was  safe,  he  seized  a  spy-glass  as  a  weapon 
and  ordered  his  chastiser  out  of  the  pilot-house. 
But  Sam  lingered.    He  had  become  very  calm. 

"Don't  give  me  none  of  your  airs!"  yelled 
Brown.  "I  ain't  goin'  to  stand  nothin'  more 
from  you  !" 

"You  should  say,  'Don't  give  me  any  of  your 
airs,'  "  Sam  said  sweetly,  "and  the  last  half  of 
your  sentence  almost  defies  correction." 

A  group  of  passengers  and  white-aproned  ser- 
vants, assembled  on  the  deck  forward,  applauded 
the  victor.  Sam  went  down  to  find  Captain 
Klinefelter.  He  expected  to  be  put  in  irons,  for 
it  was  thought  to  be  felony  to  strike  a  pilot.  The 
captain,  however,  only  took  Sam  into  his  private 
room  and  made  some  inquiries. 

In  a  letter  which  Samuel  Clemens  wrote  to 
Orion's  wife  immediately  after  this  incident  he 
gives  the  details  of  the  encounter  with  Brown 
and   speaks   of   Captain   Klinefelter's   approval. ' 

1  In  the  Mississippi  book  the  author  says  that  Brown  was  about  to 
strike  Henry  with  a  lump  of  coal,  but  in  the  letter  above  mentioned, 
written  very  close  to  the  occurrence,  the  details  are  as  here  given. 


Brown  declared  he  would  leave  the  boat  at  Xev/ 
Orleans  if  Sam  Clemens  remained  on  it,  and  the 
Captain  told  him  to  go,  offering  to  let  Sam  him- 
self run  the  daylight  watches  back  to  St.  Louis, 
thus  showing  his  faith  in  the  young  steersman. 
The  "cub"  however  had  less  confidence,  and  ad- 
vised that  Brown  be  kept  for  the  up  trip,  saying 
he  would  follow  by  the  ne.xt  boat.  It  was  a 
decision  that  probably  saved  his  life. 

That  night,  watching  on  the  levee,  Henry 
joined  him,  when  his  own  duties  were  finished, 
and  the  brothers  made  the  round  together.  It 
may  have  been  some  memory  of  his  dream  that 
made  Samuel  Clemens  say: 

"Henry,  in  case  of  accident,  whatever  you  do. 
don't  lose  your  head— the  passengers  will  do 
that.  Rush  for  the  hurricane-deck  and  to  the 
life-boat,  and  obey  the  mate's  orders.  When  the 
boat  is  launched,  help  the  women  and  children 
into  it.  Don't  get  in  yourself.  The  river  is  only 
a  mile  wide.  You  can  swim  ashore  easily 
enough." 

It  was  good,  manly  advice,  but  a  long  grief  lay 
behind  it. 

The  a.  T.  Lacy,  that  brought  Samuel  Clemens 
up  the  river,  was  two  days  behind  the  Pcnnsyl- 
z'ania.  M  Greenville,  Mississippi,  a  voice  from 
the  landing  shouted : 

"The  Pennsylvania  is  blown  up  just  below 
Memphis,  at  Ship  Island.  One  hundred  and  fifty 
lives  lost !" 

It  proved  a  true  report.  At  si.x  o'clock  that 
warm  mid-June  morning  while  loading  wood 
si.xty  miles  below  Memphis,  four  out  of  eight  of 
the  Pennsylvania's  boilers  had  suddenly  exploded 
with  fearful  results.  Henry  Clemens  had  been 
one  of  the  victims.  He  had  started  to  swim  for 
the  shore,  only  a  few  hundred  yards  away,  but 
had  turned  back  to  assist  in  the  rescue  of  others. 
What  followed  could  not  be  clearly  learned.  He 
was  terribly  injured  and  died  on  the  fourth  night 
after  the  catastrophe.  His  brother  was  with  him 
by  that  time,  and  believed  he  recognized  the 
exact  fulfilment  of  his  dream. 

The  young  pilot's  grief  was  very  great.  In  a 
letter  home  he  spoke  of  the  dying  boy  as  "My 
darling,  my  pride,  my  glory,  my  all."  His  heavy 
sorrow  and  the  fact  that  with  unsparing  self- 
blame  he  held  himself  in  a  measure  responsible 
for  his  brother's  tragic  death  saddened  the  rest  of 
his  early  life. 

True,  his  old  gaiety  came  back,  but  his  face  had 
taken  on  the  serious,  pathetic  look,  which  from 
that  time  it  always  had  in  repose.  Less  than 
twenty-three,  he  had  suddenly  the  look  of  thirty, 
and    while    Samuel    Clemens    in    spirit,    tempera- 
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merit,   and    features   never   woiikl   become   really 
old,  3'et  would  he  never  look  really  young  again. 

He  returned  to  the  river  as  steersman  for  George 


'  'BKtJW'N,   liU';  I'll, or. 


iiih  now.  ANn  I  TOOK  Tin;  tii.i.kk. 


Ealer,  whom  he  loved,  and  in  September  of  that 
year  obtained  a  full  license  as  Mississippi  River 
pilot  from  St.  Louis  to  New  Orleans.  In  eigh- 
teen months  he  had  packed  away  in  his  head  all 
those  wearisome  details,  and  acquired  that  confi- 
dence that  made  him  one  of  the  elect.  He  knew 
every  snag,  and  bank,  and  dead  tree,  and  depth 
in   all   those   endless   miles   of   shifting   current, 


every  cut-off  and  crossing.  He  could  read  the 
surface  of  the  water  by  day,  he  could  smell  dan- 
ger in  the  dark.  To  the  writer  of  these  chapters 
Horace  Bixby  said  of  him  at  this  period: 

"In  a  year  and  a  half  from 
the  time  he  came  to  the 
river,  Sam  was  not  only  a 
pilot,  but  a  good  one.  Sam 
was  a  fine  pilot,  and  in  a  day 
when  piloting  on  the  Missis- 
sippi required  a  great  deal 
more  brains  and  skill  and 
application  than  it  does  now. 
There  were  no  signal  lights 
along  the  shore  in  those 
days,  and  no  search-lights  on 
the  vessels ;  everything  was 
blind ;  and  on  a  dark  misty 
night  in  a  river  full  of  snags 
and  shifting  sand-bars  and 
changing  shores  a  pilot's 
judgment  had  to  be  founded 
on  absolntc  certainty." 

Bi.xby  had  returned  from 
the  Missouri  by  the  time  his 
pupil's  license  was  issued, 
and  promptly  took  him  as 
full  partner  on  the  Crescent 
City,  and  later  on  a  fine  new 
boat,  the  AVtc  Falls  City. 
Still  later  they  appear  to 
have  been  together  on  a  very 
large  boat,  the  City  of  Mem- 
phis, and  again  on  the 
.Itonso  Chilli. 

ClI.M'TER   XV 
THE  PILOT       • 

For  Samuel  Clemens  these 
were  happy  days  — the  happi- 
est, in  some  respects,  he 
would  ever  know.  He  had 
plenty  of  money  now.  He 
could  help  his  mother  with  a 
liberal  hand,  and  could  ])ut 
away  fully  a  hundred  dollars 
a  month  for  himself.  He  had 
few  cares,  and  he  loved  the 
ease  and  romance  and  independence  of  his  work 
as  he  would  never  quite  love  anything  again. 

His  popularity  on  the  river  was  very  great. 
His  humorous  stories  and  quaint  speech  made  a 
crowd  collect  wherever  he  ai)|)eared.  There 
were  pilot-association  rooms  in  St.  Louis  and 
Xew  Orleans,  where  his  arrival  was  a  signal  for 
the  members  to  gather.    As  a  friend  describes  it: 
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"He  was  much  given  to  spinning  yarns  so 
funny  that  his  hearers  were  convulsed,  and  yet 
all  the  time  his  own  face  was  perfectly  sober. 
Occasionally  some  of  his  droll  yarns  got  into  the 
papers.     He  may  have  written  them  himself." 

Another  old  river-man  remembers  how  one  day 
at  the  Association  they  were  talking  of  presence 
of  mind  in  an  accident,  when  Pilot  Clemens  said: 

"Boys,  I  had  great  presence  of  mind  once.  It 
was  at  a  fire.  An  old  man  leaned  out  of  a  four- 
story  building,  calling  for  help.  Everybody  in 
the  crowd  below  looked  up,  but  nobody  did  any- 
thing. The  ladders  were  n't  long  enough.  No- 
body had  any  presence  of  mind— nobody  but  me. 
I  came  to  the  rescue.  I  yelled  for  a  rope.  When 
it  came  I  threw  the  old  man  the  end  of  it.  He 
caught  it,  and  I  told  him  to  tie  it  around  his 
waist.     He  did  so.  and  I  pulled  him  Joivn." 

"Sam  was  always  scribbling  when  not  at  the 
wheel,"  said  Bixby;  "but  the  best  thing  he  ever 
did  was  the  burlesque  of  old  Isaiah  Sellers.  He 
did  n't  write  it  for  print,  but  only  for  his  own 
amusement  and  to  show  to  a  few  of  the  boys. 
Bart  Bowen,  who  was  with  him  on  the  Edivard 
J.  Gay  at  the  time,  got  hold  of  it  and  gave  it  to 
one  of  the  New  Orleans  papers." 

The  burlesque  on  Captain  Sellers  would  be  of 
little  importance  if  it  were  not  for  its  association 
with  the  origin,  or  at  least  with  the  originator,  of 
what  is  probably  the  best  known  of  literary 
names— the  name  Mark  Twain. 

This  strong,  happy  title  — a  river  term  indi- 
cating a  depth  of  two  fathoms  on  the  sounding 
line— was  first  used  by  the  old  pilot,  Isaiah 
Sellers,  who  was  a  sort  of  "oldest  inhabitant"  of 
the  river  with  a  passion  for  airing  his  ancient 
knowledge  before  the  younger  men.  Sellers  used 
to  send  paragraphs  to  the  papers,  quaint  and 
rather  egotistical  in  tone,  usually  beginning  "My 
opinion  for  the  citizens  of  New  Orleans"  etc. 
prophesying  river  conditions  and  recalling  mem- 
ories as  far  back  as  1811.  These  he  generally 
signed  "Mark  Twain." 

Naturally,  the  younger  pilots  amused  them- 
selves by  imitating  Sellers.  I-'inally  Sam  Clem- 
ens wrote  a  broad  burlesque  of  the  old  man's 
contributions,  relating  a  perfectly  impo.ssible  trip 
supposed  to  have  been  made  in  1763  with  a  Chi- 
nese captain  and  a  Choctaw  crew.  This  was  re- 
garded as  a  masterpiece  of  wit. 

It  appeared  in  the  "True  Delta"  in  May,  1859, 
and  broke  Captain  Sellers's  literary  heart.  He 
never  wrote  another  paragraph.  Clemens  always 
regretted  the  whole  matter  deeply,  and  his  own 
revival  of  the  name  afterward  was  a  sort  of 
tribute  to  the  old  man  he  had  thoughtlessly  and 
unintentionally  wounded. 


Old  pilots  of  that  day  remembered  Samuel 
Clemens  as  a  slender,  fine-looking  man,  well 
dressed,  even  dandified,  generally  wearing  blue 
serge,  with  fancy  shirts,  white  duck  trousers  and 
patent  leather  shoes.  A  pilot  could  do  that,  for 
his  surroundings  were  speckless. 

The  pilots  regarded  him  as  a  great  reader— a 
student  of  history,  travels,  and  the  sciences.  In 
the  Association  rooms  they  often  saw  him  poring 
over  serious  books.  He  began  the  study  of 
French  one  day  in  New  Orleans  when  he  discov- 
ered a  school  of  languages  where  French,  Ger- 
man, and  Italian  were  taught,  one  in  each  of 
three  rooms.  The  price  was  twenty-five  dollars 
for  one  language,  or  three  for  fifty.  The  student 
was  provided  with  a  set  of  conversation  cards 
for  each,  and  was  supposed  to  walk  from  one 
apartment  to  another,  changing  his  nationality  at 
each  threshold.  The  young  pilot  with  his  usual 
enthusiasm  invested  in  all  three  languages,  but 
after  a  few  round  trips  decided  that  French 
would  do.  He  did  not  return  to  the  school,  but 
kept  the  cards  and  added  text-books.  He  studied 
faithfully  when  off  watch  and  in  port,  and  his 
old  river  note-book,  still  preserved,  contains  a 
number  of  advanced  exercises,  neatly  written 
out.  Still  more  interesting  are  the  river  notes 
themselves.  They  are  not  the  timid,  hesitating 
memoranda  of  the  "little  book"  which  by  Bixbj''s 
advice  he  bought  for  his  first  trip.  They  are 
quick,  vigorous  records  that  show  confidence  and 
knowledge.  Under  the  head  of  "2nd  high-water 
trip— Jan.  1861— Alonco  Child"  the  notes  tell 
the  story  of  a  rising  river,  with  overflowing 
banks,  blind  passages,  and  cut-offs— a  new  river, 
in  fact,  that  must  be  judged  by  a  perfect  know- 
ledge of  the  old — guessed,  but  guessed  right. 

To  the  reader  to-day  it  means  little  enough,  but 
one  may  imagine,  perhaps,  a  mile-wide  sweep  of 
boiling  water,  full  of  drift,  shifting  currents  with 
newly  forming  bars,  and  a  lone  figure  in  the 
dark  pilot-house  peering  into  the  night  for  blind 
and  disappearing  landmarks. 

But  such  nights  were  not  all  there  was  of  pilot- 
ing. There  were  glorious  nights  when  the  stars 
were  blazing  out.  and  the  moon  was  on  the 
water,  and  the  young  pilot  could  follow  a  clear 
channel  and  dream  long  dreams.  He  was  very 
serious  at  such  times— he  reviewed  the  world's 
history  he  had  read,  he  speculated  on  the  future, 
he  considered  philosophies,  he  lost  himself  in  a 
study  of  the  stars.  IMark  Twain's  love  of  astron- 
omy, which  never  waned  to  his  last  day,  began 
with  those  lonely  river  watches.  Once  a  great 
comet  blazed  in  the  sky,  a  "wonderful  sheaf  of 
light,"  and  glorified  his  long  hours  at  the  wheel. 

Samuel  Clemens  was  now  twenty-five,  full  of 
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health,  and  strong  in  his  courage.  In  the  old 
note-book  there  remains  a  well-worn  clipping,  the 
words  of  some  unknown  writer,  which  he  may 
have  kept  as  a  sort  of  creed : 

How  To  Take  Life. — Take  it  just  as  though  it  was — 
as  it  is — an   earnest,  vital,  and  important  alTair.     Take 
it  as  though  you  were  born  to  the  task  of  performing  a 
merry  part  in  it — as  though  the  world  had  awaited   for 
your  coming.     Take  it  as  though  it  was  a  grand  oppor- 
tunity to   do   and   achieve,   to   carry   forward   great  and 
good  schemes   to   help  and  cheer  a   suffering,   weary,   it 
may   be   heartbroken,    brother.      Now    and    then    a    man 
stands    aside     from    the    crowd,    labors    earnestly, 
steadfastly,    confidently,    and    straightway    becomes 
famous    for    wisdom,    intellect,    skill,    greatness    of 
some  sort.     Tiie  world  wonders,  admires,  idolizes, 
and  it  only  illustrates  what  others  may  do  if  they 
take  hold  of  life  with  a  purpose.     The  miracle,  or 
the  power  that  elevates  the  few,  is  to  be  found  in 
Iheir  indu.stry,  application,  and  perseverance  under 
the   promptings   of  a  brave,  determined   spirit. 


and  in  time  was  chief  of  the  Union  river-service. 
A  pilot  named  Montgomery  (Clemens  had  once 
steered  for  him)  went  with  the  South,  and  by 
and  l)y  commanded  the  Confederate  Mississippi 
fleet.  In  the  beginning  a  good  many  were  not 
clear   as   to   their   opinions.      Living   both   north 
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Bixby  and  Clemens  were  together  that 
'winter  on  the  Child  and  were  the  closest 
friends.  Once  the  young  pilot  invited  his 
mother  to  make  the  trip  to  Xew  Orleans,  and 
the  river  journey  and  a  long  drive  about  the 
beautiful  southern  city  filled  Jane  Clemens 
with  wonder  and  delight.  She  no  longer  had 
any  doubts  of  Sam.  He  had  long  since  be- 
come the  head  of  the  family.  She  felt  called 
upon  to  lecture  him  now  and  then,  but  down 
in  her  heart  she  believed  that  he  could  really 
do  no  wrong.  They  joked  each  other  un- 
mercifully, and  her  wit,  never  at  a  loss,  was 
quite  as  keen  as  his. 

When    one    remembers    how    much    .Samuel 
Clemens  loved  the  river,  and  how  perfectly 
he  seemed  suited  to  the  ease  and  romance  of 
the  pilot  life,  one  is  almost  tempted  to  regret  that 
it  should  so  soon  have  come  to  an  end. 

Those  trips  of  early  '6i,  which  the  old  note- 
book records,  were  the  last  he  would  ever  make. 
The  golden  days  of  Mississippi  steamboating 
were  growing  few. 

Nobody,  however,  seemed  to  suspect  it.  Even 
a  celebrated  fortune-teller  in  New  Orleans,  whom 
the  young  pilot  one  day  consulted  as  to  his  future, 
did  not  mention  the  great  upheaval  then  close  at 
hand.  She  told  him  quite  remarkable  things,  and 
gave  him  some  excellent  advice,  but  though  this 
was  February,  1861,  she  failed  to  make  any  men- 
tion of  the  Civil  War !  Yet  a  month  later, 
.Abraham  Lincoln  was  inaugurated,  and  trouble 
was  in  the  air.  Then  in  April  Ft.  Sumter  was 
fired  upon,  and  the  war  had  come. 

It  was  a  feverish  time  among  the  pilots.  Some 
w-ere  for  the  L'nion  — others  would  go  with  the 
Confederacv.    Horace  Bixbv  stood  for  the  North 


"rilF.    RIVER    JOURNEY    FILLED  JA.NE    CLEMENS    WITH 
WONDF.R    .\Nn    DELIGHT. " 


and  south  as  they  did,  they  divided  their  sym- 
pathies. Samuel  Clemens  was  thoughtful,  and 
far  from  bloodthirsty.  A  pilot-house,  so  fine  and 
showy  in  times  of  peace,  seemed  a  poor  place  to 
be  in  when  fighting  was  going  on.  He  would 
consider  the  matter. 

"I  am  not  anxious  to  get  up  into  a  glass  perch 
and  be  shot  at  by  either  side,"  he  said.  "I  '11 
go  home  and  reflect." 

He  went  up  the  river  as  a  passenger  on  a 
steamer   named   the    Uncle  Sam.     Zeb   Leaven- 
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worth,  formerly  of  the  John  J.  Roc,  was  one  of  Clemens  stepped  to  the  wheel  and  brought  the 

the  pilots,  and  Clemens  usually  stood  the  watch  boat  around.    "I  guess— they  want  us— to  wait  a 

with  him.     At  Memphis  they  barely  escaped  the  minute— Zeb,"  he  said. 

blockade.    At  Cairo  they  saw  soldiers  drilling—  They  were  examined  and  passed.     It  was  the 

troops  later  commanded  by  Grant.  last   steamboat  to  make  the  trip  through   from 

The  Uncle  Sam  came  steaming  up  to  St.  Louis,  New  Orleans  to  St.  Louis.     Mark  Twain's  pilot 

glad  to  have  slipped  through  safely.    They  were  days  were  over.    He  would  have  grieved  had  he 

not  quite  through,  however.     Abreast  of  Jeffer-  known  this  fact. 

son  Ijarracks  they  heard  the  boom  of  a  cannon,  "'I  loved  the  profession  far  better  than  any  I 

and  a  great  ring  of  smoke  drifted  in  their  direc-  have    followed    since,"    he    long   afterward    de- 

tion.    They  did  not  recognize  it  as  a  thunderous  clared,  "and  I  took  a  measureless  pride  in  it." 

''Halt !"  and  kept  on.    Less  than  a  minute  later  a  At  the  time,  like  many  others,  he  expected  the 

shell  exploded  directly  in  front  of  the  pilot-house,  war  to  be  brief,   and  his  life  to  be  only  tem- 

breaking  a  lot  of  glass  and  damaging  the  decora-  porarily  interrupted.     Within  a  year,  certainly, 

tion.     Zeb  Leavenworth  tumbled  into  a  corner.  he  would  be  back  in  the  pilot-house.     Meantime, 

"Gee-mighty!    Sam!"  he  said.    "What  do  they  the  war  must  be  settled;  he  would  go  up  to  Han- 
mean  by  that?"  nibal  to  see  about  it. 

(  To  if  LO'itinitfd. ) 


A  WOUND  OF  HONOR 

I  SUPPOSE  that  you  feel  very  sorry  for  me 
When  you  see  this  alarming  big  bruise  on  my  knee; 
But  you  need  n't  be  sorry.    Just  wait  till  I  tell  ! 
I  'm  glad  I  was  bruised,  and  I  'm  glad  that  I  fell. 
For  I  have  four  brothers,  all  strong  as  can  be. 
Who  never  would  play  with  just  small-sister  me. 
It  was  n't  because  they  were  bad  or  unkind. 
But  they  just  could  n't  have  me  all  day  on  their  mind  : 
For  girls  cannot  stand  all  the  roughness  and  running. 
They  weep  at  adventures  that  boj-s  take  for  funning. 
'Oh,  no !    You  '11  be  hurt,  and  you  '11  certainly  cry," 
My  brothers  would  say;  "we  'II  be  back  by  and  by." 
I  'd  want  to  cry  then,  but  I  just  would  n't  show  it ; 
For  girls  can  be  brave,  although  boys  may  jiot  know  it. 
But  Saturday  morning  it  seemed  very  hard. 
When  I  saw  the  toboggan  dragged  out  of  the  yard, 
Until  Mother  said  to  the  boys,  as  they  kissed  her, 
'If  you  go  for  a  coast,  sirs,  you  must  take  your  sister." 
Oh  !    Such  fun  we  had  in  the  sparkle  and  glow 
As  we  slid  like  the  wind  o'er  the  glistening  snow  ! 
We  dashed  from  the  top  of  the  steepest  high  hill  — 
Then  we  struck  a  great  rock,  and  we  had  such  a  spill ! 
Such  bruises  and  cuts  as  we  all  were  sent  flying ! 
And  I  7i.'as  the  only  one  did  n't  start  crying! 
I  forgot  all  about  it  in  fixing  the  others. 
For  a  sister,  of  course,  must  take  care  of  her  brothers. 
My  "hanky"  for  Robert,  and  two  pins  for  Ned, 
And  snow  on  poor  Christopher's  nose  where  it  bled. 
And  Richard's  big  bump  to  be  pressed  down ;  you  see. 
All  kept  me  too  busy  to  fret  about  me. 
They  play  with  me  now.    Though  I  "m  Sister  and  small. 
The  boys  say  that  I  'm  the  best  fellow  of  all. 
.\nd  who  would  n't  rather  be  bruised  by  a  stone 
Than  sit  home  in  safety,  forlorn  and  alone? 

Stella  George  Stern  Perry. 
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Once  upon  a  time,  many,  many  years  ago,  when 
X'oodleburg  was  not  the  great  and  flourishing  city 
that  it  is  to-day,  there  lived  in  the  Bhie  Castle  a 
Young  King  who  was  so  good  and  rich  and  pow- 
erful that  of  all  the  princesses  in  the  world  there 
was  not  a  one  that  would  not  have  heen  glad  to 
become  his  bride. 

Upon  a  day  when  the  Young  King  was  gazing 
into  his  magic  crystal  globe,  he  saw  mirrored  on 
its  polished  surface  such  a  marvelously  beautiful 
Damsel  as  never  had  he  dreamed  of  in  all  the 
days  of  his  life. 

"She  it  is  whom  I  \\\\\  choose  for  my  bride," 
said  he.  and  out  into  the  world  he  rode  to  find 
her. 

Now  it  happened  that  in  the  Blue  Mountains 
just  beyond  Xoodleburg  there  lived  a  Witch  who 
was  such  a  mistress  of  the  Black  Arts  as  might 
not  be  found  in  many  a  day's  journey. 

Of  course  this  Witch  knew  all  that  was  hap- 
pening in  the  whole  world.     But  most  especially 


she  kept  an  eye  and  an  ear  open  to  those  comings 
and  goings  which  most  concerned  the  Young 
King  of  Blue  Castle. 

So  it  was  not  strange  that  on  the  day  when  the 
Young  King  gazed  into  his  magic  crystal  the 
Witch  saw  all  that  he  saw ;  and  moreover  she 
knew,  also,  that  this  was  the  work  of  a  Good 
Fairy  who  wanted  the  Young  King  to  marry  the 
sweetest  and  dearest  maiden  in  all  the  realm  be- 
yond the  Blue  Mountains. 

Yes,  the  Witch  knew  all  this  and  more  too,  and 
it  did  n't  take  her  long  to  brew  a  pot  of  trouble. 
From  delving  and  searching  in  her  great  books 
she  had  learned  this,  that,  and  the  other  in  the 
Black  Arts  of  weaving  magic  spells,  so  that,  when 
the  Young  King  had  traveled  a  bit  of  his  journey 
and  had  come  to  the  first  of  the  Blue  Mountains, 
he  was  met  by  a  Damsel  for  all  the  world  like 
that  one  he  had  seen  in  his  magic  crystal. 

Now  the  Young  King  felt  a  great  joy,  and  he 
thought,  "Here  at  last  I  have  found  my  bride  !" 
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But  just  then  a  Butterfly  brushed  against  his  eyes, 
and,  as  the  touch  of  its  wings  made  him  wink  and 
bUnk,  he  saw  that  really  it  was  not  the  Damsel 

at  all  who  stood 
before  him,  but 
onlv  the  wicked 
Witch. 

"Be  gone !" 
said  the  Young 
King,  and  he 
wouldhavedriven 
her  away  with 
his  sword ;  but 
quick  as  a  wink 
the  Witch  again 
took  her  own 
shape,  and  work- 
ing a  magic  spell, 
she  changed  the 
Young  King  into 
a  great  Frog. 

If  the  Good 
Fairy  had  not 
changed  herself  into  a  Butterfly  in  order  to  give 
magic  sight  to  the  Young  King,  she  might  have 
found  some  way  to  prevent  such  an  awful  hap- 
pening. Now,  however,  she  was  fluttering  in  the 
sunlight  high  over  head  and  could  do  nothing. 

So  the  Young  King  was  doomed  to  remain  a 
Frog  until  such  a  time  as  he  would  be  given  to 
drink  the  Water  of  Life  from  the  Green  Grotto 
in  the  depths  of  the  Blue  Mountains.  That  doom 
was  like  to  last  for  many  a  year,  for  who  would 
ever  find  and  take  to  him  the  wonderful  Water  of 
Life? 

Listen  and  I  will  tell  you : 

Hans  was  a  poor  wood-chopper. 

He  lived  on  the  edge  of  the  hills  over  beyond 
Noodleburg. 

Each  morning  Hans  would  shoulder  his  ax  and 
go  into  the  great  forest,  and  at  night  he  would 
shoulder  his  bundle  of  fagots  and  trudge  cheer- 
fully home  again. 

Day  in  and  day  out  that  was  the  life  of  Hans, 
and  always,  as  he  stepped  along  one  foot  before 
the  other,  there  would  come  rippling  over  his 
lips  such  a  merry  whistling  tune  as  was  a  joy  to 
hear.  Even  the  little  birds  hopped  from  tree  to 
tree  and  flew  gaily  overhead,  so  glad  they  were 
to  keep  him  company. 

In  the  midst  of  the  forest  the  pines  grew  big 
and  tall  and  so  wondrous  straight  that  nothing 
would  do  but  the  Burgomaster  must  have  them 
for  masts  for  his  ships.  So  on  a  day  there  was 
great  hewing  and  chopping  and  the  chips  flew 
thick  and  fast  until,  when  night  came,  only  one 


gnarled    and    twisted    old    hollow    tree    was    left 
standing. 

"See,"  said  the  boss  chopper  to  Hans,  "yonder 
blighted  tree  mars  the  glade ;  cut  it  down  and 
thou  mayest  have  the  wood." 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Hans,  and  he  thought : 
"Here  will  be  fagots  a-plenty,  and  good  tough 
logs  into  the  bargain.  To-morrow  I  will  come 
early  and  mayhap  earn  a  silver  penny  or  two  ere 
sundown." 

On  the  morrow  Hans  was  astir  before  sun-up. 
and  thus  it  happened  he  came  into  the  woodland 
while  the  elves  and  fays  and  other  wood-folk 
were  yet  abroad.  Thus  also  it  happened  that 
when  he  would  have  let  his  ax  bite  deep  into  the 
tree-trunk,  there  hopped  out  of  the  hollow  a 
queer  Litfle  Man  dressed  all  in  green  except  that 
on  his  head  was  a  cap  of  red  with  a  long  feather. 
"Good  morning,"  said  the  Little  Man,  doffing 
his  red  cap. 

Well,  the  end  of  that  matter  was  just  this: 
Here  was  an  old  hollow  tree  in  which  the  Little 
Man  had  lived  for  many  a  day,  and  now  would 
Hans  spare  it  until  the  Little  Man  could  look 
about  and  find  a  new  abode  ? 

W'hy,  yes,  Hans  would  surely  do  that !  But 
see— how  would  the  Little  Man  like  to  go  home 
and  live  with  Hans?  He  might  have  a  snug  cor- 
ner in  which  to  sleep,  with  each  night  a  bowl  of 
broth  and  each  morning  a  plate  of  porridge,  and 
on  Sundays  and  holidays  a  slice  or  two  of  good 
white  bread  and  cheese. 

My,  how  the  Little  Man  skipped  and  danced  in 
glee  when  he  heard  that  offer  !  He  knew  Luck 
when  it  came  stepping  his  way. 

Hans,  too,  picked  up 
a  piece  of  Luck  that 
morning.  This  is  how  it 
happened ; 

Some    woodland     folk 
are  full  of  tricks  and  al- 
ways    playing     pranks. 
Once  such  a  one  comes 
to  live  in  your  house,  the 
milk     will     sour    before 
the     cream     rises,     the 
hens     will     stop     laying, 
the  sheep  will  stray,  and 
Trouble  will  ever  toast 
his  toes  on  your  hearth. 
The  Little  Man  in  Green  was  not  that  kind. 
He  brought  Good  Luck  to  Hans. 
All  the  milk  turned  to  good  rich  cream.     The 
hens   never   stopped   laying,   and   often   the   eggs 
had   two  yolks.      More   than   that.      Each   night 
when   Hans   was  asleep   the   Little    Man   would 
whisper  in  his  ear  strange  and  wonderful  dreams ! 
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One  night  the  Little  Man  told  Hans  of  a  beau- 
tiful Blue  Castle  over  beyond  the  mountains,  and 
of  three  Giants  and  a  marvelous  Hoop  of  Gold, 


drew  his  sword  and  bellowed  such  a  big  laugh 
that  the  trees  bent  and  shook  as  in  a  wild  storm. 
Hans  was  not  at  all  afraid  and  marched  right 


"HE    FELT    HANS     SWORD    PRESSIiNG    AGAINST    THE    POINT    OK    HIS.' 


and  of  the  treasure  that  would  go  to  any  one  who 
possessed  that  Hoop  of  Gold. 

Next  morning  nothing  would  do  but  Hans 
must  make  that  journey  over  the  mountains.  So 
he  put  on  the  fine  uniform  Herr  Mayor  had  given 
him  when  he  was  in  the  army.  Then,  shoulder- 
ing his  gun,  he  stepped  out,  one  foot  before  the 
other,  whistling  merrily  as  was  always  his  cus- 
tom. 

All  day  he  traveled  and  all  night,  and  by  sun- 
rise he  came  to  the  mountains. 


on  until  he  was  so  close  the  Giant  had  to  stoop  to 
see  him. 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Giant,"  said  Hans. 

"Good  morning.  Little  Soldier,"  said  the  Giant. 

Was  this  the  road  to  the  Blue  Castle  ?  Hans 
would  like  to  know.  Yes,  this  was  the  road,  and 
what  did  Hans  want  at  the  Blue  Castle  ?  Oh, 
only  the  Hoop  of  Gold— that  was  all  Hans 
wanted.  Well  it  took  a  brave  person  to  get  the 
Hoop  of  Gold.  Could  Hans  fight  with  his  sword? 
Yes,  Hans  could  fight ;  they  taught  him  that  in 


'THE  GIANTS    BROTHER   SET   HI.M    IN    A    LITTLE  CHAIR  ON   THE   TABLE. 


There  was  the  Giant  sitting  on  a  big  stone  at 
the  base  of  the  first  foot-hills. 

When  the  Giant  saw  a  soldier  approaching,  he 


the  army.  Would  the  Giant  like  to  try  a  bout 
with  him?  H-iii,  h-iii  — the  (iiant  did  n't  care 
much   about    fighting,    for   he   thought :    "If   this 
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Little  Soldier  is  as  strong  as  he  is  brave,  I  may 
get  a  good  whipping."  And  all  the  while  he  felt 
Hans'  sword  pressing  against  the  point  of  his. 

Well,  the  end  of  that  talk  was  just  this:  If 
Hans  would  travel  all  day  and  all  night,  he  would 
come  to  the  valley,  at  the  base  of  the  second 
foot-hills,  where  lived  the  Giant's  Brother.    Hans 


Yes,  the  Giant's  Second  Brother  was  Keeper  of 
the  Hoop  of  Gold.  Hans  might  take  a  look  at 
it,  but  as  for  carrying  it  away,  they  would  talk 
that  over  later. 

When  the  Hoop  of  Gold  was  brought,  Hans 
thought  he  had  never  seen  anything  so  beautiful. 
He  looked  at  it  this  way  and  that  way  and  the 


"THKkE    SAT  THE    LION    GUARDING    THE    ENTRANCE. 


was  to  whisper  so-and-so,  and  so-and-so,  and  the 
Giant's  Brother  might  tell  him  a  thing  or  two 
worth  the  knowing. 

Hans  now  bade  the  Giant  good-by ;  and  when 
he  had  traveled  a  day  and  a  night,  he  came  to  a 
great  cave,  and  there  was  the  Giant's  Brother  at 
breakfast,  and  as  like  he  was  to  the  first  Giant  as 
two  peas  in  a  pod. 

''So-and-so,  and  so-and-so,"  whispered  Hans, 
so  low  that  even  I  do  not  know  the  words  of  that 
message.  But  it  must  have  been  very  important, 
for  the  Giant's  Brother,  who  had  sharp  ears  and 
could  hear  half-way  around  the  world,  jumped 
quickly  to  his  feet  and,  picking  Hans  up,  set  him  ^ 
in  a  little  chair  on  the  table. 

The  Hoop  of  Gold— that  was  what  Hans  was 
looking  for,  was  it?  Very  good.  But  the  Hoop 
of  Gold  was  a  treasure  beyond  price :  how  ditl 
Hans  propose  to  get  it  ?  Did  n't  Hans  know  that 
the  Hoop  of  Gold  was  guarded  by  the  Giant's 
Other  Brother  who  lived  in  the  Blue  Mountains 
up  yonder? 

"Why  so-and-so,  and  so-and-so,"  whispered 
Hans;  and  at  that  the  Giant  shook  his  head  wisely 
and  said,  "Why,  yes;  that  is  so." 

Then  he  gave  Hans  a  good  meal,  and  when  the 
last  crumb  had  been  tucked  away,  he  said,  "Re- 
member, so-and-so,  and  so-and-so." 

"I  won't  forget,"  said  Hans,  and  marched  oil. 

Another  day  and  a  night  Hans  traveled  to  the 
very  base  of  the  Blue  Mountains,  and  there  sat 
the  Giant's  Second  Brother,  and  as  like  he  was  to 
the  other  two  as  three  peas  in  a  pod. 


other.  Then  he  put  his  head  in  the  Hoop  and 
looked  through,  and  no  sooner  did  he  do  this  than 
he  saw  all  that  had  happened  to  the  Young  King. 
Yes.  he  saw  it  all,  from  the  beginning  to  the  very 
end. 

"I  must  go  and  find  the  Water  of  Life,"  said 
he,  "and  release  the  Young  King.  This  Hoop 
of  Gold  can  wait  luitil  I  return." 

"That  is  easier  promised  than  done,"  said  the 
Giant's  Second  Brother.  "The  Water  of  Life  is 
in  the  Green  Grotto  guarded  by  the  Black  Lion. 
Before  you  reach  the  Green  Grotto,  you  must 
pass  the  old  \\  itch,  and  lucky  it  will  be  for  you 
if  she  turn  you  not  into  an  owl  or  a  bat  or  some 
other  fly-by-night." 

"Oh,  so-and-so,  and  so-aiid-so,  "  whispered 
Hans. 

"Why,  that  is  so !"  said  the  Giant's  Second 
Brother.  And  the  upshot  of  the  matter  was  that 
he  went  out  behind  the  house  and  caught  a  nice 
fat  Pig  on  which  he  threw  a  saddle  and  bridle ; 
and  when  all  was  ready,  Hans  mounted  and  set 
off  at  a  smart  trot. 

By  and  by  the  path  led  to  a  great  black  wood, 
and  there  at  the  entrance  stood  the  Witch.  How- 
she  did  laugh  when  she  saw  Hans  astride  the 
Pig,  for  she  thought :  "Here  will  be  a  fine  meal 
for  my  Black  Lion  in  the  Green  Grotto  yonder  !" 
So  she  let  them  pass  into  the  Black  Forest. 

Better  it  had  been  for  the  Witch,  I  can  tell  you, 
if  she  had  not  let  those  two  ride  past,  for  the 
nice  fat  Pig  was  no  less  a  one  than— but  wait  a 
minute  and  we  shall  see  ! 
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When  the  two  came  near  the  Grotto,  there  sat 
the  Lion  guarding  the  entrance ;  and  no  sooner 
did  he  see  them  than  up  he  jumped.  Then  off 
jumped  Hans,  and  away  scampered  the  nice  fat 
Pig,  and  after  the  Pig  went  the  Lion. 

When  the  Pig  came  again  to  the  entrance  of 
the  forest  and  could  see  the  Witch,  it  ran  behind 
a  tree ;  and  in  a  moment  it  was  no  longer  a  Pig, 
but  the  Good  Fairy,  who  quickly  wove  a  magic 
spell.  And  now  it  was  the  wicked  Witcli  who 
was  changed  to  a  Pig. 

Away  ran  the  Witch,  and  after  her  the  Lion. 
If  the  Lion  ever  caught  the  Witch  I  was  not  near 
to  see,  but  at  least  I  know  she  had  a  good  scare. 

As  for  Hans,  he  was  in  the  (ireen  Grotto  fill- 


smiled  happily:  and  when  Hans  started  the  hoop 
rolling,  she  stood  on  her  tiptoes  and  clapped  her 
hands  in  glee. 

Down  the  hill  it  traveled,  boundnig  from  rock 
to  rock  until  it  reached  the  bottom,  when  crash! 
hang!  it  burst  into  a  thousand  pieces,  and  each 
piece  was  one  of  the  Young  King's  Knights,  all 
in  glistening  armor.  Yes,  those  pieces  were  the 
Knights  who  had  gone  to  the  Blue  Mountains  to 
rescue  the  Young  King  and  had  been  wrought 
into  the  Hoop  by  the  wicked  Witch  ! 

The  Young  King  would  have  taken  Hans  back 
with  him  to  his  Blue  Castle,  where  he  would  have 
made  him  a  Duke  or  a  Baron  or  something  of 
that  sort.     But  Hans  did  n't  care  for  riches,  so 
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ing  a  crystal  goblet  with  the  W'ater  of  Life, 
which  straightway  he  carried  to  the  Frog  King, 
who,  when  he  had  taken  a  drink,  became  again  a 
beautiful  Young  King. 

.\fter  this  they  all  went  back  to  the  Giant's 
Second  Brother,  who  now  gave  Hans  the  Hoop 
of  tiold. 

"Thank  you !"  said  Hans.  "This  Hoop  of 
Gold  is  very  fine ;  too  fine,  I  think,  for  a  poor 
wood-chopper,  whose  neighbors  would  all  say : 
"Hans  has  the  Hoop  of  Gold;  he  is  too  proud 
now  to  speak  to  us.'  Then  they  would  all  shun 
nie,  and  at  night  I  should  have  to  watch  it  to 
keep  away  robbers.  But  anyhow,  it  is  a  fine 
Hoop.  See,  shall  we  not  roll  it  down  this  hill- 
side?'' 

All  the  while  Hans  said  this,  the  Good  Fairv 


he  thanked  the  Young  King  and  said  he  thought 
he  would  just  be  jogging  along  home.  .Then  they 
.shook  hands  and  parted,  and  the  Young  King 
certainly  looked  very  fine  as  he  rode  off  with  all 
his  Knights.  Never  did  the  sun  shine  on  a  braver 
array  of  silvery  armor  and  bright  pennons. 

As  for  Hans,  when  he  again  reached  home,  he 
married  Neighbor  Pfitz's  daughter,  and  every- 
thing went  well  with  him  from  that  time  on.  The 
Little  Man  in  Green  had  disappeared,  and  Hans 
never  saw  him  again.  I  suspect  the  Good  Fairy 
had  something  to  do  with  Hans's  finding  him  that 
time  in  the  hollow  tree— but  of  that  I  do  not 
know  for  sure  and  certain. 

What  of  the  Young  King?  .And  did  he  ever 
find  the  beautiful  Damsel? 

Why,  yes.     But  that  is  another  storj-. 
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Uncle  Fred  is  a  professor,  and  he  knows  so  very  much, 

That,  when  he  meets  with  foreign  men  who  have  to  talk  in  Dutch 

Italian,  Hebrew,  Russian,  French,  Armenian,  or  Greek, 

He  understands  and  answers  them,  whatever  words  they  speak. 

Their  shoulders  shrug,  their  hands  move  fast,  their  eyes  begin  to 

They  like  my  Uncle  Fred  because  he  understands  them  so. 
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Uncle  Francis  is  a  farmer,  and  he  is  extremely 

wise. 
He  talks  with  all  his  animals  of  every  kind  and 

size. 
With  hens  and  pigs,  with  cows  and  geese,  with 

horses,  dogs,  and  birds. 
He  knows  their  calls,  and  they  know  his,  as  well 

as  we  know  words. 
They  follow  him  with  feet,  or  eyes,  as  he  goes  to 

and  fro, 
Thev  love  my  Uncle  Francis  for  he  understands 

them  so. 


Soinetimes  he  harnesses  the  horse,  and  takes  me 

for  a  ride;  — 
He  talks  with  all  the  beasts  we  meet  along  the 

country  side, 
The  dogs  bark  back,  the  chipmunks  scold,  the 

horses  neigh  with  glee. 
The  slow  cows  moo,  the  blue-jays  laugh,  and 

throw  nuts  from  their  tree. 
He  knows  the  far-off  hidden  voice  of  every  bird 

that  flies. 
And  tells  me  what  the  old  crows  mean  by  all  th^ir 

varied  cries. 


I  'm  proud  of  lioth  my  uncles,  each  so  clever  with  his  voice, 

I  'd  be  like  Uncle  Francis,  though,  if  I  could  have  my  choice. 

Instead  of  learning  languages  that  you  can  find  in  books, 

I  'd  learn  the  ones  you  find  in  fields  and  woods,  by  lakes  and  brooks. 

For  any  one  can  learn  man-talk,  who  studies  and  is  smart ; 

But  beast-talk  can't  be  learned  that  way,  — you  must  learn  that  by  heart. 
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Chapter  II 


BURIED   ALIVE 


A  YEAR  and  a  thousand  miles  separate  this  chap- 
ter from  the  last.  To  Jack  Winans  the  year 
seemed  like  ten  and  the  miles  like  ten  thousand, 
for  he  had  dragged  himself,  painfully,  over  much 
of  the  distance  on  foot. 

Mr.  Barto's  work  at  Thunder  River  was  long 
since  completed.  After  the  pit  inside  the  ring  of 
caissons  had  been  carried  down  to  rock,  work  on 
the  foundations  had  moved  along  so  briskly  that 
by  the  end  of  May  they  were  finished.  To  be 
sure,  the  main  body  of  the  dam  was  still  to  be 
built  on  them,  but  that  part  of  the  work  did  not 
concern  Mr.  Barto,  so  he  dismissed  his  men, 
struck  camp,  and,  taking  Perry  with  him  as  his 
private  secretary,  went  to  look  into  a  big  piece  of 
engineering  somewhere  in  California. 

Xot  until  they  were  gone  did  Jack  realize  how 
much  the  two  had  meant  to  him.  He  could  n't 
attend  to  his  work,  which  made  Farmer  Billups 
grow  more  and  more  irritable,  until  finally  Jack 
could  stand  it  no  longer. 

Then,  one  day,  a  letter  came  to  him  from 
Perry.  Mr.  Barto  and  he  were  in  Los  Angeles  at 
the  Hotel  Sequoia.  "I  wish  you  were  with  us," 
Perry  had  written.  "I  don't  know  whether  you 
will  ever  make  a  good  farmer,  but  I  am  sure 
you  'd  inake  a  bigger  success  at  engineering." 

That  settled  it  for  Jack.  He  would  go  out  into 
the  big  world  after  his  friends.  So  one  summer 
night  he  penned  a  note  of  farewell  to  Aunt  Judy, 
packed  up  his  most  treasured  belongings,  shook 
out  the  few  coins  in  his  savings-bank,  stole  out 
of  the  house,  and  tramped  five  miles  across  coun- 
try to  Coogan's  Siding,  where  he  crept  aboard 
the  west-bound  freight  as  it  waited  for  the 
"Snow-crest  Limifed"  to  thunder  by. 

We  have  n't  room  to  describe  Jacks  experi- 
ences during  the  long  months  that  followed.  He 
had  to  work  his  way,  of  course,  and  that  took 
lots  of  time.  After  the  first  night,  when  he  was 
anxious  to  get  away  as  far  as  possible  before 
morning,  Jack  Winans  stole  no  more  rides  on 
freight-trains. 

"They  '11  think  I  'm  a  hobo,"  he  said  to  him- 
self. "But  I  'm  not  in  that  class.  I  can  pay  my 
way,  thank  you." 

That  meant  that  he  had  to  stop  off  and  work 
until  he  had  earned  enough  to  carry  him  along 


the  next  stage  of  his  journey.  That  is  why  it 
took  him  eight  months  to  reach  his  destination. 

It  was  the  middle  of  February  w^hen  he  finally 
arrived  in  Los  Angeles  and  inquired  at  the  Hotel 
Sequoia  for  his  two  friends. 

"There  's  no  one  by  that  name  here,"  snapped 
the  clerk. 

"But  they  were  here  last  June,"  persisted  Jack, 
"because  I  got  a  letter  from  Perry  Carpenter 
sent  from  this  hotel." 

The  clerk  consulted  the  register.  "Oh,  yes," 
he  said,  "they  were  here  just  two  weeks,  June 
second  to  sixteenth.  Then  they  left  without  say- 
ing where  they  were  going." 

"I  don't  believe  they  got  my  letter  saying  that 
I  was  coming.  Let  me  see, "  Jack  reflected. 
"June  sixteenth?  Why.  that  's  the  day  I  started  !'' 

"Started  !  '  ejaculated  the  clerk.  "Where  from, 
Timbuctoo?  You  could  go  around  the  world 
si.x  times  in  eight  months.  " 

"But  you  could  n't  do  it  if  you  started  with 
less  than  two  dollars  in  your  pocket  and  had  to 
stop  off  every  twenty  or  thirty  miles  to  earn  your 
car-fare  and  lodging."  Jack  retorted. 

"Could  n't  you  hook  a  ride?" 

"I  'm  no  tramp !"  declared  Jack.  "I  paid  for 
my  car-fare  all  the  way,  except  the  first  night 
when  I  was  anxious  to  get  across  the  State  line 
as  quickly  as  possible.  And  I  'm  no  outlaw, 
either,"  continued  Jack,  as  he  noticed  a  look  of 
suspicion  flash  across  the  clerk's  face.  Then  he 
proceeded  to  lay  bare  his  life's  history. 

"Now  the  first  thing  I  've  got  to  do,"  Jack  went 
on,  "is  to  find  a  job,  because  my  pocket-book  is 
getting  rather  flabby.  Then  I  can  look  up  Mr. 
Barto  and  Perry  Carpenter.  Is  there  any  big  en- 
gineering job  around  here?" 

"Big?  Well  I  should  say  so.  The  biggest  piece 
of  work  this  side  of  the  Rockies.  Have  n't  you 
heard  about  the  great  Los  .'\ngeles  ,\queduct, 
two  hundred  and  thirty- four  miles  long?" 

"Two  hundred  and  thirty-four  miles !"  ex- 
claimed Jack. 

"Yes,  it  's  the  longest  aqueduct  in  the  world. 
It  beats  the  Catskill  .\queduct,  in  New  York,  by 
a  luuidrcd  miles.  The  water  comes  from  the  snow 
in  the  Sierras  and  runs  through  miles  of  con- 
crete flumes  and  steel  siphons  and  rock  tunnels: 
there  are  a  hundred  and  fifty  tunnels  along  the 
line,  and  one  of  them  is  five  miles  long.  Yes 
sir  !  this  is  a  big  job  all  right !" 
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Jack  brightened.  "Then  they  must  be  building 
the  aqueduct,"  he  said.  "When  did  the  work 
start  ?" 

"Start?"  exclaimed  the  clerk.  "Why,  it  's  all 
finished  except  the  power-plants.  You  know, 
they  are  going  to  make  use  of  the  water  to  gen- 
erate electricity.     There  is  a  drop  of  something 


Certainly  they  had  never  had  anything  to  do  with 
the  aqueduct.  Furthermore,  there  was  no  sort  of 
a  job  open  for  Jack.  It  was  a  day  of  bitter  dis- 
appointment. This  was  the  outcome  of  his  thou- 
sand weary  miles  of  travel.  For  the  first  time 
since  he  left  home.  Jack  faltered.  But  he  could 
not  sit  down  and  mope.     Only  a   few  pieces  of 


'AS  JACK  REACHED  THE  EDGE  OF  THE  TRENCH,  THE  EARTH  GAVE  WAY 
BENEATH  HIM."   (SEE  NEXT  PAGE,) 


like  thirty-four  hundred  feet  between  the  source 
in  the  Sierras  and  the  outlet  in  the  San  Fernando 
Reservoir.  Now  your  friends  might  be  working 
on  that  job.  I  would  advise  you  to  go  to  the 
chief  engineer's  office  and  inquire.  It  is  only 
about  five  blocks  away." 

At  the  chief  engineer's  office  Jack  was  unable 
to  learn  anything  about  Mr.   Barto  and  Perry. 


silver  jingled  in  his  pocket.  He  must  find  a  job 
without  delay,  and  then  he  could  afford  to  stop 
and  consider  his  next  step. 

He  tried  a  number  of  places  without  success. 
Finally,  night  overtook  him  and  forced  him  to 
part  w-ith  a  large  portion  of  his  capital  for  a  bite 
to  eat  and  a  place  to  sleep. 

Early  the  next  day  he  was  at  it  again,  after 
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consulting  the  "Help  wanted"  section  of  a  morn- 
ing paper.  Near  the  outskirts  of  the  city  he 
came  across  a  street  that  was  ripped  open,  while 
a  gang  of  men  were  laying  a  big  water-main. 
The  prospects  did  not  look  very  promising. 
Nevertheless,  he  marched  into  the  construction 
shanty  and  applied  for  a  job. 

"The  only  job  we  have  here  is  carrying  wa- 
ter," he  was  told. 

''I  don't  care  what  the  work  is,  so  long  as  it  is 
honest  work,"  replied  Jack.     "I  '11  take  the  job." 

And  so  Jack  became  a  water-boy,  and  had  to 
tramp  along  the  trench  in  the  broiling  hot  sun 
with  a  pail  of  water  and  a  dipper,  refreshing  the 
parched  workmen. 

There  was  nothing  very  interesting  about  his 
task.  .\t  one  end  of  the  line  the  men  were  dig- 
ging the  trench  and  shoring  up  the  sides  with 
planks ;  at  the  other  end  they  were  filling  it  in. 
Between  these  two  extremes  the  sections  of  cast- 
iron  pipe  were  being  laid.  Under  each  joint  the 
floor  of  the  trench  was  dug  out  a  little  so  that  the 
calkers  could  get  at  the  under  side  of  the  joint 
and  drive  the  packing  into  the  bell  of  the  pipe. 
Farther  back,  they  were  cementing  the  joints 
which  had  been  calked. 

As  Jack  swung  along  with  his  heavy  bucket, 
he  overheard  two  of  the  calkers  who  were  en- 
gaged in  a  heated  argument.  One  of  them  was 
lying  on  his  back  and  reaching  into  the  depres- 
sion under  the  pipe,  while  the  other,  a  red-headed 
chap,  sat  astride  the  pipe  above  him. 

Just  then  the  man  under  the  pipe  raised  him- 
self and  turned  his  head.  Immediately  Jack  rec- 
ognized him  as  Jim  Doyle,  the  man  he  had 
knocked  into  Thunder  River.  He  was  so  de- 
lighted to  see  a  familiar  face  again  that  he  did 
n't  stop  to  consider  how  he  might  be  received, 
but  ran  forward  crying  "Hello,  Jim  !" 

Apparently  Jim  did  n't  hear  him,  for  he  kept 
right  on  with  his  argument.  Then  something 
happened. 

Just  as  Jack  reached  the  etlge  of  the  trench, 
the  earth  gave  way  beneath  him.  He  reeled,  and 
the  pail  of  water  flew  out  of  his  hand.  The 
shoring  burst  apart,  and  an  avalanche  of  sand 
poured  into  the  excavation  liearing  J;ick  on  its 
crest. 

"Look  out,  Jim!"  he  yelled:  but  Jim  li.id  n't 
the  slightest  chance.  Jack  caught  the  startled 
look  of  his  old  acquaintance  as  he  struggled  up 
to  a  sitting  posture.  Then  the  sand  closed  over 
the  man,  and  Jack  found  himself  at  the  bottom 
of  the  trench,  half  buried,  beside  the  red-headed 
chap  who  had  been  sitting  astride  the  pipe. 

Both  of  them  shouted  a  wild  cry  for  help,  but 
already  men  were  coming  from  all  directions. 


"Hurry!"  cried  Jack,  as  he  struggled  to  free 
himself.  "There  's  a  man  buried  under  there! 
It  's  Jimmy  Doyle.  Here,  give  me  a  shovel !" 
But  he  was  swept  aside,  while  more  experienced 
hands  dug  away  furiously  at  the  sand. 

Jack  was  almost  frantic.  He  felt  responsible 
for  the  accident.  "How  long  can  he  live  under 
the  sand?"  he  asked  the  foreman. 

"Well  two  minutes  is  pretty  close  to  the  limit," 
the  man  replied  as  he  looked  at  his  watch,  "and 
he  's  been  down  there  about  that  long  already. 
Xo  man  could  stand  it  much  longer  than  that.  " 

"But  why  don't  they  hurry?  They  are  n't  mak- 
ing any  progress  !  " 

"Just  you  keep  cool,  young  feller.  Jim  Doyle 
is  probably  done  for,  but  you  can't  do  any  good 
by  gettin'  e.xcited !  The  boys  are  shoveling  it 
out  as  fast  as  anybody  could. 

"Here,  RafTerty !"  he  shouted,  "jntt  in  some 
planks  there  to  keep  back  that  sand  ;  it  's  sliding 
in  faster  than  you  can  dig  it  out."  Some  of  the 
men  began  to  drive  planks  endwise  into  the  sand 
to  hold  it  back.  Jack  ran  around  perfectly  dis- 
tracted. .'Ml  he  could  see  was  that  startled  look 
on  Jim  Doyle's  face  just  before  the  sand  closed 
over  him. 

"What  tiine  is  it?  How  long  is  it?"  he  kept 
pestering  the  foreman. 

"Eight  minutes  gone,"  said  the  foreiuan,  clos- 
ing his  watch  with  a  snap.  "It  's  no  use.  He 
could  n't  possibly  live  half  that  long." 

Jack  gave  up  in  despair,  when  he  was  roused 
by  the  shout,  "Here  he  is !"  They  had  uncovered 
the  top  of  the  man's  head  and  were  digging  the 
sand  from  around  his  face.  Jim  Doyle's  head 
was  apparently  jammed  tight  against  the  pipe. 

.■\  sickening  horror  seized  Jack.  He  was  about 
to  turn  away,  when  a  most  uncanny  thing  hap- 
jiened.  The  head  suddenly  lifted,  the  eyes  opened 
and  looked  straight  at  Jack. 

"Hello!"  shouted  Jim  Doyle;  "glad  to  see  you. 
Jack  !  But  the  next  time  you  call,  don't  tell  me 
you  're  here  with  a  pail  o'  water  and  a  hundred 
tons  of  sand  !" 

F.vcrybody  burst  out  laughing.  .\s  for  Jack, 
he  was  almost  in  hysterics  at  this  sudden  relief 
from  the  tension  to  which  his  nerves  had  been 
subjected. 

"lldw  did  you  do  it?  How  could  you  hold 
your  breath  .so  long?"  Jack  managed  to  gasp. 

"I  did  n't  hold  it,"  laughed  Jim.  "I  had  all 
the  air  I  wanteil." 

"But  where  did  you  get  it  from?" 

"Why  from  the  pipe,  of  course.  .\s  soon  as 
I  saw  I  could  n't  get  out,  I  clapped  my  mouth  to 
the  joint  where  it  had  n't  been  calked  yet,  and  I 
got  all  the  air  I  needed." 
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THE    COLLAPSED  SIPHON.      (SEC    PAGE   348.) 

Chapter  III 

THE  "water-cure"  FOR  A  FLATTENED  PIPE 

Jack's  job  as  water-boy  did  not  last  very  long. 
The  sewer  was  soon  completed  and  he  had  to 
look  about  for  something  else  to  do.  Despite 
their  previous  unpleasant  encounters,  Jack  and 
Jim  Doyle  had  struck  up  quite  a  friendship.  They 
both  stopped  at  the  same  lodging-house. 

"Oh,  I  don't  bear  you  any  grudge,"  Jim  Doyle 
said  once,  when  Jack  referred  to  the  episode  of 
the  air-lock.  "You  saved  me  from  a  bad  bit  o' 
crime  when  the  whiskey  had  turned  my  head, 
did  n't  you  ?" 

"But  did  you  know  it  was  Perry  and  I  who 
found  the  whiskey  cave?"  asked  Jack. 

"So  you  were  the  rascals,  were  you?  Well,  you 
did  me  a  good  turn  there  too.  I  could  n't  keep 
straight  with  all  that  liquor  so  handy."'  Jim  Doyle 
was  really  trying  to  keep  away  from  drink  and 
Jack  did  his  best  to  help  him. 

The  day  after  the  work  ended  on  the  pipe-line 
it  rained  so  hard  that  they  could  not  go  out  to 
look  for  another  job.     It  rained  as  it  had  never 


WHEN    THE    WATER    WAS    FIRST    TURNED    IN. 

rained  before  in  the  memory  of  the  oldest  in- 
habitant. The  next  day  was  even  worse,  and  on 
the  third  day  the  clouds  continued  to  pour  down 
their  floods  upon  the  city.  Streams  were  swollen 
and  overflowed  their  banks,  carrying  away 
bridges  and  washing  out  roadways.  Los  Angeles 
was  cut  of¥  from  the  outside  world. 

It  was  impossible  to  seek  work  in  such  a  storm, 
although  Jack  did  try  several  times. 

"Don't  you  worry,  my  boy,"  counseled  Jim. 
"This  storm  is  tnaking  work  for  us  somezvhere." 

Jim  was  a  better  prophet  than  he  realized.  A 
most  interesting  piece  of  work  was  awaiting 
them.  The  storm  was  very  wide-spread.  It 
reached  out  to  the  edge  of  the  Mojave  Desert, 
and  streams  that  had  been  dry  for  years  now  ran 
yellow  with  angry  torrents.  In  the  Antelope 
Valley,  about  fifty  miles  from  Los  Angeles,  the 
great  aqueduct,  on  its  concrete  legs,  crossed  one 
of  these  ancient  stream-beds;  but  an  angry  river 
now  beat  against  these  legs  and  they  were  soon 
undermined  and  toppled  over  on  their  sides.  This 
caused  a  wide  breach  in  the  big  steel  pipe,  letting 
the  water  flow  out. 
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THE    PIPE    AS    MORE   WATER   POURED   THROTGH. 

Jack  read  the  news  in  an  extra.  "There  's  the 
work  the  storm  has  brought  us  !"'  he  cried.  "Come 
on,  Jim  !     Let  's  apply  for  a  job." 

Together  they  went  down  to  the  City  Bureau 
of  Water  Supply.  They  were  the  earliest  arrivals 
and  were  given  first  place  on  the  list  of  appli- 


cants. The  next  day  Jack  secured  the  job  of 
timekeeper,  while  Jim  qualified  for  work  on  the 
concrete  piers.  Jack  was  very  glad  he  did  not 
have  to  serve  as  w-ater-carrier,  particularly  after 
he  had  traveled  all  day  in  a  wagon  across  the 
desert  to  the  scene  of  the  accident  and  found  out 
what  a  fearfully  hot  place  it  was. 

Antelope  \  alley  was  about  five  miles  wide.  A 
large  siphon,  ten  feet  in  diameter,  carried  the 
water  down  into  and  up  out  of  the  valley.  On 
the  north  side  there  was  a  drop  of  about  200  feet, 
while  the  rise  on  the  south  side  was  about  thirty 
feet  less.  Most  of  the  siphon  was  in  the  form  of 
a  heavy  steel  pipe,  but  near  the  top  of  each  slope 
the  steel  merged  into  a  reinforced  concrete  pipe. 
What  puzzled  Jack  was  that  the  most  serious 
damage  was  done,  not  at  the  point  where  the  tor- 
rent had  carried  away  the  concrete  piers,  but  far 
beyond  the  utmost  limits  reached  by  the  flood. 
The  pipe  was  in  good  condition  for  a  half  mile 
or  so  on  each  side  of  the  break :  but  from  there  on 
to  the  concrete  conduit  the  steel  pipe  on  each 
slope  had  collapsed,  the  top  sinking  in  imtil  it 
looked  like  a  deep  trough. 

'"I  can't  understand  it,"  said  Jack  to  Mr. 
Thorpe,  the  assistant  engineer.  "What  happened 
to  the  pipe  anyway?  Is  the  steel  so  thin  that  it 
can't  stand  up  alone,  and  has  to  be  swelled  out 
with  water?" 

"It  was  the  air  that  did  that,"  replied  the  en- 
gineer. 

"The  air  !"  exclaimed  Jack.  "That  's  too  much 
for  me.     What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"Why  the  air-pressure  !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Thorpe. 


THE    COLLAPSED   A.NTELOPE    VALLEY    SIPHON    RETIKNL\G    TO    SHAPE    AFTKK    THE    WATER    WAS   TURNED    IN. 
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"But  where  does  it  come  from  ?'' 

"Come  from?  Why  it  's  here  all  the  time,  all 
around  us.  Don't  you  know  that  the  air-pressure 
on  the  outside  of  your  body  is  something  like 
twenty  tons  ?"     Jack  looked  skeptical. 

"Well  I  don't  know  just  how  much,"  continued 
Mr.  Thorpe.  "I  have  n't  measured  you.  But  it  is 
fifteen  pounds  on  every  .square  inch  of  your 
body." 

"But  why  don't  I  feel  it  then?" 

"Because  there  is  just  as  much  pressure  inside 
to  withstand  the  pressure  outside ;  otherwise  you 
would  flatten  out  like  a  pancake.  This  pipe  is 
ten  feet  in  diameter,  and  the  atmosphere  is  press- 
ing on  the  outside  with  a  weight  of  fifteen  pounds 
per  square  inch,  which  puts  a  load  on  it  of  about 
a  hundred  tons  per  running  yard.  When  the 
siphon  was  first  laid,  the  air  on  the  inside  of  the 
pipe  resisted  the  pressure  on  the  outside ;  then 
when  the  water  was  turned  on,  it  more  than  took 
the  place  of  the  air-pressure  inside.  When  the 
break  came,  the  other  day,  the  water  ran  out  so 
fast  that  it  took  away  a  big  share  of  the  inside 
pressure  without  letting  in  any  air  to  take  its 
place;  and  then  the  outside  atmosphere  just 
crushed  in  that  pipe  as  if  it  were  made  of  tin. 
Why,  at  the  upper  end  of  the  north  section  it 
actually  tore  out  a  couple  of  plates,  so  that  we 
must  replace  them  !" 


THE    I'IPE    FULLY    ROUNDED  OUT. 

"But  you  will  have  to  replace  all  of  this  pipe, 
won't  you  ?"  asked  Jack. 

"Oh,  no  !  that  would  be  too  expensive.  I  think 
we  can  get  along  without  doing  that.  The  pipe 
collapsed  because  the  water  shirked  its  duty  and 
ran  away.  Now  we  '11  see  if  we  cannot  make 
that  water  repair  the  damage." 


DLNGKAM    SHOWING   THE    COLLAPSED  AQUEDUCT  AND  THE 

SHAPES   IT  ASSUMED  AS    IT   FILLED    WITH    WATER. 

A,  Collapsed  posirion  of  pipe:    B,  Position  taken  at  beginning  of 

filling:   C,  Position  after  filling:    D,  Original  and  final 

position  of  pipe;   K,  Surface  of  the  ground. 

"How?    //ow,  please?" 
Jack  was  consumed  with  curiosity. 
"You  just  wait  and  see!"  was  all  the  satisfac- 
tion that  he  could  get. 
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The  first  task  was  to  replace  the  two  concrete 
piers.  Jack  hung  around  during  all  his  spare 
moments  and  watched  the  work. 

"I  don't  believe  they  knew  what  they  were 
about,"  he  said.  "If  they  had  put  their  founda- 
tions down  to  rock  in  the  first  place,  this  would 
not  have  happened." 

'"Since  you  know  so  much  about  it,  why  don't 
you  go  up  to  the  chief  engineer  and  give  him 
some  advice?"  suggested  Jim. 

"Well,  I  know  something  about  foundations 
and  what  Thunder  River  did  to  them,  don't  I?" 

"Well,  this  is  n't  Thunder  River.  How  about 
it,  Mr.  Thorpe?"  said  Jim,  turning  to  the  assis- 
tant engineer,  who  had  just  come  up.  "Jack, 
here,  thinks  you  ought  to  have  carried  those  piers 
down  to  rock." 

"To  rock?  Well,  maybe:  but  these  piers  were 
not  put  down  to  carry  the  siphon  over  a  river. 
Why.  there  has  n't  been  a  trickle  of  water  in  this 
stream-bed  for  years !  This  is  a  desert.  We 
may  not  have  another  drop  of  rain  here  for  a 
year,  and  then  there  won't  be  enough  water  to 
wet  the  soil.  Before  the  storm  you  'd  scarcely 
have  known  that  there  had  ever  been  a  stream 
through  here.  When  we  put  down  these  piers, 
we  never  anticipated  a  three  days'  downpour,  and 
the  chances  are  there  won't  be  another  rain  like 
this  in  the  next  hundred  years." 

While  the  work  was  proceeding  on  the  piers, 
steel  plates  had  been  ordered  from  the  mill. 
They  were  rolled  cold,  to  the  exact  curve  of  the 
siphon,  and  the  rivet  holes  were  punched  in  them 
before  they  were  shipped.  Only  just  enough 
plates  were  made  to  replace  the  torn  ones  in  the 
pipe-line  at  the  bottom  of  the  valley  and  also  on 
the  northern  slope.  In  due  course  of  time  they 
arrived  and  were  riveted  into  place. 

One  morning,  when  everything  had  been  com- 
pleted, Mr.  Thorpe  called  to  Jack  to  come  along. 
"We  are  going  to  try  our  little  scheme,"  he  an- 
nounced, "of  using  the  water  to  undo  the  mis- 
chief of  the  air." 

"Where  is  the  ap()aratus?"  asked  Jack,  looking 
eagerly  about. 

"There,"  said  Mr.  Thorpe,  pointing  to  the  si- 
phon. 

Jack  could  not  see  anything.  "But  I  don't  un- 
derstand. Are  you  going  to  use  hydraulic  jacks 
or  something?" 

"Yes,  that  's  it,"  re])lied  the  engineer,  enjoying 
the  bewilderment  of  the  boy;  "but  the  pipe  itself 
is  the  jack.'' 

(Tobt 


"You  don't  mean—"  began  Jack,  as  a  light  be- 
gan to  dawn  on  him. 

"Yes;  I  mean  we  are  going  to  give  the  pipe 
the  "water-cure."  We  '11  turn  on  the  water  and 
let  it  inflate  the  pipe  just  as  you  would  inflate  a 
tire  with  air." 

"But  it  will  take  an  enormous  pressure,  won't 
it?" 

"It  did  n't  take  more  than  fifteen  pounds  per 
square  inch  to  collapse  the  pipe,  and  probably 
much  less.  We  can  get  five  times  that  pressure 
when  we  fill  the  pipe  full  of  water." 

"But  won't  the  plates  break  from  bending?" 

"Well,  it  is  good  tough  steel ;  it  ought  to  stand 
the  strain,  particularly  as  there  are  scarcely  any 
kinks  in  it.  What  we  are  most  worried  about  is 
how  the  riveted  joints  will  stand  it." 

Jack  was  assigned  a  patrol  along  the  northern 
slope  to  watch  the  action  of  the  siphon  when  the 
water  was  turned  on.  He  walked  back  and  forth 
in  the  trough  of  the  collapsed  pipe.  Presently 
he  noticed  that  the  trough  was  gradually  rising 
and  at  the  same  time  flattening  out.  It  was  very 
slow  work,  however.  After  many  hours  the  si- 
phon began  to  take  on  an  oval  form.  It  was  a 
ten-foot  pipe  when  round,  but  now,  in  the  oval 
form,  it  was  145^  feet  in  diameter  the  longer 
way.  Of  course  the  pipe  was  not  of  the  same 
shape  throughout  its  length.  The  first  effect  ap- 
peared at  the  lower  end,  and  then  gradually 
worked  up  the  slope  to  the  top  as  the  siphon 
slowly  filled  with  water.  Finally  the  full  pres- 
sure was  reached,  and  then  the  siphon  came  to 
true,  round  shape. 

It  was  a  grand  success.  The  riveting  of  the 
plates  stood  the  strain  remarkably  well.  Long 
stretches  of  the  pipe  needed  no  attention  what- 
ever, and  in  a  few  places  a  little  calking  stopped 
the  stray  leaks. 

"It  provides  a  very  good  demonstration  of  a 
problem  in  geometry,"  said  Mr.  Thorpe  to  Jack, 
after  it  was  all  over.  "I  suppose  you  have  been 
told  that  a  circle  will  cover  a  bigger  area  than 
any  other  boundary  of  the  same  length.  I  took 
careful  measurements  during  the  operation  and 
here  is  the  way  the  pipe  behaved." 

Mr.  Thorpe  exhibited  a  sketch  like  that  repro- 
duced on  page  349.  "First  it  had  a  regular  U 
section ;  then  it  broadened  out  so  that  the  top  was 
flat ;  then  it  became  an  ellipse,  but  still  it  had  n't 
reached  its  fill.  Finally  it  became  a  circle,  and 
that  was  the  limit  of  its  capacity.  \"o  other 
shape  would  let  more  water  through." 

rontinued.) 


THE  CLOCK  FAIRY 


When  Ellen  went  to  the 
piano  to  practise  her  lesson, 
she  always  looked  first  at  the 
grandfather's  clock  that 
stood  in  the  corner  of  the 
room,  because  she  knew  that 
she  must  work  on  her  lesson 
for  an  hour.  The  clock 
seemed  to  go  very  slowly ; 
much  more  so  when  the 
weather  was  fine  and  the 
pavement     was    lively     with 

her  girl  friends  skimming  about  on  roller-skates. 
On  this  day  that  I  am  telling  you  about,  Ellen 

went  and  stood  before  the  clock. 

'"You  are  a  horrid  old  thing!"  said  Ellen;  "for 

when  I  am  out  playing  and  having  a  good  time, 

you  make  your  hands  go  round  as  fast  as  you 

can ;  but  when  I  come  in  here  to  practise  on  the 

piano  and  play  old  scales,  your  hands  just  barely 

move.     I  don't  know  why  we  have  to  do  things 

we    don't    like  — and    by    the    hour! 

What  a  splendid  time  we  could  have 

if  there  were  no  clocks." 
"Ho  !  Ho  !"  said  a  voice  that  came 

right  out  of  the  clock.     "I  suppose 

you   think   there   would   n't   be   any 

time   if  there   were  n't   any  clocks. 

Clocks  only  measure  time.     Do  you 

think  there  would  n't  be  any  milk  to 

drink  if  all  the  pint  and  quart  meas- 
ures were  lost?" 

"I  did  n't  know  you  could  talk," 

said  Ellen,  very  much  surprised.     "I 

did  n't  even  know  you  could 

hear.     I  'm  sorry  I  said  you 

were  horrid,  and  I  apologize. 

I    supposed    you    were    just 

wood  and  wire  and  things." 
''So  I  am  wood  and  wire 

and  things,  just  as  you  are 

skin  and  bones  and  things ; 

but  you  have  a  spirit  in  you, 

and    I    have    a    fairy    in   me 

which  answers  the  same  pur- 
pose.      H     you     will     stand 

across  the  room,  I  '11  smile 

at  you." 

'"Oh,  will  you?"  exclaimed  Ellen.     "Why  did 

you  never  talk  to  me  before?" 

"Well,"    said   the   clock,    "because   you    never 

talked  to  me  before.  Clocks  only  say  'tick,'  unless 

they  are  talked  to." 

"I  should  think  you  would  be  very  lonesome," 


said  Ellen,  "shut  up  all  the  time,  saying  'tick,  tick' 
all  day  and  all  night." 

"Oh,  I  never  get  lonesome,"  said  the  clock.  "I 
have  so  much  business  to  attend  to  and  so  many 
games  to  play.     I  have  a  very  pleasant  time." 

"Games !"  cried  Ellen,  "I  did  n't  suppose  a 
clock  knew  any  games." 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  the  clock,  "I  am  a  game  clock. 
I  have  one  game  that  I  play  all  the  time— good 
sport  for  me,  too  !  I  play  I  'm  a  hundred  and 
fifty  years  old  when  really  I  'm  less  than  ten, 
just  the  least  bit  older  than  yourself.  Then  I 
play  games  every  day  with  you  and 
your  sister  and  your  father  and 
mother.  But  when  I  am  here  all 
alone,  I  try  to  see  how  many 
ways  I  can  say  'tick,  tack, 
tock,  tuck.'  " 

"Yes,"         interrupted 
Ellen,    "I    've    noticed 
that.       But     tell     nic 


THE  CLOCK  SEEMK 

TO  GO  VERY 

SLOWLY." 


about  the  games ;  how  can  you  play  a  game  with 
my  father?" 

"One  game,"  answered  the  clock,  "is  the  eve- 
ning-paper game ;  sometimes  it  gets  quite  excit- 
ing. Your  father  always  brings  the  jiaper  home 
with  him  at  dinner-time  and  leaves  it  somewhere 
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about  here  while  he  runs  up  stairs  to  get  ready 
for  dinner.  Then  when  he  comes  down  stairs,  he 
seldom  knows  where  it  is,  and  it  is  such  fun  to 
see  him  hunt !  I  count  how  many  times  he  says 
'Thunder !'  and  I  watch  to  see  how  far  my  hands 
move  before  he  settles  down  to  read.  In  the 
morning  I  have  just  as  much  fun,  watching  him 


'■EI.I.KN    SOMETIMES    KISSED    IT.  " 

hunt  for  his  books  and  pencils  and  things  that  he 
takes  over  to  the  college  with  him"  (Ellen's  fa- 
ther was  a  teacher,  you  know).  ".And  sometimes 
he  gets  all  of  you  in  here  to  help  him  find  his 
things,  and  then  it  is  great  fun  !" 

"My  father  is  not  very  systematic,"  said  Ellen, 
as  nearly  like  her  mother  as  possible,  and  sighing 
just  as  she  had  often  heard  her  mother  sigh. 
"Tell  me  what  kind  of  games  yuu  play  with  inc. 
I  don't  lose  the  evening  paper." 


"Oh  no,  nothing  like  that,"  said  the  clock;  "but 
last  week  I  counted  si.x  times  that  you  were  sent 
up  stairs  to  wash  your  hands,  and  I  counted  how 
many  minutes  it  took  you,  and  I  watched  to  see 
whether  you  came  back  smiling  and  happy  oi- 
cross  and  frowning.  But  I  have  the  best  fun 
with  you,"  the  clock  went  on  cheerily,  "when  you 
are  practising  your  music-lesson.  Then  I  run 
races  with  you." 

'TIow  do  you  do  that  ?"  asked  Ellen,  looking 
interested  again.     "I  don't  see  how  you  can  run." 

"Me  run !"  said  the  clock,  in  amazement. 
"Why,  I  run  all  the  time :  up  to  the  very  instant  I 
stop,  I  am  running  down." 

"Of  course  that  's  a  joke,"  said  Ellen;  "but  it 
does  n't  explain  how  you  can  run  races  with  me.  " 

"I  '11  tell  you,"  said  the  clock.  "When  you  begin 
a  new  lesson,  I  say  to  myself:  'Xow  Ellen  is  just 
beginning  to  learn  that  lesson.  I  wonder  if  she 
can  play  it  over  in  fifteen  minutes.'  Sometimes  I 
get  to  the  quarter-mark  first,  and  sometimes  you 
do ;  is  n't  that  running  a  race  ?  Then  the  ne.xt 
day  I  see  if  you  can  do  that  lesson  in  ten  minutes: 
and  if  you  do,  I  say,  "Ellen  is  getting  that  lesson,' 
and  I  am  that  pleased  you  really  can't  imagine 
how  pleased  I  am  !  Then,  by  the  end  of  the  week. 
I  count  how  many  times  you  can  play  your  lesson 
correctly  in  an  hour.  I  am  dreading  the  scold- 
ing your  teacher  will  give  you;  I  do  so  dislike  to 
hear  you  scolded  — it  makes  me  feel  so  badly  that 
I  ache  all  over  my  very  largest  wheel." 

"I  'm  very  sorry,"  said  Ellen:  "I  never  knew 
that  you  cared." 

"X'ow,"  said  the  clock,  "I  'm  getting  anxious 
for  the  race  to  begin.  Suppose  you  see  how  many 
times  you  can  play  that  four-sharp  scale  correctly 
in  fifteen  minutes:  maybe  you  could  do  it  five 
times  to-day  and  seven  times  to-morrow,  and  at 
the  end  of  the  week  you  might  be  playing  a  scale 
a  minute:  that  would  be  great  fun." 

"Good  fun,"  repeated  Ellen.  "I  believe  I  will 
run  races  with  you,  too." 

"Yes,"  said  the  clock,  "but  don't  look  at  me 
too  often.  I  have  noticed  that,  when  you  keep 
your  eyes  on  me  too  much,  the  scales  don't  come 
out  right.     Now  you  'd  better  begin." 

Every  day,  after  that,  Ellen  ran  races  with  the 
clock,  and  it  was  really  wonderful  how  mucii  fun 
it  was.  Her  music-teacher  told  Ellen's  mother 
that  the  progress  Ellen  was  making  in  her  music 
was  remarkable,  that  her  s|)eed  and  accuracy  were 
wonderful,  and  that  she  believed  the  child  would 
Ijecome  a  very  successful  jiianist. 

Xeither  of  them  ever  even  thought  of  thanking 
tile  clock,  but  Ellen  sometimes  kissed  it  on  its  big 
kind  face. 

Jessie  McKce. 
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THE  GREAT  WAR 

More  men  were  killed  in  the  battles  of  the  Great 
War  in  191 5  than  ever  fell  in  a  single  year  since 
the  beginning  of  time.  Yet  at  the  end  of  the 
year  nothing  had  been  settled.  The  old  year 
closed  with  the  outlook  in  Europe  as  dark  as  it 
was  when  the  new  }-ear  was  ushered  in.  It  is 
true  that  at  the  end  of  19 15  there  was  some  se- 
rious talk  of  peace ;  and  that  was  a  gain,  for  at 
the  beginning  of  the  year  only  the  voice  of  war 
was  heard.  But  the  talk  of  peace  that  was  heard 
in  December  did  little  more  than  bring  out  in 
clear  light  the  obstacles  that  stand  in  the  way  of 
peace.  This  war  has  taught  the  world  many  use- 
ful lessons,  and  one  of  these  lessons  is  that  it  is 
vastly  easier  to  begin  a  great  war  than  it  is  to 
end  one.  At  the  end  of  the  war  the  rulers  of 
each  of  the  warring  countries  must  show  to  their 
people  that  the  strife  and  sacrifice  have  not  been 
in  vain.  They  must  not  return  to  their  people 
empty-handed;  for  if  they  do,  there  is  likely  to 
l)e  trouble  at  home :  revolution  is  likely  to  follow 
in  the  wake  of  the  war.  At  the  opening  of  the 
year  it  seems  that  Germany  will  demand  that  the 
terms  of  peace  shall  be  based  upon  the  result  of 
the  fighting.  If  these  be  made  the  basis  of  an 
early  peace,  then  Germany  will  have  to  dictate 
the  terms :  for  without  doubt  military  success  has 
been  on  the  side  of  the  Teutons.  If  Germany 
dictates  the  terms,  she  will  almost  certainly  de- 
mand for  herself  a  free  passage  through  the 
Balkan  country  to  Constantinople  and  on  to  the 
Persian  Gulf.  This  will  take  the  trade  of  the 
Orient  from  Great  Britain  and  give  it  to  Germany. 
How  would  the  people  of  Great  Britain  like  that  ? 
Germany  will  also  refuse,  doubtless,  to  give 
Poland  back  to  Russia.  How  would  the  people  of 
Russia  like  that?    Or  suppose  that  for  the  sake 


of  humanity  the  warring  nations  should  simply 
agree  to  stop  fighting  and  let  everything  be  just 
as  it  was  on  the  day  before  the  war  began.  How 
would  the  people  of  Germany  like  that?  Still 
there  must  be  peace.  The  killing  cannot  go  on 
indefinitely.  Europe  is  not  going  to  commit  sui- 
cide. In  the  future  there  is  a  certain  day  upon 
which  the  war  will  end.  When  will  that  blessed 
day  come  ?  How  can  its  coming  be  hastened  ? 
These  are  the  questions  that  everybody  at  the 
close  of  1915  was  anxiously  asking,  and  every- 
body was  fervently  praying  that  1916  would 
speedily  have  answers  for  them. 

FAIRER  SKIES  IN  MEXICO 

The  year  19 15  closed  with  the  outlook  in  Mexico 
much  brighter  than  it  had  been  for  a  long  time. 
The  Carranzan  government  had  been  recognized 
not  only  by  the  nations  of  the  Western  Hemi- 
sphere, but  also  by  most  of  the  nations  of  the  Old 
World.  Better  than  this,  there  were  signs  that 
the  new  government  would  show  itself  worthy  of 
recognition.  Carranza  had  established  a  peaceful 
order  of  things  in  places  which  for  several  years 
had  been  scenes  of  lawlessness  and  crime.  He 
had  extended  his  authority  over  practically  the 
entire  area  of  the  republic,  for  the  \'illa  govern- 
ment had  become  little  more  than  a  shadow  and 
\'illa  himself  little  more  than  a  bandit.  There 
was  still  some  violence  along  the  Me.xican  border, 
but  it  was  violence  that  bade  fair  to  be  put  down 
by  the  strong  hand  of  the  new  government.  There 
was,  however,  still  one  very  dark  cloud  in  the 
Mexican  sky:  the  deadly  typhus  fever,  a  natural 
consequence  of  war  and  famine,  was  spreading, 
and  claiming  its  victims  by  the  thousands.  But 
the  pestilence  doubtless  will  be  checked  and 
stamped  out  before  a  greater  enemy  of  the  repub- 
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lie  is  overcome.  That  enemy  is  the  spirit  of  law- 
lessness which  prevails  in  the  hearts  and  minds  of 
so  many  of  the  Me.xican  people,  and.  as  long  as 
that  prevails,  Mexico  is  in  danger.  The  hardest 
task  of  the  Mexican  people  is  before  them.  They 
still  have  to  solve  the  problem  of  preserving  their 
liberty  and  at  the  same  time  governing  themselves 
in  a  peaceful  and  lawful  manner.  This  is  diffi- 
cult for  the  people  of  any  nation,  and  Mexico 
is  not  the  only  country  that  has  failed  to  accom- 
plish it.  China  at  this  very  moment,  indeed,  is 
struggling  to  find  a  way  by  which  she  may  enjoy 
self-government  and  civil  liberty.  These  bless- 
ings did  not  come  to  our  own  country  except  as 
the  result  of  hard-fought  battles,  and  they  will 
hardly  come  quickly  and  easily  to  Mexico  or 
China.  "The  ground  of  liberty,"  says  Jefferson, 
"must  be  gained  by  inches." 

A  GREAT  P:XP0SITI0N 

The  Panama- Pacific  Exposition  was  planned  at 
a  time  when  the  world  was  at  peace,  and  when 
it  was  expected  that  all  the  great  nations  of 
Europe  would  send  their  exhibits  and  help  to 
make  the  Exposition  a  success.  But  about  the 
time  the  plans  of  the  fair  were  well  under  way, 
the  Great  War  broke  out  and  made  it  impossible 
for  the  warring  countries  to  take  the  part  which 
they  had  intended.  This  was  a  sore  disappoint- 
ment to  the  managers  of  the  Exposition,  but  they 
went  bravely  ahead  with  their  work  and  gave  the 
•American  people  one  of  the  most  wonderful  and 
successful  exhibitions  ever  held.  Nearly  i8,- 
000,000  persons  had  passed  through  its  gates 
when  they  were  closed  for  the  last  time  on  De- 
cember 4.  At  only  one  of  our  great  fairs — the 
World's  Columbian  Exposition,  held  in  Chicago 
in  1893  —  was  the  attendance  larger  than  at  San 
l""rancisco.  The  cost  of  the  enterprise  was  enor- 
mous, but  the  financial  management  was  so  ex- 
cellent that  ail  the  expenses  were  met,  and  there 
was  a  profit  of  something  like  two  million  dollars. 
This  was  a  very  unusual  showing,  for  the  world's 
fairs  have  nearly  always  been  financial  failures. 
The  leading  purpose  of  those  in  charge  was  to 
have  exhibits  that  would  illustrate  progress  of 
every  kind  made  in  recent  years.  It  was  first  of 
all  an  exhibition  of  the  wonderful  things  of 
to-day.  As  the  visitor  passed  from  building  to 
building,  he  witnessed  in  actual  operation  motor- 
trucks and  farm  machinery  driven  by  gasoline 
engines,  the  transcontinental  and  ilu-  wireless 
telephone,  vocational  training  in  schools,  moving 
pictures  teaching  classes  in  geography,  and  hun- 
dreds of  other  attractions  which  represented  the 
latest  development  in  the  scientific,  educational, 


and  industrial  world.  Thus  the  Exposition  was 
a  source  of  inspiration  and  education  to  the  mil- 
lions who  attended  it,  and  was  a  great  celebration 
of  a  great  event  — the  completion  of  the  Panama 
Canal.  That  it  was  so  successful  was  due  almost 
wholly  to  the  energy  and  enterprise  of  the  people 
of  California  and  the  neighboring  States— an- 
other glorious  triumi)h  for  the  people  of  the 
\\'est. 

CONGRESS  AND  ITS  WORK 

Thoughtful  readers,  whether  young  or  old,  will 
always  take  a  keen  interest  in  the  proceedings  of 
Congress,  for  Congress  speaks  and  acts  for  the 
Nation.  A  law  of  Congress  affects  directly  or 
indirectly,  for  good  or  for  evil,  every  person  in 
the  United  States.  And  Congress  is  a  body  well 
fitted  to  express  the  will  of  a  great  nation.  It  con- 
sists of  96  senators,  who  represent  the  48  States, 
and  of  433   representatives,  who  represent    100,- 


N. 

Y 

43 

PA 

36 

1 

ILL 

H27,    1    -n 

1 

II 

OHIO 

22 

! 

T 

:xAs 

18 

MAS 

S- 

16 

M 

0 

16 

1 

1 

MICI- 

13 

! 

1 

1 

dfiL 

.11 

N 

.J. 

12 

GA 

. 

2 

IN 

p.  .13 

1 

1 

ALA 

10 

W 

IS. 

II 

K 

Y. 

II 

10 

m 

II 

1 

1 

1 

1 

j 

KA 

N. 

VA 

T 

EN 

VJ. 

N 

C-l 

mInN. 

6 

10 

10 

10'- 

!io 

J 

:      1 

NE 

B 

6 

0 

kL 

ft. 

8 

M 

s^ 

8 

LA.     8  1 

COL. 

W 

VA. 

m 

s 

.C. 

lark:  1 

|4 

6 

6 

7 

! 

7 

R.I [S  D 

^3M3 

3   N  D 

i^f:. 

FL 

A. 

:5 

c 

CNN. 

ORE. 

3 

h 

4 

WASH 

^  I5 

DELINEV  iVyO 
1    |l        1 

tXZ  KM 
1       1 

MOI 

2I      12 

UT 

^p"  1 T^- 

IDAHO 

A    fn.\RT    .siinuiNr,    thi;    ki.l.mivi; 

STKKN(;iil      f)K     EACH     STATK     IN 
THK     NATIONAL     HOUSE     OK    BEl'- 
KESENTATIVES. 
(The  vote  of  each  member  is  represented  by  ' 

an  ilrca  equal  to  one  of  the  small  squares.) 

000,000  .American  peo])le.  Each  of  the  435  mem- 
bers of  the  House  of  Represcnt.-itives  sjieaks  and 
acts  for  a  congressional  district  in  which  there 
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are  about  200,000  people.  A  member  of  the  House 
is  a  resident  of  the  district  which  elects  him, 
moves   about   among   the    people   of   his   district, 


MAP   OF    INDIANA.    SHOWING    HOW    A    STATE    IS   DIVIDED 
INTO    CONGRESSIONAL  DISTRICTS. 

talks  with  them,  corresponds  with  them,  and 
learns  their  wishes  and  their  needs.  In  like  man- 
ner the  two  members  of  the  Senate  who  are 
chosen  to  represent  a  State  are  careful  to  ac- 
quaint themselves  with  the  needs  of  their  State. 
As  a  representative  body,  therefore,  Congress  is 
all  that  can  be  desired.  In  all  the  world  there  is 
not  another  nation  that  has  a  law-making  body  in 
which  the  people  are  as  evenly  and  fairly  repre- 
sented as  the  people  of  the  United  States  are 
represented  in  Congress. 

Ought  we  not  then  to  be  proud  of  our  Con- 
gress? Ought  we  not  to  regard  the  members  of 
that  body  as  the  most  useful  and  the  most  hon- 
orable of  public  servants?  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
many  Americans  do  not  accord  to  Congress  the 
honor  it  deserves.  Too  often  Congress  is  de- 
nounced as  a  stupid  and  selfish  body,  and  slurs 
are  cast  at  its  members.  Readers  of  St.  Nicho- 
las may  not  know  this,  but  it  is  a  truth  never- 


theless. And  it  is  an  ugly  truth,  for  Congress 
is  the  hope  of  the  Nation.  Many  citizens  fail  to 
appreciate  the  real  importance  of  Congress.  The 
President  should  be  trusted  to  execute  the  laws, 
as  the  Constitution  provides,  but  Congress  must 
be  trusted  to  make  the  laws,  for  it  knows  the 
needs  of  the  country  better  than  the  President 
can  possibly  know  them.  The  President  has  only 
one  pair  of  eyes,  while  Congress  has  more  than 
five  hundred  pairs. 

The  Congress  which  assembled  on  the  first 
Monday  in  December  and  which  is  now  in  ses- 
sion has  a  burden  of  responsibility  heavier  than 
any  that  has  rested  upon  a  Congress  for  many 
years.  The  measures  with  which  Congress  will 
be  called  upon  to  deal  were  outlined  in  the  mes- 
sage of  President  Wilson.  If  Congress  follows 
up  the  program  proposed  by  the  President,  it  will 
have  before  it  the  question  of  providing  for  a 
larger  army  and  navy;  the  question  of  providing 
for  a  merchant  marine,  the  ships  of  which  are  to 
be  owned  by  the  National  Government ;  the  ques- 
tion of  giving  the  Filipinos  a  new  form  of  gov- 
ernment ;  and  the  question  of  imposing  new  taxes 
to  meet  the  increased  expenses  of  govern- 
ment. .-\11  these  are  important  questions,  but  the 
one  of  supreme  importance  is  that  which  refers 
to  the  increase  of  the  army  and  navy.  It  is  the 
hope  of  some  of  the  leaders  in  Congress  that  this 
question  will  be  kept  out  of  "politics" ;  that  is, 
they  hope  that  it  will  not  become  a  party  issue. 
Whether  or  not  the  issue  of  preparedness  will  be 
kept  out  of  politics  will  depend  largely  upon 
what  takes  place  on  the  floor  of  Congress.  If  the 
arguments  and  speeches  in  favor  of  preparedness 
are  such  as  to  fully  convince  the  minds  of  mem- 
bers that  the  national  safety  requires  a  larger 
army  and  navy,  every  member  who  is  thus  con- 
vinced, no  matter  whether  he  is  a  Democrat,  a 
Republican,  or  a  Socialist,  will  forget  his  party 
and  will  vote  for  his  Country— he  will  vote  for 
greater  preparedness.  No  senator  or  represen- 
tative should  for  a  moment  think  of  his  party 
when  considering  a  question  which  involves  the 
safety  of  his  country. 

1915:  A  YEAR  OF  NEW  THINGS 
AND  BIG  THINGS 

There  is  an  old  saying  that  happy  is  the  nation 
whose  annals  are  dull.  If  in  order  to  be  happy 
a  nation  must  have  a  dull  history,  then  there  must 
have  been  very  few  happy  nations  in  1915,  for 
surely  the  history  of  most  nations  for  the  year 
that  has  just  passed  is  a  most  lively  and  exciting 
story.  For  Europe,  the  year  igij  was  marked  by 
the  occurrence  of  more   striking  and   important 
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events  than  ever  happened  in  any  single  year 
since  the  world  began.  And  what  an  awful  year 
it  was !  A  year  of  invasion  and  battles  and 
sieges.  A  year  of  terror — terror  on  land,  on 
sea,  under  the  sea,  and  even  in  the  air  overhead. 
A  vear  of  death,  desolation  and  debt.  A  year 
of  War. 

For  our  own  country  the  story  of  191 5  is  not 
so  striking  or  so  thrilling  as  the  story  of  Europe, 
for  it  is  a  story  of  Peace;  but  it  is  nevertheless 
a  story  of  new  things  and  big  things.  In  191 5 
we  were  brought  face  to  face  with  the  fact  that 
our  Nation  can  no  longer  keep  aloof  from  the 
affairs  of  Europe.  The  events  arising  out  of  the 
war  made  it  plain  that  we  must  concern  ourselves 
with  what  takes  place  in  the  countries  across  the 
sea.  This  is  a  new  thing  for  the  United  States. 
We  have  never  been  mixed  up  with  the  affairs 
of  Europe,  and  ever  since  the  days  of  President 
Washington  it  has  been  our  policy  not  to  allow 
ourselves  to  be  mixed  up  with  them.  But  we 
now  see  that,  if  we  fulfil  our  duties  and  meet  our 
responsiliilities,  we  cannot  let  Europe  entirely 
alone.  Whether  we  want  to  or  not.  we  must 
join  with  the  nations  of  the  Old  World  and  try 
to  find  a  way  by  which  peace  among  all  nations 
may  be  forever  established.  Or  if  we  fail  in  that, 
we  must  join  with  other  nations  and  find  a  way 
by  which  the  rights  of  neutral  countries  will  be 
respected  in  times  of  war.  Such  a  terrible  inci- 
dent as  the  sinking  of  the  Liisitaiiia  ought  never 
to  occur  again,  and  the  United  States  ought  to 
take  the  lead  in  bringing  the  nations  of  Eurojie 
to  a  solemn  agreement  that  such  a  cruel  act  shall 
never  be  repeated. 

Then  the  events  of  1915  gave  us  a  new  view 
of  the  Monroe  Doctrine  and  of  our  relations  to 
the  countries  of  South  America.  Heretofore  we 
have  been  inclined  to  regard  ourselves  as  the  pro- 
tectors and  guardians  of  our  neighbors  at  the 
south.  But  some  of  these  neighbors  have  grown 
to  be  large  and  powerful  countries ;  and  while 
we  were  working  last  year  with  Argentina  and 
Brazil  and  Chili,  trying  to  help  Mexico  out  of 
her  troubles,  we  found  that  these  countries  have 
minds  of  their  own,  and  that  they  do  not  feel  the 
need  of  protection  as  they  felt  it  when  the  Mon- 
roe Doctrine  was  proclaimed  nearly  a  hundred 
years  ago.  They  are  beginning  to  feel  strong 
enough  to  protect  themselves,  and  they  are  saying 
that  they  have  a  Monroe  Doctrine  of  their  own. 
Doubtless  we  shall  still  uphold  the  main  features 
of  the  Monroe  Doctrine  and  refuse  to  allow  any 
nation  of  Europe  or  .Asia  to  gain  a  foothold  upon 
the  Western  Continent :  but  in  the  future  our 
policy  will  be  to  act  in  harmony  with  the  coun- 
tries of  South  .America  and  not.  in  the  indepen- 


dent fashion  in  which  we  have  acted  in  the  past. 
In  other  words,  the  outlook  is  for  a  real  Pan- 
-American  union. 

The  events  of  the  year  also  gave  rise  to  the 
most  important  question  that  has  come  before  the 
American  people  since  the  close  of  the  Civil  War 
—the  question  of  preparedness.  Shall  we  go  on 
as  we  have  hitherto  and  maintain  a  small  armv 
and  a  navy  of  only  moderate  size?  Or  shall  we 
reverse  our  old-time  policy  and  arm  ourselves  as 
other  great  nations  arm  themselves?  This  ques- 
tion was  not  answered  in  1915,  but  it  was  brought 
up  in  such  a  sharp  manner  that  an  answer  will 
have  to  be  given. 

W'hile  191 5  was  showering  adversity  upon  Eu- 
rope, it  was  treating  the  United  States  very 
kindly.  In  agriculture,  in  comnie'"ce,  and  in  some 
lines  of  industry  the  year  was  the  most  prosper- 
ous in  all  our  history.  Our  farmers  received  for 
their  crops  and  cattle  nearly  $10,000,000,000,  In 
some  of  the  States  of  the  Middle  West  the  farm- 
ers were  reported  as  actually  having  more  money 
than  they  could  use  to  advantage.  In  munition  fac- 
tories and  other  establishments  furnishing  war 
supplies  the  prosperity  was  even  greater  than  it 
was  among  the  farmers.  Orders  for  shells  and 
powder  and  shoes  and  clothing  rushed  in  faster 
than  they  could  be  filled.  And  the  orders  were 
so  large  that  they  dazzle  the  mind  when  we  think 
of  them.  Of  course,  the  war  supplies  and  a  large 
part  of  the  farm  products  were  sent  to  Europe 
and  swelled  the  volume  of  our  foreign  trade, 
which  in  1915  amounted  to  $5,000,000,000—3 
higher  mark  than  it  ever  reached  before.  The 
value  of  our  exports  was  nearly  $2,000,000,000 
more  than  the  value  of  our  imports.  This  favor- 
able trade-balance  caused  money  to  flow  to  the 
United  States  in  greater  volume  than  was  ever 
before  known. 

But  these  big  things  were  not  a  cause  for 
I)oast fulness.  For  much  of  this  prosperity  was 
due  to  the  war  in  Europe  and  was  therefore  arti- 
ficial and  unsound.  Thoughtful  men  knew  that 
the  w  ar  might  end  at  almost  any  time,  and  they 
wondered  what  would  happen  if  the  orders  for 
war  supplies  should  be  suddenly  cut  off.  So  after 
all.  while  the  year  1915  was  one  of  big  figures  in 
commerce  and  industry,  it  was  not  a  year  that 
brought  satisfaction  to  the  minds  of  thinking 
.\mericans. 

A  GREAT  UONVENTION 

In  recent  years  W'ashington  has  grown  to  be  one 
of  the  most  attractive  and  interesting  cities  in  the 
world,  and  for  this  reason  it  has  become  a  favorite 
])lace  for  holding  conventions.  During  the  au- 
tumn and  winter  the  streets  and  public  buildings 
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of  the  capital  are  alive  with  men  and  women 
wearing  striking  badges  showing  that  they  are 
members  of  this  or  that  convention  which  is  hold- 
ing its  sessions  in  this  city.  Now  it  is  a  meeting 
of  bankers ;  now  it  is  a  church  gathering ;  now  it 
is  an  association  of  learned  men. 

Of  the  many  conventions  that  were  held  in 
Washington  in  191 5  one  of  the  most  important 
and  significant  was  the  meeting  of  the  Second 
Pan-American  Congress,  which  began  its  sessions 
in  the  last  week  of  the  year.  The  purpose  of  this 
congress  was  to  bring  together  the  people  of  Pan- 
America  on  questions  of  education,  science,  and 
history.  More  than  one  thousand  persons  took 
part  in  the  congress,  and  twenty-one  republics  of 
the  Western  Hemisphere  were  represented.  In 
the  number  of  official  delegates  the  congress  was 
the  largest  international  meeting  ever  held  in 
Washington.  And  seldom  has  there  assembled  in 
Washington  a  body  of  more  distinguished  or 
finer-looking  men.  Secretary  Lansing  in  his  ad- 
dress at  the  opening  of  the  congress  said:  "It  is 
necessary  that  we  should  know  each  other  better 
than  we  do  now.     We  must  not  only  be  neigh- 


bors, but  friends ;  not  only  friends,  but  intimates. 
We  must  understand  one  another.  We  must  com- 
prehend our  several  needs.  .  .  .  Let  us  as  mem- 
bers of  this  congress,  therefore,  meet  together  on 
the  plane  of  common  good.  Whatever  is  of  com- 
mon interest,  whatever  makes  for  the  common 
good,  whatever  demands  united  effort  is  a  fit  sub- 
ject for  Pan-Americanism.  Fraternal  helpfulness 
is  the  keystone  to  the  arch.  Its  pillars  are  faith 
and  justice."  The  congress  soon  showed  that  it 
was  in  full  sympathy  with  these  sentiments. 
Throughout  all  its  proceedings  there  was  a  spirit 
of  friendliness.  Good  will  and  fellowship  among 
the  delegates  w'as  shown  in  a  hundred  ways.  It 
was  plain  that  the  delegates  lielieved  that  the 
people  of  South  America  and  Central  America 
were  ready  to  work  in  harmony  with  the  people 
of  the  United  States  in  any  movement  that  would 
be  for  the  common  good  of  all  American  coun- 
tries. When  the  congress  adjourned,  all  agreed 
that  it  had  been  a  great  success  and  that  it  had 
done  much  to  bring  the  countries  of  the  Western 
Hemisphere  into  closer  union  and  to  make  them 
take  as  a  motto :  "One  for  all,  and  all  for  one." 


BOOKS   AND    READING 

BY  HILDEGARDK   HAWTHORNE 


THE  CHILDREN'S  POET 

A  LONG,  long  time  ago.  in  a  little  |og-cal)in  that 
had  been  boarded  over  to  make  it  warmer  for  the 
cold  winters,  a  little  cabin  only  a  story  and  a  half 
high,  with  a  shingled  roof,  a  door  and  two  win- 
dows in  front,  a  chimney  sticking  up  at  one  end, 
and  an  ell  behind,  where  the  simple  meals  were 
cooked  and  the  wood  stored  which  kept  the  fires 
burning— in  this  little  house,  on  a  clear  October 
evening,  a  tiny  boy  took  his  first  look  at  the 
world.  He  was  a  very  pink-and-white  baby,  with 
hair  so  blond  it  really  looked  quite  white,  and 
eyes  as  blue  as  the  chicory  that  bloomed  along 
the  edges  of  the  roads  in  the  summer. 

His  mother  held  him  close,  and  thought  in  her 
heart  that  he  was  the  dearest  and  most  wonder- 
ful child  in  the  world ;  and  though  for  quite  a 
while  he  did  nothing  but  eat  and  sleep  and  grow, 
and  cry  good  and  hard  when  he  felt  like  it,  she 
kept  on  thinking  that  he  was  going  to  be  different 
from  her  other  children,  that  he  was  going  to 
be  different  from  any  other  child  in  all  the  wide 
country  about.  From  the  windows  of  the  cot- 
tage it  was  possible  to  look  so  far  that  it  seemed 
likely  there  was  very  little  of  the  world  left  be- 
yond. At  night  you  could  see  the  lights  of  farm- 
houses stretching  away,  one  here  and  one  there, 
like  twinkling  stars :  by  day  you  saw  smoke  curl- 
ing up  over  tree-tops,  or  a  gray  roof,  or  a  man 
plowing,  some  near,  some  far.  It  was  a  wide 
outlook  the  mother  had,  but  though  she  could  see 
how  very  big  the  world  must  be.  she  ke])t  on 
believing  that  her  little  boy  woukl  grow  up  to  l)e 
a  great  man  in  it. 

And  she  said  nothing  about  this  dreaming  of 
hers,  even  to  the  child's  father,  who  was  a  rather 
silent,  stern  man,  going  about  his  work  steadily 
from  morning  till  night,  a  man  who  had  not  much 
patience  with  dreams,  for  how  would  they  get 
the  work  done,  will  you  tell  me  that  ? 

The  boy,  who.se  name  was  Jimmy,  kept  right 
on  growing,  and  presently  he  was  big  enough  to 
run  around  by  himself.  He  was  still  whitey- 
haired,  his  blue  eyes  were  pale  and  clear,  and  his 
.skin  was  covered  with  freckles.  These  freckles 
bothered  him,  for  the  other  children  made  fun  of 
him— called  him  "speckles"  and  "spotted  face." 
He  did  n't  know  that  a  great  poet  had  once 
spoken  of  freckles  as  "fairy  favors,"  or  he  might 
have  been  comforted.     For  he  loved  to  hear  of 


trolls  and  gnomes  and  fairies,  and  of  their  tricks, 
their  magic  spells,  the  moonlight  dances  they 
gave,  the  gold  they  hoarded  in  great  caverns  un- 
derground. 

On  summer  days,  when  the  little  village— or 
town  as  the  inhabitants  loved  to  call  it— was 
sleeping  among  the  broad  meadows  that  had  given 
it  its  pretty  name  of  (jreenfield;  when  the  bees 
were  murmuring  among  the  flowers  in  the  garden 
of  the  little  cabin,  the  birds  singing  from  tree  to 
tree,  and  when,  up  the  broad  highway  that  passed 
the  house— leading  probably  from  one  end  of  the 
world  to  the  other— came  a  lowing  herd,  maybe, 
or  a  huge  wagon  loaded  with  the  home  goods  of 
some  adventuring  family  moving  on  farther  to  the 
westward,  or  an  ox-cart  lumbering  home  or  out 
to  the  fields  to  work;  when  the  shouts  of  Jimmy's 
brothers  and  sisters  at  play  rang  from  the  old 
orchard  — why,  then  the  little  boy  would  wander 
away  to  sit  by  the  side  of  the  "crick"  and  listen 
to  the  hoarse  croaking  of  the  frogs,  or  watch  a 
turtle  slipping  through  the  quiet  water,  or  dream 
queer,  happy  dreams  made  up  of  the  music  of  the 
wind  in  the  trees  and  the  stirring  of  the  reeds  in 
the  stream,  or,  lying  flat  on  his  back  with  his  eyes 
turned  up  to  the  sky,  wonder  where  it  was  the 
big  clouds  were  sailing  to  and  what  they  did  when 
they  got  there. 

The  older  the  little  boy  grew,  the  more  he 
loved  to  idle  by  the  brook  or  wander  in  the  fields 
where  the  bobolinks  and  larks  sang.  He  would 
sit  in  school,  and,  instead  of  listening  to  the 
teacher's  words,  would  be  watching  the  flicker  of 
the  sun  on  the  leaves  outside,  or  following  the 
fluting  of  the  robin  or  the  oriole  busy  over  their 
nest-building.  It  did  not  interest  him  to  be  told 
what  dead  kings  in  dead  days  had  done.  He  liked 
better  to  see  what  the  wonderful  and  exciting 
living  things  outdoors  were  up  to,  to  laugh  over 
the  funny  ways  of  a  hop-toad  or  a  squirrel,  or  to 
lie  flat  on  the  floor  near  his  mother,  turning  over 
a  book  of  pictures  and  making  up  stories  to  fit 
them. 

"What  an  idle,  good-for-nothing  boy,"  people 
said  of  him.  Even  when  he  went  fishing,  he 
would  ]H-op  his  rod  in  the  bank  and  sit  with  his 
hands  clasped  round  his  knees,  staring  at  the 
water.  ".Such  a  lad  will  come  to  no  good  end," 
they  prophesied.  But  somehow  they  all  liked 
him,  and  many  a  time  he  made  the  most  grown-up 
folk  in  town  laugh,  he  had  such  queer  ways  of 
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expressing  himself,   such   a   twinkle    in   his   blue 
eyes,  such  sunshiny  joy  in  him. 

Time  went  on,  and  one  day  the  boy  was  a  man. 
He  was  still  an  idler  and  a  dreamer.  His  father 
had  long  since  decided  that  Jimmy  would  never 
amount  to  much  :  brothers  and  sisters  had  mar- 
ried or  gone  about  their  work,  the  neighbors  had 
ceased  to  think  one  way  or  the  other  a1)out  him. 


1  r^m  (iliotograpli  by  cuurtt;5y  of  BobbsMerrill  Cu, 
J.\MES    WHITCOMB    KILEY. 

Poor  Jimmy  began  to  find  life  hard,  for  the  work 
he  did  was  not  what  people  wanted  to  pay  for. 
To  be  sure,  he  painted  signs  for  some,  and  did 
odd  jobs  here  and  there,  and  got  along  somehow. 
But  when  you  remember  what  his  mother  had 
dreamed  of  when  he  played  at  her  side,  a  tiny 
boy,  and  how  she  had  thought  that  the  whole 
world,  even  more  of  it  than  could  be  seen  from 
the  cabin  windows,  was  to  hail  him  one  day  with 
joy  and  honor  — when  you  remember  that,  you 
begin  to  feel  sorry. 

To  be  sure,  idle  as  people  said  Jim  was,  he 
liked  well  enough  to  work  away  at  all  hours 
scribbling  verses  on  all  sorts  of  subjects  that,  up 
to  then,  no  one  had  thought  of  writing  about.  He 
would  write  about  the  fun  he  had  when  a  boy. 
he  and  his  friends,  in  the  "old  swimmin'  hole": 
he  would  write  about  the  hired  man  and  the  hired 


girl,  and  what  Bub  —  for  that  had  been  a  nick- 
name of  his  when  he  was  still  a  little  boy — what 
Bui)  had  thought  on  all  sorts  of  subjects. 

Jim  did  n't  think  any  more  of  these  poems  of 
his  than  any  one  else  did.  He  just  loved  to  make 
them,  that  was  all.  And  one  day  he  sent  a  few  to 
the  paper  published  near  by,  but  he  made  up  a 
name  to  go  with  them,  for  he  did  n't  think  of 
using  his  own  name  for  such  things  as  that.  The 
name  he  chose  was  "Benj.  F.  Johnson,  of  Boone," 
Boone  being  the  county  of  Indiana  in  which  Jim 
lived.  People  liked  the  poems,  because  they  told 
of  the  things  they  knew  about  right  around  the 
neighborhood,  and  told  it  in  just  the  words,  the 
dialect,  they  used  at  home. 

After  Jim  had  written  several  poems  for  the 
paper,  he  sent  some  to  a  great  poet  of  whom  he 
had  heard,  but  whom  he  had  never  seen,  called 
Henry  W.  Longfellow.  And  in  time  he  got  a 
letter  back  that  made  him  so  happy  he  did  n't 
know  what  to  do  except  to  sit  right  down  and 
make  some  more  verses.  For  this  pOet  told  him 
that  there  was  real  beauty  and  worth  in  the  little 
things  he  had  sent,  and  that  he  ought  to  go  on 
writing  poetry  just  as  steadily  as  he  could. 

So  he  brought  out  a  book  called  "The  Old 
Swimmin'  Hole,  and  'Leven  More  Poems,"  still 
using  the  long  name  he  had  invented  instead  of 
his  own.  And  this  book,  a  small  paper-covered 
volume,  was  sold  to  heaps  of  people  and  brought 
the  author  almost  a  hundred  dollars. 

And  now  people  began  to  ask  who  Benj.  F. 
Johnson  was  ?  And  presently  it  appeared  that  he 
was  just  Jim— James  Whitcomb  Riley,  to  call  him 
Ijy  his  whole  name  —  Jim  ! 

Then  the  dreams  of  the  mother  began  to  come 
true.  They  came  truer  and  truer,  just  as  they  do 
in  fairy  stories.  Her  little  son,  with  the  flaxen 
hair  and  pale  blue  eyes  that  had  the  sunshine  of 
a  happy  heart  shining  in  them,  her  boy,  was  be- 
ginning to  be  hailed  as  wonderful  —  zvas  wonder- 
ful !  Every  one  wanted  to  see  him,  to  hear  him 
read  the  poems  he  had  written.  He  began  to 
travel  about  over  the  land,  stopping  in  great 
cities  to  read  to  crowds  of  delighted  men  and 
women  and  children  the  things  he  had  thought 
and  done  when  he  was  an  idle  lad,  dreaming  in 
the  fields  or  talking  to  the  Raggedy  Man,  or 
watching  the  moon  on  the  "punkins."  No  one 
else  had  remembered  so  well  what  it  was  to  be 
a  child.  The  children  knew  at  once  that  here 
was  some  one  who  knew  all  about  them,  and  who 
loved  them  better  than  any  other  grown-up  per- 
son except  just  their  father  and  mother,  of 
course.  And  they  loved  him  back  with  all  the 
whole-hearted  love  that  children  have  to  give. 

It  is  sixty-two  years  now  since  that  October 
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evening  when  the  little  baby  first  looked  at  the 
world.  And  I  am  sure  there  is  not  one  of  you 
who  read  what  is  here  set  down  who  is  not 
glad  of  that  day.  Many  and  many  of  you  make 
a  festival  of  it,  keeping  Riley  Day  with  all  sorts 
of  fun.  with  shouts,  and  singing,  and  hanging  out 
of  flags.  For  in  Indiana,  the  Hoosier  State,  the 
State  where  Jimmy  was  born  and  where  for  so 
long  people  used  to  wonder  why  he  did  n't  turn 
out  a  useful  man  like  his  brothers  or  his  father 
before  him,  he  is  the  older  brother  and  playmate 
of  every  child  who  is  old  enough  to  hear  his 
poems,  sweet  and  true  as  the  flowers  that  grow  in 
the  gardens,  laughing  as  the  song  the  bobolink 
sings,  tender  as  mother-love,  full  of  fun  as  a  holi- 
day, straight  to  the  point  as  the  talk  of  two  boys 
exchanging  confidences  on  top  of  a  fence-rail. 

And  not  only  the  children,  but  all  folk  who 
ever  have  been  children  themselves  and  in 
whose  hearts  there  still  lives  a  memory  of  the 
time  of  joyous  wonder,  folk  who  can  look  back  to 
swinging  under  the  old  apple-tree,  or  listening  in 
delicious  terror  to  stories  of  goblins  and  fairies, 
or  picking  meadow  flowers.  Folk  who,  a  little 
later,  have  wandered  hand  in  hand  down  fra- 
grant lanes  at  the  rise  of  the  moon,  or  sat  on  the 
porch  and  marveled  at  the  miracle  of  love,  while 
the  chatter  and  laughter  of  neighbors  came 
sweetly  on  the  breeze  down  the  village  street. 
Old  folk  who  know  so  many  things,  and  smile 
at  what  they  know— these  and  many  more  hold 
James  Whitconib  Riley  dear,  and  read  and  read 
the  books  that  hold  his  magic-simple  songs,  laugh- 
ing out  loud  as  they  read,  though  tears  come 
mixed  up  with  the  laugh  at  times.  For  very  real 
things  have  tears  in  them  as  well  as  laughter. 

Of  course,  there  are  some  facts  and  dates  con- 
nected with  our  Children's  Poet.  But  he  disliked 
such  things  so  much  when  he  was  that  idle, 
dreaming  boy  in  school  that  I  won't  bother  over 
them  much.  I  think  all  of  you  know  that  he  has 
lived  all  his  life  in  his  native  State,  moving  quite 
early  in  his  manhood  from  Greenfield  to  Indi- 
anapolis, where  his  home  now  stands.  He  never 
married,  and  has  no  little  boys  or  girls  of  his 
own,  except  just  every  little  boy  and  girl  in 
America.  Big  colleges  have  honored  him  with 
degrees,— Yale,  the  University  of  Pennsylvania, 
Indiana  University,— and  he  is  a  member  of  the 
National  Institute  of  Arts  and  Letters.  October 
7  of  last  year  was  proclaimed  by  the  Governor  of 
Indiana  as  Riley  Day,  and  made  a  holiday,  as  a 
sign  that  he  was  dearly  beloved  by  all  his  neigh- 
bors, and  that  they  wanted  to  honor  him  in  a  way 
that  the  world  would  know  about,  .\lways  on  his 
birthday  the  children  of  his  town  greet  him  with 
flowers   and   recite   some   of   the   poems   he  has 


written,  and  hang  about  him  much  as  a  cloud  of 
pink  blossoms  hangs  about  an  apple-tree  in  May. 
Maybe,  to  end  this  little  picture  I  've  tried  to 
make  of  him,  true  man  and  gentle  poet  and  fine 
American,  maybe  I  had  better  set  down  a  few 
lines  from  a  poem  of  his  called  "The  Hoosier 
Folk-Child."  For  he  was  that  child,  and  what  is 
more,  though  he  is  sixty-two  years  old,  he  is  still 
that  child.  First  he  tells  us  how  the  little  fellow 
ran  around  in  patched  clothes  and  played  in  Fa- 
ther's barn-yard,  and  was  blissfully  free  of  all 
those  possessions  which,  after  all,  a  child  has  no 
business  with.  .And  then  he  tells  us  what  he  did 
have  : 

"He  owns  the  bird-songs  of  the  hills — 
The  laughter  of  the  Aprd  rills; 
And  his  are  all  the  diamonds  set 
In  Morning's  dewy  coronet.— 
.•\nd  his  the  Dusk's  first-minted  stars 
That  twinkle  through  the  pasture-bars, 
And  litter  all  the  skies  at  night 
With  glittering  scraps  of  silver  light;  — 
The  rainbow's  bar,  from  rim  to  rim, 
In  beaten  gold,  belongs  to  him." 

There  is  also  another  little  poem  of  his  that 
comes  to  my  mind,  called  "Let  Something  Good 
be  Said."  Whenever  any  of  us  speak  of  Riley,  it 
is  just  something  good  that  will  be  said.  And  his 
mother,  whatever  she  may  have  hoped  for  when 
she  held  her  baby  in  her  arms,  could  have  hoped 
for  nothing  better  than  that. 


As  a  niimlhr  of  Janus  Whitcomb  Riley' s  hcst-kiwwn 
ftoiiiis  Were  onginally  fii/i/is/ied  in  The  Century 
iiiiii  St.  N  iCHOLAS,  a  few  of  these  rhymes  are  here 
reprinted  from  the  files  of  the  two  magazines — to- 
i^ether  with  the  illustrations  made  for  them  at  the 
time  when  they  first  appeared. — editor. 

MISTER  HOP-TOAD 
(Rcfrintcd  from  St.  Nicholas  for  November,  iSg-) 

HovvDY,  Mister  Hop-Toad  !  Glad  to  see  you  out ! 
Bin  a  month  o'  Sundays  sence  I  seen  you 

hereabout. 
Kind  o'  bin  a-Iayin'  in,  from  the  frost  and  snow? 
Good  to  see  you  out  ag'in,  it  's  bin  so  long  ago ! 
Plows  like  slicin'  cheese,  and  sod  's  loppin'  over 

even ; 
Loam  's  like  gingerbread,  and  clods  's  softer  'n 

deceivin'— 
Mister  Hop-Toad,  honest-true— i'/'riH^/i'mf- 

don't  you  love  it? 
Vou  old  rusty  rascal  you.  at  the  bottom  of  it ! 
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Howdj,  Mister  Hop- Toad f- How- dee  do! 


Oh,  oh,  oh!   I  grabs  up  my  old  hoe; 
But  I  sees  you. 
And  s'  I,  "Ooh-ooli .' 
Ho'ccdy,  Mister  Hop-Toad !    Hoic-dce  do." 
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Make  yourse'f  more  comfo'bler  — square  round  at 

your  ease — 
Don't  set  saggin'  slanclnvise,  with  your  nose 

below  your  knees. 
Swell  that  fat  old  throat  o'  yourn,  and  lenime  see 

you  swalier ; 
Straighten  up  and  h'ist  your  head  !     }'o»  don't 

owe  a  dollar ! 
Hain't  no  nior'gage  on  your  land — ner  no  taxes, 

nuther ; 
You  don't  haf  to  work  no  roads,  even  ef  you  'd 

ruther. 
'F  I  was  you,  and  fixed  like  you,  I  railly 

would  n't  keer 
To  swap  fer  life,  and  hop  right  in  the  Presiden- 
tial cheer ! 

Oh.  oil.  oh.' 

I  hauls  back  my  old  lioc; 
But  I  sees  you. 
And  s'  I.  "Ooh-ooh! 
Hozvdy.  Mister  Hop-Toad !    Hotc-dee  do." 

'Long  about  next  Aprile,  hoppin'  down  the  furry, 
Won't  you  mind  I  ast  you  what  'peared  to  be  the 

hurry? 
^^'on't  \'ou  mind  I  hooked  my  hoe  and  hauled  you 

back,  and  smiled? 
Wy,  bless  you  !  Mister  Hop-Toad,  I  love  you  like 

a  child ! 
S'pose  I  'd  want  to  'flict  you  any  more  'n  what 

you  air? 
S'pose  I  think  you  got  no  rights  'cept  the  warts 

you  wear? 
Hulk,  sulk,  and  blink  away,  you  old  bloat-eyed 

rowdy ! 
Hain't  you  got  a  word  to  say  ?     Won't  you  tell 

me,  "Howdy  ?" 

Oh,  oh,  oh .' 

I  swish  round  my  old  hoe; 
But  I  sees  you, 
And  s  I,  "Ooh-ooh! 
Howdy.  Mister  Hop-Toad .'    How-dee  do." 

A   BOY'S  MOTHER 

(Reprinted  from  The   Century   Magazine, 
December,  iSgo) 

My  mother  she  's  so  good  to  me, 
Ef  I  was  good  as  I  could  be, 
I  could  n't  be  as  good— no,  sir  ! 
Can't  (7j/_v  boy  be  good  as  her  ! 

She  loves  me  when  I  'm  glad  er  mad ; 
She  loves  me  when  I  'm  good  er  bad ; 
An',  what  's  a  funniest  thing,  she  says 
She  loves  me  when  she  punishes. 


I  don't  like  her  to  punish  me: 
That  don't  hurt,  but  it  hurts  to  see 
Her  cryin' — nen  /  cry;  an'  nen 
\\'e  both  crv — an'  be  good  again. 


She  loves  me  when  she  cuts  and  sews 
My  little  cloak  an'  Sunday  clo'es; 
An'  when  my  Pa  comes  home  to  tea, 
She  loves  him  'most  as  much  as  me. 

She  laughs  an'  tells  him  all  I  said. 
An'  grabs  me  up  an'  pats  my  head; 
.•\n'  I  hug  her,  an'  hug  my  Pa, 
An'  love  him  purt'  nigh  much  as  Ma. 

HOME  AGAIN 

{Reprinted  from   The   Ce.nturv   Magazine, 
December,  iS<)^) 


I  'm  been  a-visitin'  'bout  a  week 

To  my  little  cousin's  at  Nameless  Creek ; 

An'  I  'm  got  the  hives,  an'  a  new  straw  hat, 

An'  I  'm  come  back  home  where  my  beau  lives  at 
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THE  RAGGEDY  MAN 

(Reprinted  from  The  Century   Magazine, 
December,  iSgo) 

Oh,  the  Raggedy  Man!    He  worked  fer  Pa; 
An'  he  's  the  goodest  man  ever  you  saw  ! 
He  comes  to  our  house  every  day, 
An'  waters  the  horses  an'  feeds  'em  hay ; 
An'  he  opens  the  shed— an'  we  all  ist  laugh 
When  he  drives  out  our  little  old  wobble-ly  calf ! 
An'  nen,  ef  our  hired  girl  says  he  can, 
He  milks  the  cow  fer  'Lizabuth  Ann. 
Ain't  he  a'  awful  good  Raggedy  Man? 
Raggedy  !  Raggedy  !  Raggedy  Man  ! 


Wy,  the  Raggedy  Man  — he  's  ist  so  good 
He  splits  the  kindlin'  an'  chops  the  wood; 
An'  nen  he  spades  in  our  garden,  too, 
An'  does  most  things  'at  boys  can't  do. 
He  clumbed  clean  up  in  our  big  tree 
An'  shooked  a'  apple  down  fer  me  ! 
An'  'nother  "n',  too,  fer  'Lizabuth  Ann  ! 
An'  'nother  'n',  too,  fer  the  Raggedy  Man  ! 
Ain't  he  a'  awful  kind  Raggedy  Man? 
Raggedy  !  Raggedy  !  Raggedy  Man  ! 

An'  the  Raggedy  Man  he  knows  most  rhymes. 
An'  tells  'em,  ef  I  be  good,  sometimes— 
Knows  'bout  Giunts,  an'  Griffuns,  an'  Elves. 
An'  the  Squidgicum-Squees  'at  swallers  their- 
selves ! 


An',  wite  by  the  pump  in  our  pasture-lot. 
He  showed  me  the  hole  'at  the  Wunks  is  got 
'At  lives  'way  deep  in  the  ground,  an'  can 
Turn  into  me— er  'Lizabuth  Ann  ! 
Ain't  he  a  funny  old  Raggedy  Man? 
Raggedy  !  Raggedy  !  Raggedy  Man  ! 

The  Raggedy  Man— one  time,  when  he 
Was  makin'  a  little  bow-'n'-arry  fer  me. 
Says,  "When  you  're  big  like  your  Pa  is. 
Air  you  go'  to  keep  a  fine  store  like  his. 
An'  be  a  rich  merchunt,  an'  wear  fine  clo'es  ? 
Er  what  air  you  go'  to  lie,  goodness  knows  !" 
An'  nen  he  laughed  at  'Lizabuth  Ann, 
.\n'  I  says,  "  'm  go'  to  be  a  Raggedy  Man  — 
I  'm  ist  go'  to  be  a  nice  Raggedy  Man!" 
Raggedy  !  Raggedy  !  Raggedy  Man  ! 

THE   SPOILED  CHILD 

(Reprinted  from   The   Century   Magazine, 
December,  iSi/j) 

'Cause  Herbert  Graham  's  a'  only  child  — 

"Wuz  I  there,  Ma?" 
His  parents  uz  got  him  purt'  nigh  sp'iled  — 

"Wuz  I  there.  Ma?" 
Alluz  ever' where  his  ma  tells 
Where  she  's  been  at,  little  Herbert  yells, 

"Wuz  I  there.  Ma  ?" 
An'  when  she  telled  us  wunst  when  she 
Wuz  ist  'bout  big  as  him  an'  me, 
W'y,  little  Herbert  he  says,  says  — ee, 

"Wuz  I  there.  Ma  ?" 
Foolishest  young-un  vou  ever  saw— 
"IVuc  I  there.  Ma?     fViic  I  there.  Ma?" 


THE  TRULY  MARVELOUS 

(Reprinted  from   The   Century   Magazine, 
December,  iSgj) 

GiUNTS  is  the  biggest  men  they  air 

In  all  this  world  er  anywhere  ; 

An'  Tom  Thumb  he  's  the  most  littlest  man, 

'Cause  wunst  he  lived  in  a'  oyshture-can  ! 
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THE    LPSTKEAM    SIDE    OF    THE    GREAT    AKKOWKOCK    DAM    O.N    THE    h;ol>E    KIVEK,    IDAHO. 


THE  BUILDING  OF  THE  HIGHEST 

DAM   IN  THE  WORLD 

BY  GEORGE  FREDERIC  STRATTON 

One  j-ear  before  the  time  specified  for  its  com- 
pletion, the  engineers  of  the  highest  dam  in  the 
world,  and  the  population  living  on  240,000  acres 
of  land  reclaimed  from  sage-brush,  celebrated 
the  laying  of  the  last  capstone. 

This  great  structure  is  the  Arrowrock  Dam, 
on  the  Boise  River  in  Idaho,  which  rivals  even 
the  internationally  famous  Roosevelt  Dam  in 
Arizona,  for  the  .Arrowrock  is  348  feet  high  as 
against  the  Roosevelt's  280  feet.  Its  reservoir 
forms  the  greatest  artificial  lake  in  the  world, 
being  eighteen  miles  long,  from  three  to  five 
miles  wide,  and  with  a  depth  of  200  feet.  Its 
contents  would  cover  the  city  of  Boston  to  a 
depth  of  eight  feet,  or  would  float  the  combined 
navies  of  the  world  in  a  lake  thirty  feet  deep. 

When  the  United   States   Reclamation   Service 


decided  to  turn  the  great  Boise  desert  into  a 
garden,  every  gallon  of  the  regular  flow  of  the 
Boise  River  throughout  the  irrigation  season  had 
been  appropriated  by  early  settlers,  and  neither 
the  Federal  Government  nor  any  one  else  could 
infringe  on  those  rights.  But  in  the  late  winter 
and  early  spring  the  river  is  a  torrent,  and  mil- 
lions of  gallons  of  water  tear  through  the  valley 
and  down  into  the  Snake  and  Columbia  Rivers, 
giving  no  service  to  any  man  although  for  cen- 
turies there  has  been  lying  close  at  hand  a  quar- 
ter of  a  million  acres  of  land,  parched  and 
useless  even  for  sheep  grazing. 

The  irrigation  canal  which  the  reservoir  con- 
stantly and  steadily  feeds  is  the  largest  ever  built 
in  this  country.  It  runs  through  the  valley  for 
thirty-four  miles  with  a  carrying  capacity  of 
2700  cubic  feet  per  second— as  much  as  a  fair- 
sized  river. 

The    dam    is    built    in    a    narrow,    precipitous 
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canon,  through  which  the  turbulent  Boise  River 
races.  Its  name  is  gained  from  a  gigantic  rock  in 
that  canon  — the  Arrowrock,  which  had  won  its 
name  from  the  custom  of  the  roving  Indians 
who  shot  arrows  into  the  face  of  it  to  tell  their 
comrades  which  way  they  had  traveled.  By  the 
angle  of  the  arrow  the  late  comers  knew  whether 
tliose  in  advance  had  gone  up-stream  or  down,  or 
up  one  of  the  many  tributaries. 

The  construction  of  the  dam  commenced  in 
191 1,  although  much  preliminary  and  preparatory 
work  had  been  done  before  that,  tlie  most  im- 
portant being  that  of  divert- 
ing the  river  from  the  site  of 
the  dam  while  the  building 
was  in  progress.  This  was 
done  by  cutting  a  tunnel 
through  the  canon  walls  for 
500  feet  and  turning  the 
river  through  that.  This 
tunnel  was  large  enough  to 
carry  the  river  at  its  highest 
flood  and  was  lined  with  ce- 
ment. When  the  dam  was 
finished,  the  tunnel  was 
plugged  with  solid  cement. 

In  order  to  reach  solid 
rock  on  which  to  anchor  the 
dam  foundation,  it  was  nec- 
essary to  go  down  ninety- 
one  feet  below  the  normal 
bed  of  the  river.  Xo  less 
than  225,000  cubic  yards  of 
soil  and  gravel  were  removed 
to  lay  bare  this  bed-rock. 

Twelve  miles  below  Ar- 
rowrock, a  small  dam  was 
first  built  on  which  was  installed  a  hydro-clcc- 
tric  power-house  from  which  were  secured  the 
power  and  lights  used  in  construction  work  on 
the  big  dam.  A  railroad  from  .\rro\vrock  to 
Boise  was  also  built,  to  bring  in  supplies  and 
materials. 

Then,  as  soon  as  work  on  the  dam  conuncnced, 
a  model  town  for  1500  inhabitants  was  built  on 
the  banks  of  the  river.  There  are  fine  commo- 
dious cottages  for  all  the  workers,  dwellings  for 
the  engineers  and  superintendents,  a  mess-house 
with  seating  capacity  of  650,  warehouses,  stores, 
bath-house,  hospital,  club-house,  heating  plant, 
post-office,  telephone  and  fire  departments,  water, 
sewer,  and  light  systems,  sawmill,  cement  walks, 
—  in  short,  all  the  essentials  for  modern  good 
living.  The  splendid  system  of  sanitation,  so- 
ciality, and  welfare  of  Panama  was  duplicated 
on  a  smaller  scale  at  Arrowrock. 

The  dam,  as  finished,  is  348  feet  high,  240  feet 


thick  at  the  base,  tapering  to  16  feet  at  the  top, 
where  there  is  a  fine  driveway,  lighted  at  night 
with  artistic  electric  lamps.  The  length  of  the 
dam  is  1060  feet,  curving  gracefully  up-stream 
with  a  radius  of  662  feet.  In  its  construction 
530,000  cubic  yards  of  cement  were  used,  suffi- 
cient to  make  a  column  ten  feet  square  and 
twenty-seven  miles  high.  In  addition  to  being 
anchored  to  the  granite  on  the  bottom,  the  .\r- 
rowrock  Dam  is  driven  far  into  the  stupendous 
mountains  on  each  side  — a  concrete  unit  with  the 
mighty  hills,  which  rear  themselves  aliovc  it. 


.\t  the  side  of  the  dam  is  the  spillway  for  the 
surplus  water.  This  has  a  length  of  402  feet, 
and  in  the  excavation  of  it  300,000  yards  of  rock 
and  earth  were  removed. 

.\n  unusual  feature  of  this  dam  and  one  which 
has  required  especial  foresight  and  design,  is  the 
provision  for  bringing  down  logs,  for  the  Boise 
River  is  the  drainage  outlet  for  the  greatest  for- 
ests of  yellow-pine  and  fir  in  the  true  Inter- 
mountain  Region.  It  is  the  main  driveway  for 
logs  for  the  greatest  sawmill  in  the  world,  which 
operates  more  than  fifty  miles  of  private  railroad 
to  bring  its  logs  to  the  Boi.se  River  or  direct  to 
its  gigantic  mill. 

Before  the  next  spring  drive  a  protective 
breastwork  just  above  the  dam  will  be  con- 
structed against  those  logs,  and  if  the  units  of 
the  drives  are  very  large,  provision  is  made  to 
divide  them  up  just  before  they  reach  the  dam, 
and  take  each  division  over  the  dam  separately. 
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At  the  left  bank  a  boom  will  convey  the  logs 
into  a  chamber  at  the  side  of  which  four  chains 
are  anchored  four  feet  apart  and  attached  to  a 
drum  operated  by  an  electric  motor.    These  chains 


THE    SIXTEEN-FOOT    DKIVEUAY    FOKMING    THE    TOP   OF   THE    DAM 

are  of  such  length  as  to  allow  the  logs  to  float 
over  them,  of  course  directed  by  log-drivers;  and 
as  they  are  caught  by  the  spikes  in  those  chains, 
they  are  carried  to  the  mouth  of  the  chute  and 
slip  down  to  the  river  below  the  dam  without  the 
loss  of  any  water. 

This  chute  is  of  concrete,  lined  on  the  bottom 
and  sides  with  steel  rails,  and  has  a  6o<^t  grade, 
changing  to  30*^  near  the  foot  and  then  to  an 
up  grade  which  will  check  the  run  of  the  logs,  and 
give  the  river-drivers  easy  work  in  rafting  them 
up  again. 

The  writer,  who  has  been  with  lumber-drives 
in  Maine,  northern  Michigan,  and  Ontario,  has 
never  seen  more  ingenious,  efficient,  and  ca- 
pacious log-chuting.  than  this  on  the  Boise  River, 
designed  by  engineers  who  had  had  no  experi- 
ence in  logging,  but  who  knew  what  to  do  and 
how  to  do  it  when  confronted  by  the  problem. 
You  may  start  east  from  New  York,  travel 
against  the  sun  clear  around  the  world,  and  come 
back  to  Boise,  Idaho,  without  seeing  any  instance 
of  big.  bulky,  raw  material,  such  as  thirty-  to 
forty-inch  soft-wood  logs,  dropped  over  a  350 
foot  dam  — a  dam  higher  than  many  of  the  sky- 
scrapers in  the  City  of  Sky-scrapers— without  the 
slightest  damage  or  delay,  or  any  expense  except 
the  trifle  of  twenty  electric  horse-power  gener- 
ated by  the  same  stupendous  fall. 


The  men  who  have  been  in  charge  of  all  the 
operations  are  F.  E.  \\'eymouth,  superintending 
engineer,  Charles  H.  Paul,  construction  engineer, 
and  James  Munn,  superintendent  of  construction. 
It  is  due  to  the  magnificent 
team-work  of  these  men  that 
the  great  dam  was  finished 
one  full  year  ahead  of  the 
scheduled  time,  and  that  the 
cost  was  reduced  from  the 
estimate  of  twelve  millions  to 
ten  millions. 

But,    as    the    governor    of 
Idaho  recently  said,  that  sav- 
ing   is    only    an    item.      The 
summer  of   1915  — the   driest 
on  record  for  the  State— the 
new   settlers   who  had  come 
to    that    magnificent    240,000 
acres  of   promise   were   able 
to    secure    water    from    the 
partially  filled  reservoir  (al- 
though the  dam  was  not  then 
finished )     sufficient    to    give 
them  their  first  crops   from 
that  previous  sage-brush  des- 
ert—crops   which    are    con- 
servatively estimated  as  hav- 
ing a   selling  value   equal   to  one    fourth   of   the 
total    cost    of    the    dam.      And    this    result    was 
obtained    one    full    growing    season    before    any 
man  had  been  promised,  or  could  figure  on,  one 
open  sluice-gate. 

Quoting  the  governor:  "The  whole  obligation 
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of  ten  million  dollars  could  be  wiped  out  by  the 
returns  from  one  crop  from  the  240,000  acres. 
Wheat  at  forty  bushels  per  acre  — a  normal  yield 
for  irrigated  Intermountain  land— would  do  it." 
Engineers    and    men    of    large    experience    in 
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farming  developments,  state  that  probably  no 
reclamation  service  will  so  quickly  reach  its  full 
measure  of  value  as  that  rendered  by  the  Arrow- 
rock  Dam  to  the  immense  Boise  Valley.  The 
entire  region  is  known  to  be  one  of  the  richest  in 
agricultural  possibilities  in  the  country.  In 
those  parts  of  it  where  irrigation  has  been  before 
attainable  the  farming  is  conducted  on  scientific 
intensive  methods,  and  the  developed  and  im- 
proved lands  sell  readily  at  from  three  hundred 
to  five  hundred  dollars  per  acre.  Those  in  fruit 
fetch  ten  to  fifteen  hundred  — when  there  are 
sellers. 

BIRDS  AS  TRAVELERS 

BY   FRANK   M.  CH.AI'M.AX 

Curaior  of  Ortiithithgy,  Amerkan  hliisrmn  of  X<iiiir,tl 
Hhlory^  Neiv  J  'o>-k 

THE   birds'   .MR-LINE 

Before  we  knew  as  much  about  the  earth  as  we 
do  now,  the  complete  disappearance  of  many 
birds  in  the  autumn  and  winter  was  considered  a 
great  mystery.  With  us  one  day,  they  were  gone 
the  ne.xt.  Then,  months  later,  they  suddenly  re- 
appeared.    Where  had  they  been  ? 

At  one  time  it  was  thought  that  some  birds 
flew  to  the  moon.  Others,  particularly  swallows 
and  swifts,  were  believed  to  fly  into  the  mud  and 
pass  the  winter,  hibernating  like  frogs;  while  the 
European  cuckoo  was  said  to  turn  into  a  hawk  in 
the  fall. 

Why  birds  were  ever  thought  to  winter  in  the 
moon  it  is  difficult  to  say ;  but  that  swallows  were 
considered  to  take  refuge  in  the  mud  at  that  sea- 
son is  not  so  surprising.  We  have  seen  how 
these  birds  sleep  in  the  reeds  in  the  marshes.  Any 
one  finding  them  in  bed,  as  it  were,  before  they 
were  fully  awake  in  the  morning,  might  be  par- 
doned for  thinking  that  they  had  just  come  out 
of  the  ground  and  were  perched  in  the  reeds 
waiting  for  their  feathers  to  dry. 

The  belief  that  in  the  fall  the  European  cuckoo 
turned  into  the  sparrow-hawk  of  the  same  coun- 
try is  doubtless  to  be  explained  by  the  fact  that 
the  cuckoo  leaves  for  the  South  in  the  summer, 
while  the  hawk,  which  it  resembles  in  color,  stays 
throughout  the  winter. 

Now  that  we  have  explored  nearly  every  cor- 
ner of  the  earth,  there  are  only  a  few  birds 
whose  "'routes  of  migration."  as  they  are  called, 
are  unknown.  We  have  learned  that  these  routes 
are  followed  just  as  regularly  as  though,  like  our 
highways  and  railroads,  they  could  be  seen. 

The  birds'  air-line,  as  we  shall  see,  is  not  al- 
ways the  shortest  distance  between  two  points. 
It  was  not  made  in  a  day,  nor  by  one  surveyor. 
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Many,  many  years  have  passed  since  the  first 
bird  travelers  on  any  one  of  the  many  air-lines 
followed  by  birds  began  their  spring  and  fall 
journeys;  and  what  was  a  good  direction  at  one 
time  may  not  have  been  at  another. 

HIGHWAYS    AND    HABIT 

It  seems  to  be  a  law  among  bird  travelers  that 
every  bird  must  follow  the  route  over  which  its 
parents  flew.    This 
the       ornithologist  ^»j»i>,_ 

calls  "inherited 
habit."  It  is  just 
as  though  children 
born  in  Arizona, 
whose  ancestors 
had  emigrated 

across  the  conti- 
nent from  New 
York  City,  should 
go  to  New  York 
City  over  the  route 
made  by  their  fa- 
ther, grandfather,  and  great-grandfather, 
perhaps  great-great-grandfather. 

The  first  part  of  this  route,  over  which  their 
great-great-grandfather  traveled,  may  have  led 
to  what  was  then  the  western  border  of  civiliza- 
tion at  Pittsburg.  Then  their  great-grandfather, 
like  a  true  pioneer,  pushed  onward  to  St.  Louis. 
Here  their  grandfather  was  born,  and,  when  he 
became  a  man,  he  emigrated  to  the  great  wheat- 
growing  region  of  Dakota.  In  Dakota  their  fa- 
ther was  born,  and,  when  he  grew  up,  he  moved 
to  the  copper-mines  of  southern  Arizona.  Per- 
haps these  children  may  themselves  emigrate  to 
the  forests  of  Oregon.  Then  what  a  zigzag  jour- 
ney they  would  make  to  New  ^'ork  if,  like  birds, 
they  should  be  guided  only  by  "inherited  habit"  ! 

Here  comes  in  the  difference  between  reason 
and  instinct:  instinct  would  send  our  children 
from  Oregon  to  Arizona,  from  Arizona  to  Da- 
kota, from  Dakota  to  Missouri,  and  finally 
through  Buffalo  to  New  York  City;  reason  di- 
rects them  to  buy  a  ticket  over  the  most  direct 
railway-line  between  Oregon  and  New  York 
City,  and  they  thus  make  their  journey  in  the 
shortest  possible  time. 

Let  us  see  how  many,  many  miles  the  cliff- 
swallows  of  Nova  Scotia  might  save  if  they  were 
to  buy  a  ticket  over  what  we  may  call  the  Short 
Reason-route  instead  of  the  Long  Instinct-way. 

THE    cliff-swallow's    ROUTE 

The  cliff-swallow  winters  in  South  America,  and 
in    summer    is    found   over   most   of   the    United 
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States  (except  Florida)  and  north  to  the  Arctic 
regions.  If  we  look  at  a  map,  we  shall  see  that 
Nova  Scotia  is  directly  north  of  Colombia,  in 
northern  South  America.  The  clitTf-swallows  all 
pass  through  Colombia  on  their  northern  jour- 
ney. VVe  might,  therefore,  expect  them  to  fol- 
low one  of  the  most  traveled  of  birds'  air-lines. 
This  leads  across  the  Caribbean  Sea  and  Gulf  of 
Mexico,  up  the  Atlantic  coast  and  through  New 
England  to  their  summer  homes.  But  instead  of 
taking  this,  the  most  direct  way,  they  go  west- 
ward through  Panama,  then  northwest  through 
Central  America  and  Mexico.  It  is  not  until 
they  reach  Texas  that  they  fly  directly  toward 
the  place  they  desire  to  reach.  They  cross  the 
United  States  by  going  up  the  Tilississippi  and 
Ohio  Valleys,  and  avoid  the  southeastern  States 
entirely. 

Why  is  it  that  they  thus  travel  two  thousand 
miles  more  than  is  necessary?  We  can  only  be- 
lieve that  they  are  following  the  route  made  by 
their  ancestors.  The  cliff-swallow  is  a  bird  of 
the  W'est.  There  it  builds  its  singular,  bottle- 
shaped  mud-nests  under  overhanging  cliffs  and 
ledges.  But  in  the  East,  where  it  is  much  less 
common,  it  places  its  close-set  rows  of  mud  tene- 
ments beneath  the  eaves  of  barns  and  other  out- 
buildings. So  it  is  probable  that  cliff-swallows, 
or,  as  they  are  also  called,  eaves-swallows,  have 
come  from  the  West  to  the  East  in  recent  times. 
In  migrating,  therefore,  they  go  back  over  the 
old  Instinct-way,  or  on  the  trail  of  their  ances- 
tors. 

Long,  round- 
about journeys 
like  this  are  the 
exception.  I  have 
spoken  of  them 
because  they  seem 
to  explain  better 
than  more  direct 
air-lines  how 

these    wonderful 
highways,     thou- 
sands of  miles  in 
ittle  by  little,  from  small  be- 
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length,  may 
ginnings. 


M.MN  TRAVELED  ROADS 

Now  let  us  trace  some  of  the  more  popular  routes. 
If  we  were  studying  the  travels  of  European  as 
well  as  of  American  birds,  we  should  learn  some 
most  interesting  facts.  For  instance,  we  should 
find  that  in  flying  from  Europe  to  Africa  birds 
cross  the  Mediterranean  Sea  at  a  point  where  the 
water  is  so  shallow  that  it  is  believed  the  two 
continents  were  formerly  connected  there.     The 


land  bridge,  which  it  is  thought  formerly  guided 
the  birds  in  their  flight,  has  disappeared,  but  the 
habit  of  crossing  at  this  particular  place  still  re- 
mains. 

Though  I  do  not  know  of  any  cases  of  this 
kind  in  America,  we  shall  find  equally  interesting 
facts  concerning  the  air-lines  of  our  birds.  For 
example,  how  do  you  suppose  the  little  wheatear. 
no  larger  than  a  blue-bird,  formed  the  habit  of 
migrating  from  Europe  to  Greenland  ?  Probably 
he  comes  by  way  of  England  and  Iceland,  but  at 
the  best  it  is  a  long  journey  and  seems  to  take  the 
bird  much  farther  than  it  is  necessary  to  go.  In 
the  autumn  he  goes  back  to  winter  in  .Africa. 

Doubtless  some  European  water-birds  visit  us 
every  year,  but  the  wheatear,  so  far  as  I  know,  is 
the  only  land-bird  which  migrates  regularly  be- 
tween North  America  and  .Africa.  With  this 
exception,  no  North  American  land-birds  leave 
the  Western  Hemisphere  in  their  migrations. 
Their  motto  might  be  "See  America  first !"  Cer- 
tainly, many  of  them  see  a  large  part  of  it. 

The  birds  of  the  western  United  States  are  not 
such  great  travelers  as  those  of  the  eastern  part 
of  our  country.  Some  of  them  only  travel  from 
the  higher  parts  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  or  Si- 
erras, where  they  nest,  to  the  low,  warm  valleys 
in  which  they  winter. 

Those  that  leave  the  United  States  go  into 
Mexico.  Some  continue  their  journey  as  far 
south  as  Guatemala,  but  few  go  farther  south 
than  that.  They  can,  therefore,  make  their  jour- 
ney overland,  and  so  do  not  encounter  the  dan- 
gers to  which  many  of  our  eastern  migrants  are 
exposed. 

It  is  surprising  that  most  of  the  bird  travelers 
of  Alaska  migrate  to  the  eastern  United  States. 
Some  of  them  actually  go  to  their  winter  homes 
by  way  of  Florida  and  the  West  Indies  !  But 
when  we  examine  a  map,  we  find  that  a  large 
part  of  .Alaska  is  east  of  the  Rocky  Mountain 
system.  These  mountains,  like  a  great  wall,  have 
prevented  the  western  birds  from  crossing  to 
their  eastern  side;  while  the  bird  pioneers  from 
the  east  have  found  nothing  to  prevent  them 
from  taking  up  fresh  claims,  until  they  reached 
this  same  great  wal!  in  the  far  X'orthwest.  So 
far  as  birds  are  concerned,  therefore.  .Alaska  is 
like  a  small  United  States.  The  birds  that  live 
west  of  the  mountains,  on  what  is  called  the  Pa- 
cific slope,  travel. southward  with  other  western 
birds.  Those  found  east  of  the  mountains  travel 
southeastward  and  then  join  in  the  journeys  of 
eastern  birds. 

This  is  the  route  the  little  bIack])oll  warbler 
follows  in  his  seven-thousaud-mile  journey  from 
-Alaska  to  northern  South  America.    There  is  no 
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question  about  the  straightness  of  his  air-line ! 
He  lays  his  course  directly  for  Florida,  crosses 
from  Florida  to  Cuba,  passes  across  Cuba  to  Ja- 
maica, and  from  Jamaica  to  Colombia  in  north- 
ern South  America.  That  is  a  journey  any  one 
might  be  proud  of.  What  a  marvel  it  is  that  it 
should  be  made  regularly  twice  each  year  by  a 
creature  only  five  and  a  half  inches  long! 

In  their  travels  across  the  United  States,  birds 
seem  to  follow  coast-lines  and  river  valleys. 
They  must  pass  through  a  country  which  will 
supply  them  with  food  when  they  pause  to  rest. 
Even  if  they  fly  over  us,  we  cannot  e.xpect  them 
to  stop  if  we  can  offer  them  nothing  to  eat. 

Near  my  home  at  Englewood,  New  Jersey,  is 
a  small  ice-pond.  Sometimes  the  dam  which 
makes  it  is  raised,  and  the  water  runs  out.  This 
happened  once  in  August,  a  season  when  many 
shore-birds  are  migrating.  When  the  pond  was 
full,  I  had  seen  none  of  these  birds.  But  the  very 
day  that  the  pond  became  a  field  of  mud,  large 
numbers  of  sandpipers  of  several  species  stopped 
to  feast  on  the  little  aquatic  animals  which  had 
been  left  stranded.  So  we  cannot  always  tell 
what  kinds  of  birds  may  be  traveling  far  over- 
head in  the  sky  unless  we  have  some  way  of  mak- 
ing them  stop  and  call  on  us. 

When  we  follow  some  of  the  more  famous 
bird  travelers  in  their  journeys,  we  shall  become 
familiar  with  the  routes  they  travel.  Now  we 
will  outline  only  the  routes  of  those  migrants 
which  leave  the  eastern  United  States  in  the  win- 
ter. 

One  route  leads  southward  and  southwestward 
into  Texas  and  Mexico,  Central  and  South  Amer- 
ica. Another  does  not  enter  Texas  and  Mexico 
at  all.  northwestern  Florida  being  used  as  the 
port  from  which  many  birds  embark  on  their 
seven-hundred-mile  journey  across  the  Gulf  of 
Me.xico  to  Yucatan :  then  Central  America  is 
followed  to  South  America.  A  third  route,  which 
we   have    seen    is   used   by   the   blackpoll,   passes 


from  Florida  to  Cuba,  and  thence  to  Jamaica,  and 
over  the  Caribbean  Sea  to  South  America.  A 
fourth  leads  from  Florida  to  the  Bahamas.  A 
fifth,  which  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  of  any, 
crosses  the  Atlantic  Ocean  from  Nova  Scotia  to 
South  America. 

Some  birds  spend  the  entire  winter  at  sea. 
Indeed,  they  may  never  put  foot  on  land  except 
when  they  visit  it  to  nest.  Frequently,  in  going 
by  steamer  to  Florida  or  Cuba,  I  have  seen  thou- 
sands of  those  little  web-footed  snipe,  the  red 
and  the  northern  phalaropes.  They  were  from 
fifty  to  one  hundred  miles  offshore,  riding  the 
great    waves   like   corks.      Here   they    live    from 


THE   RED    PHALAROPE. 


August  until  INIay,  feeding  on  small  forms  of  sea 
life  and  sleeping  in  the  "cradle  of  the  deep." 
With  them  were  many  loons.  We  think  of  these 
w'eird-voiced  birds  as  solitary  dwellers  on  wood- 
land lakes,  but  oft  the  coast  of  Virginia  I  have 
seen  as  many  as  five  thousand  in  a  day. 

The  swallow-like  petrels,  which  during  the 
summer  so  often  follow  vessels  in  the  North  At- 
lantic, nest  in  February  and  March  in  certain 
islands  in  the  Antarctic  Ocean.  When  their 
young  are  reared,  they  all  travel  northward  to 
spend  what  is  really  their  winter  off  our  coasts. 
Unless  storms  should  blow  them  ashore,  they 
probably  never  touch  land  from  the  time  they 
leave  their  home  in  the  far  South  until  they  re- 
turn to  it. 


LOON'S    RISI.NG   FRO.\I    THE    \V.\TER   OF  A    WOODLAND    LAKE. 


"'I    M    GOING    CALLING,'    SAID    PATTY.' 


PATTY  AND  HER  PLAYMATES 

BY  ABIGAIL  WILLIAMS  BURTON 


'■J  'm  going  calling,"  said  Patty. 

She  came  out  on  the  porch  and  looked  at  her- 
self in  the  big  window.  The  big  window  was 
quite  as  good  as  a  mirror  for  looking  at  your- 
self. Patty  was  so  pleased  with  what  she  saw 
that  she  walked  up  and  down  to  get  a  better 
view.    Shall  I  tell  you  what  she  saw? 

In  the  big  window  was  a  little  girl  wearing  a 
long  skirt  — that  belonged  to  her  mother  !  and  a 
pair  of  gloves  — that  belonged  to  her  father  !  and 
a  silk  scarf — that  belonged  to  her  big  brother  ! 
She  carried  a  fan  too  — and  that  belonged  to  her 
big  sister !  For  you  see  she  was  very  much 
dressed ! 

It  was  hard  for  Patty  to  get  enough  of  looking 
at  herself— the  long  skirt  swished  so  beautifully, 
and  the  big  fan  waved  so  gracefully.  Patty 
wished  she  could  take  the  window  calling,  too ! 

At  the  foot  of  the  porch  steps  Dicky  Dog  lay 
asleep. 


"Good  day,  Dicky  Dog."  said  Patty.  "}ilay  I 
call  on  you  ?" 

"Do  ! "  said  Dicky  Dog. 

He  woke  right  up  out  of  his  sleep  to  say  it.  and 
he  sat  up  to  give  Patty  his  paw. 

"May  I  go  calling  too?"  he  barked. 

And  Patty  replied.  "Do  !" 

So  Dicky  Dog  went  along  with  her.  He  wore 
a  hat  and  a  pair  of  spectacles.  For  you  see  he 
was  i-cry  much  dressed  ! 

In  the  pansy  bed  Katie  Katt  was  takin.g  a 
snooze. 

"Good  day.  Katie  Katt,"  said  Patty  and  Dicky 
Dog  together.    "May  we  call  on  you  ?" 

"Do !"  said  Katie  Katt. 

She  woke  right  up  out  of  her  snooze  to  say  it, 
and  she  sat  up  to  give  Patty  and  Dicky  Dog  her 
I)aw. 

"May  1  go  calling  too?"  she  purred. 

.\nd  Patty  and  Dicky  Dog  replied,  "Do !" 
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So  Katie  Katt  went  along  with  them.  She 
wore  a  crocheted  sack  that  belonged  to  the  baby. 
For  you  see  she  was  iTry  much  dressed  ! 

On  a  branch  of  the  apple-tree  Robby  Robin 
was  having  a  nap. 

"Good  day,  Robby  Robin,"  said  Patty  and 
Dicky  Dog  and  Katie  Katt  together.  "May  we 
call  on  you?" 

"Do  !"'  said  Robby  Robin. 

He  woke  right  up  out  of  his  nap  to  say  it,  and 
he  hopped  down  to  give  Patty  and  Dicky  Dog 
and  Katie  Katt  his  claw. 

"May  I  go  calling  too?"  he  chirped. 

And  Patty  and  Dicky  Dog  and  Katie  Katt  re- 
plied, "Do !" 

So  Robby  Robin  went  along  with  them.  He 
wore  a  wide  paper-collar.  For  you  see  he  was 
c'cry  much  dressed  ! 

In  the  tall  grass  by  the  pump  Teddie  Toad  was 
catching  three  winks,  as  he  called  it.  And  that 
was  queer,  for  he  usually  caught  flies  ! 

"Good  day,  Teddie  Toad,"'  said  Patty  and 
Dicky  Dog  and  Katie  Katt  and  Robby  Robin  to- 
gether.    "May  we  call  on  you  ?" 

"Do  !''  said  Teddie  Toad. 


BETTV    BUTTERFLV. 


He  woke  right  up  out  of  his  winks  to  say  it, 
and  he  hopped  up  to  Patty  and  Dicky  Dog  and 
Katie  Katt  and  Robby  Robin. 

"May  I  go  calling  too?"  he  croaked. 


And  Patty  and  Dicky  Dog  and  Katie  Katt  and 
Robby  Robin  replied,  "Do !" 

So  Teddie  Toad  went  along  with  them,  lie 
wore  a  clean 
white  bib  under 
his  chin.  For  you 
see  he  was  irn' 
much  dressed  ! 

On  a  spray  of 
lilies  Betty  But- 
terfly was  swing- 
ing. I  can't  tell 
j-ou  if  she  was 
asleep  — but  any- 
how her  wings 
were  shut ! 

"Good  day, 
Betty  Butterfly," 
said     Patty     and 

Dicky  Dog  and  Katie  Katt  and  Robby  Robin  and 
Teddie  Toad  together.     "May  we  call  on  you?" 
"Do  !"  said  Betty  Butterfly. 
She  opened  her  wings  wide  to  say  it,  and  she 
fluttered    down    to    Patty   and    Dicky    Dog   and 
Katie  Katt  and  Robby  Robin  and  Teddie  Toad. 

"May  I  go  calling 
too  ?"  she  murmured. 
And  Patty  and 
Dicky  Dog  and  Katie 
Katt  and  Robby 
Robin  and  Teddie 
Toad  replied,  "Do !" 

So  Betty  Butterfly 
went  along  with  them. 
She  wore  a  forget- 
me-not  crown.  For 
you  see  she  was  I'cry 
much  dressed ! 

Such  a  procession 
as  they  made  ! 

Patty  went  first. 
traiHng  her  skirt  and 
wavingher  fan.  Dicky 
Dog  came  next,  Hft- 
ing  his  hat  and  look- 
ing through  his  spec- 
tacles. Katie  Katt 
came  next,  buttoned 
inside  of  her  cro- 
cheted sack.  Robby 
Robin  came  next,  ruf- 
fling out  his  wide  col- 
lar. Teddie  Toad 
came  next,  smoothing  down  his  clean  bib.  And 
last  came  Betty  Butterfly,  tossing  her  forget-me- 
not  crown.  You  would  have  laughed  to  see  them 
trying  to  keep  step  ! 
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But  zvliere  were  they  going? 

That  was  what  the  callers  wanted  to  know  too  ! 
They  all  wanted  to  know  it  at  once  !  Betty  But- 
terfly asked  Teddie  Toad,  and  Teddie  Toad  asked 
Robbv    Robin,    and    Robbv    Robin    asked    Katie 


"Under  the  porch,"  barked  Dicky  Dog. 
"But   we   can't   crawl   there   with   you ! 


cried 


Patty. 

"On  the  fence," 
"But   we   can't 


THEY    .ALL    LOOKED    AT    PATTY    AMI    Tlldll.lll. 


"I 


Katt,    and    Katie    Katt    asked    Dicky    Dog,    and 
Dicky  Dog  asked  Patty. 

"Why.    I    don't    know,"    said    Patty 
going  to  ask  you .'" 

Dicky  Dog  looked  at  Katie  Katt  and  chuckled. 
Katie  Katt  looked  at  Robby  Robin  and  giggled. 
Robby  Robin  looked  at  Teddie  Toad  and  tittered. 
Teddie  Toad  looked  at  Betty  Butterfly  and  snick- 
ered. Betty  Butterfly  looked  at  Patty  and  smiled. 
As  for  Patty,  she  looked  at  everybody  and 
laughed. 

And     everybody     laughed     and     laughed    and 

LAUGHED ! 

''Let  's  sit  down,"  said  Betty  Butterfly. 

'"In  a  circle,"  puffed  Teddie  Toad. 

"With  Patty  in  the  center,"  put  in 
Robby  Robin. 

"So  we  can  see  her,"  nodded  Katie 
Katt. 

"And  think,"  said  Dicky  Dog. 

So  Dicky  Dog  and  Katie  Katt  and 
Robby  Robin  and  Teddie  Toad  and 
Betty  Butterfly  all  sat  in  a  circle,  with 
Patty  in  the  center.  And  they  all 
looked  at  Patty  and  thought! 

"The  one  who  finds  out  first,"  said 
Patty,  "may  tell  'cohere.'" 

All  at  once  Dicky  Dog  and  Katie 
Katt  and  Robby  Robin  and  Teddie 
Toad  and  Betty  Butterfly  sat  up,  and 
nodded  their  heads,  and  looked  gaily  at  Patty. 

"He  'II  tell  where  !"  they  said, 

"Where?"  laughed  Pallv. 


purred  Katie  Katt. 
climb   there   with   you  !"    cried 
Patty. 

"L^p    in     the    apple-tree," 
chirped  Robby  Robin. 

"But    we    can't    fly    there 
with  you  !"  cried  Patty, 

"Down       in      the       well," 
croaked  Teddie  Toad. 

"But    we    can't    hop    there 
with  you  !"  cried  Patty. 

"Off     in     the     sunlight," 
breathed  Betty  Butterfly. 

"But  we  can't  float  there 
with  you  !  "  cried  Patty. 

Then  Dicky  Dog  and  Katie 
Katt   and    Robby   Robin   and 
Teddie  Toad  and  Betty  But- 
terfly   sat    down    and    shook 
their  heads  and  looked  sadly 
at  Patty. 
"i'oii  tell  where  !"  they  said. 
"We  '11  call  on  the  walk,"  laughed  Patty. 
She  stepped  out  as  she  spoke.     And  Dicky  Dog 
and   Katie    Katt    and    Robby   Robin   and   Teddie 
Toad  and  Betty  Butterfly  stopped  shaking  their 
heads  and  began  nodding  them  again.     And  they 
formed  in  line  and  stepped  out  after  Patty, 
"(jood  day,  sidewalk,"  said  Patty. 
But  the  sidewalk  said  never  a  word  ! 
"I  smell  a  bone,"  snuffed  Dicky  Dog. 
He  dug  under  the  walk,  and  sure  enough  he 
brought  out  a  bone  ! 

"I  see  a  ball,"  squeaked  Katie  Katt. 
She  ran  along  the  walk,  and  sure  enough  she 
bounced  up  a  ball ! 


S.\T    MU.NCHI.N'G    HIS    BONE. 


•I 


vc  found  a  worm,"  squawked  Robby  Robin, 
lie  pried  between  two  boards,  and  sure  enough 
he  [iulled  out  a  worm  ! 


I  t 
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"I  hear  a  fly,"  panted  Teddie  Toad. 

He  hopped  up  the  walk,  and  sure  enough  he 
caught  a  fly ! 

"I  guess  some  honey,"  laughed  Betty  Butterfly. 

She  lit  on  a  clover  by  the  walk,  and  sure 
enough  she  received  some  honey ! 

So  Dicky  Dog  sat  munching  his  bone,  and 
Katie  Katt  ran  chasing  her  ball,  and  Robby  Robin 
pecked  at  the  worm,  and  Teddie  Toad  swallowed 
the  fly,  and  Betty  Butterfly  swayed  and  teetered, 
enjoying  the  honey. 

But  the  sidewalk  said  never  a  word  ! 

And  all  this  time  Patty 
went  up  and  down,  swishing 
the  long  skirt,  and  waving 
the  big  fan,  and  feeling  de- 
lightfully  grown  up,  I  can 
tell  you  ! 

But  the  sidewalk  said 
never  a  word  ! 

At  the  end  of  the  walk 
stood  an  express-wagon.  It 
seemed  to  be  waiting  for 
somebody. 

"Good  day,  express-wag- 
on," said  Patty. 

But  the  express-wagon 
said  never  a  word  ! 

''Can"t  you  find  your 
tongue  ?"  asked  Patty. 

But  the  express-wagon 
said  never  a  word  ! 

"I  think  it  's  broken," 
barked  Dicky  Dog. 

'T     think     it     's 
sniffed  Katie  Katt. 

"I  think  it  's  rude,' 

"I  think  it  's  cross, 

"I  think  it  's  deaf,' 

"I  think  it  can't  talk  ! 
but  it  can't  express  itself  ! 
pose  we  take  a  ride." 

So  Patty  climbed  into  the  wagon,  all  ready  to 
ride.  Dicky  Dog  ran  in  front,  all  ready  to  pull. 
Katie  Katt  scrambled  up  to  sit  on  Dicky  Dog's 
back.  Robby  Robin  flew  up  to  perch  on  Katie 
Katt's  shoulder.  Teddie  Toad  hopped  up  to  bal- 
ance on  Robby  Robin's  back.  .\nd  Betty  Butter- 
fly floated  up  just  over  Teddie  Toad's  head. 

"Hold  on  tight !"  shouted  everybody. 

Away  went  Dicky  Dog  !  Away  went  the  ex- 
press-wagon !     Away  went  everybody  ! 

First  Dicky  Dog  walked,  and  that  was  smooth 
enough.  Then  Dicky  Dog  trotted,  and  that  was 
jolty  enough.  Then  Dicky  Dog  ran,  and  that 
was  jerky  enough.  Then  Dicky  Dog  raced,  and 
that  was  rumbly  enough.     Then  Dicky  Dog  gal- 


loped, and  that  was  tumbly  enough.  Then  Dicky 
Dog  tore,  and  that  was  jolty  and  jerky  and 
rumbly  and  tumbly  all  together  ! 

Away  went  Betty  Butterfly's  forget-me-not 
crown  !  Away  went  Teddie  Toad's  clean  white 
bib  !  Away  went  Robby  Robin's  wide  paper  col- 
lar !  Away  went  Katie  Katt's  crocheted  sack ! 
Away  went  Dicky  Dog's  hat  and  spectacles ! 
Away  went  Patty's  gloves  and  scarf  and  fan  ! 

When  they  reached  the  lilac-bush,  Betty  But- 
terfly was  brushed  off  and  left  swinging  on  a 
blossom.     When  they  reached  the  pump,  Teddie 


sleepy,' 


AWAY    WENT    UICKV    DOg!       AWAY    WENT    THE    E.M'kESS-WAGON  ! 
AWAY    WENT    EVERYBODY!" 


piped  Robby  Robin. 
"  croaked  Teddie  Toad, 
whispered  Betty  Butterfly. 
It  "s  an  express-wagon 
laughed  Patty.    "Sup- 


Toad  was  tumbled  oft'  and  left  groping  in  the  tall 
grass.  When  they  reached  the  apple-tree,  Robby 
Robin  was  bounced  off  and  left  clinging  to  a 
twig.  When  they  reached  the  pansy  bed,  Katie 
Katt  was  shaken  off  and  left  sprawling  among 
the  flowers.  When  they  reached  the  porch, 
Patty  was  rolled  out  and  left  lying  on  the  steps. 

.■\nd  tlicn  — 

The  express-wagon  stopped  !  It  stopped  with 
a  bounce  and  a  squeak  and  a  sigh  !  .And  Dicky 
Dog  stopped,  too ! 

Dicky  Dog  stretched  himself  at  the  foot  of  the 
porch  steps  and  fell  into  a  deep  sleep.  Katie 
Katt  curled  herself  up  in  a  ball  among  the  pansies 
and  dropped  into  a  sound  snooze.  Robby  Robin 
tucked  his  head  under  his  wing  and  took  a  long 
nap.  Teddie  Toad  shut  his  eyes  to  catch  three 
more  delicious  winks.  Betty  Butterfly  closed  her 
beautiful  wings  — 

And  Patty  crossed  the  porch,  without  looking 
once  at  herself  in  the  big  window  ! 


LCAG 


The  %vci-ks  spttd  Ijy  with  flying  feet  : 

The  sun  climbs  on.  in  northward  swing  ; 
Another  month  and  we  shall  greet 

The  earliest  harbingers  of  Spring! 
Meanwhile,  to  King  Midw-inter,  praise 

For  outdoor  sports  and  indoor  joys 
And  well'loved  tasks  that  crown  these  days 

With  happy  cheer  for  girls  and  boys  ! 


The  League  pages  for  this  month  ofi^er  a  well-balanced 
exhibit,  in  which  it  would  be  difficult  to  award  special 
preeminence  to  any  one  group  of  contestants.  Our  young 
writers  have  done  exceeding  w'ell,  both  in  prose  and 
A'erse.  All  the  stories,  whether  of  fact  or  fancy,  are 
cleverly  told  :  and  several  offer  hints  for  profitable 
thought,  or  descriptions  and  incidents  worth  remem- 
bering— so  many  and  so  different  are  the  angles  from 
which  the  various  contributors  have  looked  at  "The 
Open  Gate."  As  for  the  young  poets,  they  give  ample 
proof  that  the  gift  of  rhyming  is  inborn  in  many  an 
American  girl  and  boy,  and  the  lyric  quality  of  their 
verse  this  month  is  excellent. 

Very  dainty  and  graceful  are  most  of  the  drawings — 
both  those  illustrating  the  subject  "Shopping"   and   the 


quaint   ingenious   tributes   to    St.   Valentine   in    the   de- 
signs of  "A  Heading  for  February." 

And  what  a  lively  galaxy  of  interesting  pictures  has 
the  camera  clan  contributed  this  month  !  There  were 
literally  myriads  of  "family  pets,"  of  all  sorts  and  sizes, 
cats,  dogs,  ponies,  calves,  goats,  "burros,"  bears, — and 
even  luiiiwn  pets,  from  babies  and  wee  youngsters  to 
some  who  seem  to  have  reached  almost  the  age-limit  of 
the  League  itself  !  The  prints  shown  here  are  but  the 
merest  fraction  of  the  mass  received — and  we  wish  we 
had  room  for  every  one  of  them,  so  cheery  and  joyous 
were  they,  each  and  all !  A  beautiful  reminder  of  the 
fact  that  there  is,  for  man  and  beast,  such  a  lot  of  com- 
fort, happiness,  peace,  and  love  still  left  in  this  good 
world. 


PRIZE-WINNERS,  COMPETITION  No.   192 

In  makinf;  the  awards,  contributor^,'  ages  are  considered. 

PROSE.     Gold  badges,  Lucile  Talmage  (age  15),  Utah;   Anna  Rogers  Lay  (age  14),  North  Carolina. 
Silver  badges,  Ruth  Elizabeth  Baker  (age  14),  New  York;  Hilda  F.  Barnard  (age  13),  .Massachusetts;  Richard  Frost 
(age  12),  California. 

VERSE.     Silver  badges,  AUis  F.  Hussey  (age  16),  Michigan;  Amy  C.  Love  (age  17),  Illinois;   Carolyn  T.  Ladd  (age 
13),  Vermont;   Marcella  H.  Foster  (age  17),  Massachusetts;  Elisabeth  Gerould  (age  11).  New  Hampshire. 
DRAWINGS.     Gold  badges,  Hilda  Hahn  (age  17),  Canada;   Amelia  Winter  (age   15),  New  York;    Marian  Allardt 
(age  13),  California.     Silver  badges,  Penelope  Pope  Hubbard  (age  13),  Ohio;   Rita  L.  McCarthy  (age  15),  Massachu- 
setts;   Marjorie    C.  Stone  (age  J4\   Pennsylvania. 

PHOTOGRAPHS.     Clohi  badges,  Lucy  Pomeroy  (age  15),  New  York;  Matthew  Pugsley  (age  1;),  New  Jersey. 
Silver  badges,  Caryl  Peabody  (age  15),  Massachusetts;  Harold  Hammond  (age  14),  Connecticut;   Louise  Sholem  (age 
16),  New  York;  Elizabeth  Brown  (age  14),  New  York;  Katharine  Sharpe  (age  14),  New  York;  Queenie  Otis  (age 
10),  Ohio;   Eleanor  Foster  (age  16),  Ohio. 

PUZZLE-MAKING.     Cjold  badge,  James  Stanisewsky  (age  17),  Illinois. 
Silver  badge,  Luther  B.  Arrington  (age  12),  Massachusetts. 
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THE  STORM— IN  ARGENTINA 

BY  ALLIS   F.    HUSSEY    (AGE    1 6) 

(Silver  Badge) 
"Y  IS  in  the  mighty  snow-capped  Andes  height 

I  have  my  lairs,  which  wild  winds  only  know. 
The  dwellers  of  the  plains  are  filled  with  fear 
When  they  at  dusk  my  raging  voice  do  hear. 

And  feel  my  breath  all  chilled  with  mountain  snow 
As  toward  the  eastern  seas  I  race  by  night. 

In  hate  I  bend  the  long-plumed  pampas-grass 
Beneath  my  heavy  flail  of  lashing  rain. 

As  down  the  wide  La  Plata  to  the  sea 

I  rush,  the  rising  tide  will  turn  and  flee 

Before  my  wrath.     Ere  putting  forth  again 

To  sea,  all  vessels  wait  until  I  pass. 

Along  the  coast  I  laugh  at  the  tall  trees 

That  stood  so  proud — my  power  has  laid  them  low  ! 
And  laughing  think  of  the  fair  ship  I  sank 
Upon  the  shallows  of  the  English  bank — 

There  where  La  Plata's  muddy  waters  flow- 
To  join  the  blue-green  of  the  Southern  seas. 


THE    FAMILY    PET.  BV  CARYL    PEABODY,    AGE  15. 

(SILVER    BADGE.) 

I  then  excite  the  waves  to  violence  by 

My  might.     Their  foamy  manes  full  high  they  fling. 
In  fury  charging  in  across  the  sand. 
They  add  their  deluge  to  the  rain-drenched  land. 

While  I  my  yearly  song  of  hatred  sing 
O'er  ruined  homes  before  I  onward  fly. 

THE  OPEN  GATE 

BY   LUCILE  TALMAGE   (aGE    I5) 

(Gold  Badge.     Silver  Badge  won  March,  1915) 
Once,  long  ago,  a  very  rich  man  lived  near  a  very  poor 
man.    And  the  rich  man  said,  "I  will  close  fast  my  gate, 
to   exclude   all   evil."      But    the   poor   man   said,   "I    will 
leave  my  gate  open,  to  admit  all  good." 

Before  long,  the  good  fairy.  Opportunity,  came  by  on 
one  of  her  rare  visits  ;  for  so  many  new  people  were 
constantly  coming  into  the  world  that  she  seldom  vis- 
ited the   same   person  twice.     After  knocking  vainly  at 


the  rich  man's  gate,  she  went  on  to  the  friendly  hut  of 
the  poor  man.  Before  leaving  him  she  showed  him  two 
magic  bells.  "I  have  two  sons,"  she  said,  "Failure  and 
Success.  If  the  rules  inscribed  upon  this  golden  bell 
are  obeyed,  the  bell  rings  and  Success  answers  gladly. 
'  But  when  one  does  the  things  written  upon  this  leaden 
hell.  Failure  responds." 

The  poor  man  found  it  very  easy  to  obey  the  instruc- 
tions on  the  golden  bell.     His  kindly  actions  soon  set  it 


"shopping."      by  HILDA    HAHN,  AGE    17.       (GOLD  BADGE. 
SILVER  BADGE  WON  DEC,   1915.) 

tinkling  merrily,  and  Success  found  his  hut  so  pleasant 
that  he  made  his  permanent  abode  there. 

But  the  rich  man,  all  unwittingly,  set  the  fairy's 
leaden  bell  a-jangling.  Failure  came,  and  after  pound- 
ing upon  the  gate,  unanswered,  he  angrily  climbed  over 
it  and  met  the  rich  man. 

In  turn  came  Happiness,  Love,  and  Prosperity,  each 
being  unable  to  obtain  entrance  at  the  rich  man's  gate, 
but  each  finding  such  a  hearty  welcome  in  the  poor 
man's  home  that  they  became  his  constant  companions. 

Success  made  the  poor  man  rich  ;  but  homeless,  desti- 
tute, and  bowed  down  by  Failure,  the  rich  man  came  to 
him  and  asked,  "What  must  I  do  to  obtain  such  bless- 
ings as  thou  hast  ?" 

And  his  friend  answered :  "Keep  the  gate  of  thy 
heart  ever  open.  Brother,  to  admit  the  blessings  that  are 
yet  in  store  for  thee." 


BY   PHYLLIS   KEVESi 
AGE   13. 


BV    MATTHEW    PUGSLEY,  AGE    15. 

(GUI  D   BADGE.      SILVER   BADGE 

WO.M  OCT.,    Iyl5.) 
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AFTER  THE   STOR.M 

BY    JOHN'    DUNCAN    CO.X     (.^GE    lo) 

(Honor  Member) 
The  black  cloud.s  on  the  rising  wind  have  hiddtn,  quite, 

the  sun  ; 
Tlie  rain  pours  down  in  torrents  :  the  angry  storm  's 

begun. 
And  now  a  flash  of  lightning  illuminates  like  day 
The  rushing  torrent  falling  and  the  rain  clouds'  sombre 

grav. 


"a   HEAUl.NG    FOK    FKUIJUARV.  BV    AMELIA    WINTER,  AGE  I5. 

(GOLD   IIADGE.) 

At  last  the  storm  has  ended,  the  clouds  have  disap- 
peared ; 

The  sun  is  slowly  setting  :  the  darkened  sky  has  cleared. 

And  in  the  eastern  part  of  it,  its  beauty  all  unfurled. 

The  rainbow  shines  unequaled — God's  promise  to  the 
world  ! 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  OPEN  GATE 

BY    RUTH    ELIZABETH    BAKER    (aGE    I4) 

(Silver  Badge) 
I  AM   an  old.  rusty,  iron  gate.      For  many  years  I  ha\e 
stood  here,  open,  until  my  joints  are  so  stiff  that  I  fear 
it  would  be  hard  work  to  move  me  now. 


BY  HAKOLt)    HAMMOND,  AGE  14. 
(SILVER    BADGE.) 


BV  JAMES   D.    BKONSON,  JR., 
AGE    II. 


"THE  I'A.MILV  I'ET." 

I  am  the  main  entrance  to  an  ancient  tumble-down 
house.  People  down  in  the  village  whisper  that  the 
house  is  haunted.  And  who  knows?  But  often  at 
night,  when  the   wind   is  blowing  strong,  strange  and 


v\'eird  noises  come  from  the  old  house.  Sometimes  I 
can  hear  sighs,  low  and  mournful,  and  again  the  noise 
is  shrill  and  shrieking.  If  I  were  not  a  gate,  I  should 
feel  very  creepy  and  frightened,  but  gates  are  not  sup- 
posed to  have  any  feelings  at  all. 

I  was  not  always  stiff  and  rusty  as  I  am  now.  Once 
I  was  new  and  shiny.  The  house  then,  too,  was  young 
and  handsome.  .'\h,  those  were  gay  times !  How 
plainly  I  can  hear,  as  if  it  were  but  yesterday,  the  sweet 
notes  of  the  violin  or  the  guitar,  and  the  chatter  of  the 
young  people  as  they  danced  and  frolicked  in  the  big 
house. 

But  every  one  went,  one  time,  to  the  very  last  ser- 
vant. My  friend  the  ivy-vine  thinks  something  serious 
must  have  happened,  but  just  what  it  was,  she  does  not 
Icnow,  and  I  have  never  been  able  to  guess. 

Xo  one  has  come  to  live  here  since  Master  Edgar 
and  his  family  left.  As  years  have  passed,  we  have 
grown  older  and  more  decayed.  Now  my  only  hope  is 
that  we  may  be  left  in  peace — through  the  rest  of  our 
declining  years. 


SHOPPING. 


nV    VIRGINIA    P.    BRADFIELD,  AGE    I7. 
(HONOR  MEMBER.) 


THE  OPEN  G.\TEWAY 

BY    EMILIA    BELKNAP    (aGE   9) 

"Look  !"  said  the  speckled  hen  to  the  white  hen.  "I 
have  alw.ays  heard  the  worms  are  very  good  in  pansy- 
beds.  Look,  the  gate  is  open.  What  do  you  say  to 
.ijoing  in  there  and  getting  a  few?" 

"Fine!"  exclaimed  the  white  hen,  and  together  they 
both  went  through  the  open  gateway. 

"My!"  ejaculated  the  speckled  hen,  "that  's  good! 
1  'm  going  to  that  other  bed." 

"Oh,  you  are,  are  you?"  asked  a  voice. 

Neither  the  white  hen  nor  the  speckled  hen  paid  any 
attention  :  they  were  too  busy  eating.  Suddenly  there 
was  a  ruffling  of  feathers,  an  awful  cackling,  and  out 
of  the  garden  scuttled  the  two  hens. 

"My!"  exclaimed  the  white  hen  when  they  were 
safely  in  the  barnyard,  "I  was  never  so  scared  in  my 
life!  I  guess  I  '11  look  out  for  open  gateways  after 
this." 
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BY    KEillA    M.   KOWLEV,    AGE    I3. 


BY    LOUISE    SHUl.EM,  AGE    16.       (SILVER    BAUuE.) 


1;Y    Cl.ARA   FREDERICHS,  AGE    16. 


BV    SIBVI-    WEYMOUTH,  AGE    15, 


,    \l   !■   I  t)     HKOWN,    AGE 
(SILVER    BADGE.) 


"THE  FAMILY   PET." 


THE  OPEN  GATE 

BY    HILDA    F.    BARNARD    (aGE    I3I 

(Silz'cr  Badge) 
I  THINK  the  people  of  the  Eastern  countries  appreci^ite 
an  open  gate  more  than  the  inhabitants  of  the  Western 
world  ;  and  even  they  appreciated  it  more  in  the  years 
of  long  ago  than  at  the  present  time. 

How  anxiously  the  Oriental  camel-driver  would  strain 
his  eyes  to  see  if  the  gate  was  still  open  !  It  was  a 
race  against  time,  for  at  sunset  the  gate  closed  !  .\nd 
all  comers  after  that  would  have  to  go  through  "the 
eye  of  the  needle" — a  little  gate  within  the  gate. 

A  heavily  laden  camel  or  ass  could  hardly  get 
through,  and  at  times  they  even  would  have  to  unload 
and  the  traveler  would  have  to  give  the  signal  that  he 
was  not  an  enemy. 

Can  you  picture  a  little  village  nestled  among  the 
hills,  and  a  stretch  of  desert  sand  with  the  red  sun 
setting  and  outlined  against  the  sky.  the  figures  of  the 
hurrying  camels  and  eager  couriers  with  their  long 
shadows  on  the  sand  ? 


Truly,  if  any  people  are  grateful  for  an  open  gate,  it 
lUist  be  those  of  the  far  East,  rather  than  the  dwellers 
11  our  new-er  Western  world. 

AFTER  THE  STORM 

BV    AMY    C.    LOVE    (AGE    1 7) 

(Silver  Badge) 
'I'm:  storm  is  o'er,  its  wind-lashed  fury  spent: 

The  fields  and  vales  in  beaten  silence  lie  ; 

But.  lo  !  God  sets  His  rainbow  in  the  sky: 
Earth  smiles  again  and  once  more  is  content. 

Upon  the  battle-field  the  storm  is  o'er: 

The  clouds  of  smoke  roll  back  across  the  sky. 
And  where  the  wounded,  pride  of  nations,  lie. 

Death  numbers  o'er  her  slain  and  grasps  for  more. 

.\  dying  soldier  slowly  moves  and  groans  ; 

He  lifts  his  eyes  to  where  the  rainbow  gleams; 
To  him  its  arch  a  pledge  of  freedom  seems. 
"God  send  his  bow  of  promise — peace,"  he  moans. 
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THE  STORM 

BY    LEOTA    LOHR 

(A  pupil  in  a  school  for  the  blind) 
It  was  a  dark  and  cheerless  day  ; 

No  ray  of  sun  could  pierce  the  blue  ; 
The  land  in  total  darkness  lay, 

And  darker,  darker  still  it  grew. 

And  now  the  thunder  rent  the  air 

With  crash  on  crash  and  roar  on  roar. 

The  lightning  flashed  with  flare  on  flare. 
And  sheets  of  rain  began  to  pour. 


"  A   HEADING    FOR    FERRUAR^■.  UY   MARIAN    ALLARDT, 

AGE    13.      (GOr.D    BADGE.       SU.VER    BADGE 
WON    NOV.,   IQI5.) 


The  wind  shrieked  by  with  whistle  shrill. 

With  moan  on  moan  and  wail  on  wail  : 
It  whistled  bleakly  o'er  the  hill. 

And  swiftly  flew  the  falling  hail. 

The  thunder  ceased  its  fearful  roar. 
The  dazzling  lightning  ceased  to  flash. 

The  sable  clouds  rolled  slowly  o'er. 

The  rain  and  hail-stones  ceased  to  crash. 


"SHOPPING."   BY  MARGARET  C.  HARMS,  AGE  15. 
(HONOR  MEMBER.) 

The  Storm  is  past,  the  sun  once  more 
Shines  brightly  on  the  cheery  way  ; 

But  those  who  dwelt  along  the  shore 
Will  ne'er  forget  that  stormy  day. 


THE  OPEN  GATE 

BY    FR.\XCES    E.    NOBLE    (AGE    1 2) 

Jean  sat  on  the  doorstep,  watching  the  sunset  sky.  But 
her  thoughts  were  on  other  things.  "How  can  I  earn 
some  money?"  was  uppermost  in  her  mind.  "I  'm  up 
against  a  stone  wall.  I  suppose  there  's  a  gate  some- 
where, but  it  's  a  long  way  oflf.  Things  in  the  future 
don't  help  you  when  you  need  so  much  now.  If  I 
could  only  find  the  gate,  it  would  n't  matter  so  much 
if  it  was  shut.     I  could  open  it." 

As  she  rose  to  enter  the  house,  a  voice  behind  her 
said,  "Please,  Miss,  could  n't  you  come  and  quiet 
Jamie?  He  's  crying  dreadful,  and  I  don't  know  what  's 
the  matter." 

Jean  turned  to  see  Mrs.  Dustin,  a  widow  who  lived 
quite  near  her.  Her  husband  had  been  killed  shortly 
after  Jamie,  now  ten  months  old,  was  born.  Jean  fre- 
quently went  to  see  them,  and  Jamie  had  taken  a  great 
fancy  to  the  pretty  girl  who  was  so  nice  to  him. 

So  she  followed  Mrs.  Dustin.  Jamie  was,  indeed, 
"crying  dreadful." 
Jean  soon  found  a 
misdirected  pin  and 
removed  it.  The 
baby's  crying  quick- 
ly ceased,  and  she 
rose  to  go. 

"You  certainly 
can  manage  chil- 
dren," said  Mrs. 
Dustin ;  "I  could 
n't  qviiet  him  to 
find  the  troubk . 
You  ought  even  tn 
suit  Mrs.  Mannor. 
She  's  advertisin,q 
for  a  nurse,  but 
she  's  mighty  par- 
ticular." 

Jean  was  soon 
intiuiring  further. 
Mrs.  Mannor  was 
a  wealthy  invalid, 
who  had  come  tri 
Melrose  for  her 
health  and  needeil 
some  one  to  look 
after  her  two  chil- 
dren. 

That      afternoon 
Jean  went  to  see  her.  and  obtained  the  position  at  once. 
The  pay  was  good,  the  hours  short,  and  everything  sat- 
isfactory. 

That  evening  she  again  sat  on  the  doorstep,  but  her 
thoughts  were  different. 

"I  did  find  the  open  gate,  but,  as  often  happens, 
where  I  least  expected  it" 

THE  SNOWSTORM 

BY    CAROLYN    T.   LADD    (aGE    1 3) 

(Silrcr  Badge) 
Silently,  softly  fluttering  down, 

Eddying  slowly  by. 
Dreamily  floating,  the  snowflakes  come 

From  a  gray  and  leaden  sky. 
Shrouding  the  trees  so  tall  and  bare 

In  a  misty  veil  of  snow ; 
Faster  and  faster  whirling  down 

To  the  dreary  earth  below. 


SHARPE,  AGE    I4.    (SILVER    BADGE.) 
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Tenderly  touching  meadows  brown, 
And  the  hillsides  dark  and  bare, 

Covering  over  the  crags  and  rocks 
With  a  whiteness  soft  and  fair. 


THES'^fliCHOLAsLEAGUE, 


A    HKAUING    FOR    FFHRUARV. 


HFI-FN    A,     J'lHNSON,   AGE 


Steadily,  softly  drifting  by 

Through  all  the  winter's  day, 
The  earth  a  pure  and  silent  white, 

The  sky  a  silent  gray. 

Slowly  and  slower  the  white  flakes  come 

And  fade  upon  the  drifts  : 
The  gray  clouds  break,  the  setting  sun 

Shines  through  the  fleecy  rifts. 
He  beams  upon  a  dazzling  world. 

Pearly,  and  white,  and  still — 
A  blaze  of  glory,  and  he  drops 

Behind  the  western  hill. 

THE  OPEN  G.\TE 

BY  .\NN.\   ROGERS   LAY    (.\C;E    I4) 

(Gold  Badge.    Silver  Badge  won  October,  igi5) 
"Shoo,    chickies !      Shoo  I      There !      Now   they    're    all 
in,  and  I  hope  they  won't  get  out  again." 

Dolly  shut  the  gate  and  went  into  the  house.  She 
had  left  open  the  gate  that  kept  the  chickens  out  of  her 
mother's  garden,  and  had  had  a  hard  time  getting  them 
back  where  they  belonged. 


At  about  twelve  o'clock  that  night.  Dolly  tried  and 
tried  to  remember  if  she  had  left  the  gate  open  or  not. 
"Oh,  I  must  have  left  it  open  !"  she  thought,  "and  I  '11 
have  to  go  outdoors  in  the  dark  and  shut  it." 

Dolly  got  out  of  bed  and  crept  downstairs  and  out 
into  the  garden.  The  moon  and  stars  were  beautiful, 
but  she  hurried  on.  She  had  almost  reached  the  gate 
when  she  stopped.  What  was  that  white  thing  she  saw? 
It  certainly  looked  liki:  a  ghost  to  Dolly  !  Fiery  eyes 
shone  all  around 
her,  and  the  next 
minute  the  air 
seemed  to  be  filled 
with  goblins,  and 
ghosts,  and  witch- 
es, and  bears,  and 
so  many  other  hor- 
rible things  that 
Dolly  trembled  all 
over  and  longed 
to  turn  and  run. 
But  was  n't  that 
gate  open  ?  She 
must  close  it.  She 
was  thinking  of 
this  when  a  little 
brown  witch,  rid- 
ing on  a  broom- 
stick, moved  slow- 
ly toward  her. 
Nearer  and  nearer 
she  came.  Dolly 
was  petrified,  and 
shivered  from 

head        to        foot. 
"Go  away  !"  she  cried 


uul:  _ , 

DDDOa 

iDor 


'shopping.  BV    PENELOPE    P.  HUBBARD, 

ACE    13.       {SILVER   BADGK.) 

"Go  away  !     Mother  !     Mother  !' 


Dolly  sat  up  in  bed  and  rubbed  her  eyes.  The  moon- 
light was  streaming  through  the  window,  and  her 
mother  was  sitting  by  her. 

"What  is  the  matter,  darling?"  she  said. 

Dolly  thought  for  a  while.  "I  must  have  been  dream- 
ing." she  answered  sleepily.  "Now  I  remember  I  shut 
the  gate."  She  gave  her  mother  a  kiss  and  nestled 
down  in  her  bed  again  and  went  to  sleep. 


1-eague  members  are  reminded  that  the  silver  badge 
must  be  won  before  the  gold  badge  can  be  awarded. 


..L.-.iv^,.',.,i.  i    v,.'.i;t.L,  . 


BV   QUEENIE    Ol  1  ., ....... 

"THE  FAMILY   PET." 
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AFTER  THE  STORM 

BY    MARCELLA    H.    FOSTER    (aGE    1 7) 

(Silver  Badge) 
A  WILDERNESS  of  dripping  trees — and  leaves — 
Drenched  with  so  many  drops  from  Jove's  Olympus 

spilled  ! 
A  checkered  lane  of  wavVing  light — and  there, 
Just  where  the  hill  rounds  up,  I  see  a  rainbow  fair, 
After  the  storm. 


'a    heading    for    FEbEaAKV.  UN'    RITA    L.    Mi_CARTH\,    AGE    15. 

(SILVER    BADGE.) 

The  path  winds  on — 't  is  such  a  pretty  path  ! 
And  now  I  sight  my  garden  with  its  flowers  frail. 
A  squirrel  moves  across  the  old  stone  wall — 
Near  by  a  bluebird  echoes  to  the  sunbeams'  call, 
After  the  storm. 

I  pluck  a  rose  full-blown  in  velvet  pink — 
What  does  a  rose  not  know  or  understand,  dear 

heart  ? — 
I  kiss  the  petals  soft,  still  moist  with  dew, 
And  then  I  send  it  forth  into  the  world — to  you — 
After  the  storm. 

THE  OPEN  GATE 

BY   RICHARD   FROST    (aGE    1 2) 

(Silver  Badge) 
Of    all    the    open    gates    the    maritime    world    has    ever 
known,    the    most    wonderful    is    the    great    and    famous 
Panama  Canal. 

There  already  being  seven  wonders  of  the  world,  the 
Panama  Canal  will  now  make  an  eighth. 

Please,  dear  readers,  think  what  a  saving  of  time  it 
will  be  for  ships  from  Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  Australia. 
and  all  the  islands  of  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  Oceans 
to  go  through  the  Panama  Canal  instead  of  going  away 
around  Cape  Horn,  the  southernmost  point  of  South 
America. 

Or  in  other  words,  if  any  European  country,  say  Eng- 
land, wishes  to  send  goods  to  some  Australian  city,  her 
ships  can  make  a  direct  line  right  across  the  Atlantic 
Ocean,  go  through  the  Canal,  and  thence  straight 
across  the  Pacific  Ocean  to  Australia. 

Or  if  any  Asiatic  country,  say  India,  wishes  to  send 
merchandise  to  a  city  on  our  Eastern  coast,  they  simply 
have  to  send  their  ships  straight  across  the  Pacific, 
through  the  Canal,  and  thence  straight  to  their  port  via 
the  Atlantic  Ocean. 

The  Panama  Canal  is  owned  by  the  United  States 
Government,  which  has  the  right  to  keep  battle-ships 
belonging  to  nations  at  war  from  passing  through  the 
canal  for  the  purpose  of  gaining  easier  access  to  the 
enemy's  country. 


The  Panama  Canal  is  strongly  fortified  at  either  end  ; 
and  although  severe  landslides  occur  in  it  at  certain 
times,  and  sometimes  keep  ships  from  passing  through 
it,  it  is,  all  told,  one  of  the  most  perfect  of  open  gates. 

THE  STORM 

BY    ELISABETH    GEROULD    (aGE    ll) 

(Silver  Badge) 
The  wind  that  bent  the  swaying  trees 

Hurled  pitch-black  clouds  across  the  sky. 
As  through  the  air  a  flashing  glare 

Lit  up  the  angry  storm  on  high. 

Then  came  a  splitting,  tearing  crash, 

A  hollow  roar  of  thunder  loud; 
The  rain  beat  down  upon  the  ground 

As  lightning  flashed  from  cloud  to  cloud. 

The  storm-wind  tossed  the  ships  at  sea. 
And  rolled  the  waves  up  mountain  high; 

The  lighthouse  lamp  shone  through  the  dark 
To  guide  the  ships  that  scudded  by. 

Then  in  the  west  a  bright  light  shone; 

The  clouds  retreated  down  the  sky, 
And  all  the  air  was  fresh  and  sweet. 

As  morning  dawned,  the  storm  went  by. 

THE  ROLL  OF  HONOR 

No.  1.     A  list  of  those  whose  work  would  have  been  used  liad  space 
permitted. 

No.  2.     A  list  of  those  whose  work  entitles  them  to  encouragement. 


PROSE,  I 

Alfred  S.  Valentine 
Edith  Sise 
Klsbeth  G. 

McGoodwirt 
Catherine  J.  Urell 
Amelie  de  Witt 
Gertrude  Woolf 
Ellen  E.  Lav 
Mildred  L.  Kline 
Ellen  Ewing 
Dorothy  Stevens 
Katharine  L. 

Henning 
\\'alter  Hanlon 


Isadore  Fineberg 
Eda  McCoy 
Marion  Harper 
Gwenfread  E.  Allen 
Lena  Becker 
Sydney  H.  Archbell 
Antoinette  Webster 
I'rances  Gillmor 
Kathryn  Shephard 
Laurence  B. 
Goodrich 
Maebelle  Brooks 
Ethel  \'an  Meter 
May  E.  Wishart 
Carl  Jacobson 
Muriel  A.  Jaisohn 


Gjems  Fraser 
Cecil  M.  Shultis 
Irene  Gorsch 
Katharine  \'an  R. 

Holste 
Marian  E.  Dixon 
Mildred  V.  Preston 
Evelyn  Levis 
Ratha  .\.  Staples 
Theo.  E.  Wright 
Clara  I.  V.  Bibuld 
Mary  Powers 

VERSE,  I 
Dorothy  Levy 


VHt    KAMn\     Vh  1  RV    EI.EAN'iK    t> 

|,S1LVER   BADGE.) 


Mary  L.  D.  West 
Bessie  Roscnnian 
lean  Robertson 
Frances  Segner 
\'irginta  ^L  Allcock 
Lolita  Stubblcfield 
Alvin  Hattorf 
Kathleen  Bibby 


\'ivian  E.  Hall 
Mabel  Warren 
.Anna  E.  Warren 
Irene  ShHvek 
,\lvyna  Croter 
Suzanne  Oberdorf 
Mary  Bray 
Xell  F.  Hiscox 


^^a^thcdith  Furnas 
Xclle  ,\dams 
Helen  A,  Winans 
l-'ranklin  McDuffee 
Mabellc  H.  Emory 
Mary  S.  Benson 
Llewellyn  Wilcox 
Emma  Jacobs 
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\"erna  Peacock 
Ann  E.  Sheble 
Haniet  S.  Railey 
Fannie  M.  Bouton 
iLlizabeth  Kieffei 


James  Dee 

Ricliardson 
Alta  I.  Davis 
Ruth  Ella  Huglies 
Harry  Trunstall,  Jr. 


'shopping.         BV  ROBERT  MARTIN,  AGE  I5. 
(HONOR  MEMBER.) 


Jean  F.  Black 
Harriet  T.  Parsons 
PegRy  Norris 
Marie  Mirvis 
Katharine  Hunn 
Dorothea  Dresser 
Winifred  F.  Gray 
Celestine  Morgan 
AI,  Dorothea 

Drummond 
Hannah  Ratisher 
Dorene  Brown 
Rachel  McClurg 
Olive  E.  Northup 
Eleanor  Johnson 
L.  Burton  Crane.  Jr. 
Francis  D.  Johnson 
Olive  Noel 
Oscar  Kaplan 
Margaret  H.  Laidlaw 
Ruth  Barcher 
Miriam  Fechiner 
Ruth  Crawford 
Hester  T.  Sheldon 
Kerby  S.  Miller 
Elisabeth  Wilson 
Emily  S.  Haigh 
Frances  B.  Baskin 
Maria  Schneider 
Eleanor  Davis 
Louise  Sanford 
Helen  G.  Harmon 
Farwell  G.  Bemis 
Marion  West 
Grace  H.  Parker 

DRAWINGS.  I 

Gertrude  Harms 
Clarence  Johnson 
Evelyn  Kingemann 
Elbei-ta  L.  Esty 
J.  M.  Hirschmann 
Frances  H.  Lenz 
Henry  Silldorff 


Agustine  J.  Cardevar 
Anita  Hitt 
Mary  M.  Rogers 


Adelaide  Winter 
Catharine  S.  Krupa 
Margaret  L. 

Sutherland 
\'irginia  Deacon 
Esther  Rice 
Juliet  Chisholm 
Florence  E.  Wallace 
Marjorie 

Wintermute 
Alfred  Adams 
F.  B.  Fox 
Jime  M.  Cochrane 
Carolene  Dutcher 
Cora  Anderson 

PHOTOGRAPHS.! 

Clara  Engel 
Eleanor  J.  Eldredge 
Elizabeth  Bray 
Rowland  R. 

Shepardson 
Margaret  Phillips 
Dorothy  C.  N.  Hall 
Barbara  Barnes 
Margaret  Olmstead 
Annie  B. 

Auchincloss 
Helen  Tatnall 
Margreta  S.  Kerr 
Elizabeth  Harlow 
Bessie  Strange 
Charles  B.  Cooper 
Eleanor  Ravenstedt 
Frances  T.  Mclntyre 
Xatalie  Gookin 
KatherineSchachner 
Horace  Crandall 
Slierwood  Buckstaff 
Louise  Bazeley 
Richard  Sloggett 
Catherine  Dutcher 
McMillan  Lewis 
Alice  L.  Thomas 
Frederick  A.  Small 
Dorothy  M. 

Morehouse 
Cornelia  Merritt 
Mary  F.  Child 
Dorothy  Steffan 
Dolly  M.  Burnett 


HEADING   FOR    FEBRUARY. 
MARJORIE    C.    STONE,  AGE    I4. 
(SILVER   BADGE.) 


Mary  L  Fry 
<^race  Phillips 
Olive  J.  ArchboUl 
John  Underwood 
\\'ilma  E.  Stewart 
Audrey  Sanders 

PUZZLES,  I 

Richard  L.  Purdy 


Robbins  Miller 
Eleanor  Cook 
Hubert  Barentzen 
Nicholas  Ford 
Eleanore  Marroii 
Winifred  Nichols 

PUZZLES,  2 
E.  Custis  Bennett 


Eliphalet  Wickes 
Renwick  S.  Mclver 
Mary  M.  Smith 
Milton  Hyman 
Frona  M.  Brooks 
Helen  Milliken 
Katherine  Wallace 
Dolph  Guniaer 
Harriet  Straiglit 
Harold  Douglas 


Ruth  Browne 
Alice  L.  Morrell 
Chas.  A.  Smith 


Lillian  A.  Watkins 
Beatrice  Whipple 
Lois  H.  Swett 


PRIZE  COMPETITION  No.  196 

The  St.  Nicholas  League  awards  gold  and  silver  badges 
each  month  for  the  best  origiim/  poems,  stories,  drawings, 
photographs,  puzzles,  and  puzzle  answers.  Also,  occasion- 
ally, cash  prizes  to  Honor  Members,  when  the  contribution 
printed  is  of  unusual  merit. 

Competition  No.  196  will  close  February  24  (for  for- 
eign members  February  29).  Prize  announcements  will 
be  made  and  the  selected  contributions  pulilished  in  Sr. 
NicHOL.^s  for  June. 

Verse.  To  contain  not  more  than  twenty-four  lines. 
Subject,   "In  Days  of  Old." 

Prose.  Essay  or  story  of  not  more  than  three  hundred 
words.      Subject,   "The  Story  of  a  Friend." 

Photograph.  Any  size,  mounted  or  unmounted  ;  no  blue 
prints  or  negatives.  Subject,  -'The  Worker,"  or  "At 
Work." 

Drawing.  India  ink.  very  black  writing-ink.  or  wasli. 
Subject,  "A  Call,"  or  a  Heading  for  June. 

Puzzle.  Any  sort,  but  must  be  accomjianied  by  llie 
answer  in  full,  and  must  be  indorsed. 

Puzzle  Answers.  Best,  neatest,  and  most  complete  set 
of  answers  to  puzzles  in  this  issue  of  St.  Nicholas. 
Must  be  indorsed  and  must  be  addressed  as  explained  on 
the  first  page  of  the  "  Riddle-box." 

Wild  Creature  Photography.  To  encourage  the  pur- 
suing of  game  with  a  camera  mstead  of  with  a  gun.  The 
prizes  in  the  "Wild  Creature  Photography"  competition 
shall  be  in  four  classes,  as  follows:  Prize,  Class  A,  a  gold 
badge  and  three  dollars.  Prizi\  Class  B,  a  gold  badge 
and  one  dollar.  Prizt\  Class  C,  a  gold  badge.  Prizt\ 
Class  D,  a  silver  badge.  But  prize-winners  in  this  com- 
petition (as  in  all  the  other  competitions)  will  not  receive  a 
second  gold  or  silver  badge.  Photographs  must  not  be 
of  "protected"  game,  as  in  zoological  gardens  or  game 
reservations.  Contributors  must  state  in  a  few  7i'o?-ds  where 
and  under  what  circumstances   the  photograph  was  taken. 

No  unused  contribution  can  be  returned  unless  it  is 
accompanied  l>y  a  self-addressed  and  stamped  envelop  of  the 
proper  size  to  hold  the  manuscript,  drawing,  or  photograph. 

RULES 

Any  reader  of  St.  Nicholas,  whether  a  subscriber  or  not, 
is  entitled  to  League  membership,  and  a  League  badge  and 
leaflet,  which  will  be  sent  free.  No  League  member  who 
has  reached  the  age  of  eighteen  years  may  compete. 

Every  contribution,  of  whatever  kind,  must  bear  the 
name,  age,  and  address  of  the  sender,  and  l)e  indorsed  as 
"original"  by  parent,  teacher,  or  guardian,  who  must  be 
convinced  hevoud  doubt — and  must  state  in  loriting —  that 
the  contribution  is  not  copied,  but  wholly  the  work  and  idea 
of  the  sender.  If  prose,  the  number  of  words  should  also 
be  added.  These  notes  must  not  be  on  a  separate  sheet, 
but  on  the  contribution  itself —  if  manuscript,  on  the  upper 
margin ;  if  a  picture,  on  the  margin  or  hack.  Write  or 
draw  on  one  side  of  the  paper  only.  A  contributor  may  send 
but  one  contribution  a  month — not  one  of  ench  kind,  but 
one  only  ;  this,  however,  does  not  include  the  "advertising 
competition"  (see  advertising  pages)  or  "Answers  to 
Puzzles." 
Address:  The  St.  Nicholas  League, 

35  5  Fourth  Avenue,  New  York. 


THE   LETTER-BOX 


Meriden,  Conn. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :   Last  Thursday  night  after  a  con- 
cert given  by  the  Fisk  Jubilee  Singers,  the  younger  Mr. 
Harrison  took  you  up  and  looked  you  over. 

"Have  you  ever  read  St.  Nicholas  ?"  I  asked,  as  he 
seemed  greatly  interested. 

I  thought  the  question  provoked  him,  for  he  rose 
quickly  and  said  very  earnestly  : 

"I  've  read  St.  Nicholas  from  the  time  I  was  ten, 
up.  I  *ve  read  it  when  it  has  taken  me  an  hour  to  read 
a  sentence.  I  've  taken  it  with  me  when  I  've  been  pick- 
ing cotton  to  get  the  money  to  pay  for  it.  I  've  taken 
it  with  me  when  I  've  gone  fishing.  One  time  I  took  it 
with  me  and  propped  it  up  against  a  tree.  About  five 
minutes  afterward.  I  got  a  large  trout  on  my  hook. 
When  pulling  the  trout  in,  I  upset  my  St.  Nicholas. 
pushing  it  into  the  water.  I  let  go  my  pole  and  fished 
out  my  St.  Nicholas.  By  the  time  I  got  back  to  my 
rod,  the  trout  was  gone.  I  told  my  father,  when  I  got 
back,  all  about  it,  and  he  said  he  would  whip  me  the 
next  time  I  lost  a  trout  for  a  good-for-nothing  book  of 
waste  paper.  That  very  night  he  stayed  up  till  three 
o'clock  reading  it.  And  now,"  said  he,  "you  ask  me  if 
I  've  read  St.  Nicholas!" 

Your  loving  friend, 

Phil.  Lord. 


Orange  Vale,  Bermuda. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  In  reading  your  magazine,  month 
by  month,  I  have  never  come  across  a  letter  from  Ber- 
muda, so  I  thought  that  I  would  write  and  tell  you 
something  about  these  fairy  islands,  known  best  as  the 
Bermudas,  although  they  have  sometimes  been  called 
Somers'  Islands,  after  Sir  George  Somers,  who  was 
wrecked  here  in  1609,  and  afterward  became  the  first 
governor.  Although  few  know  it,  Bermuda  is  Britain's 
oldest  colony.  Shakspere  mentioned  Bermuda  in  "The 
Tempest,"  calling  it  "Bermoothes  Isle." 

These  islands  consist  of  two  large  islands  known  as 
the  mainland,  and  are  joined  together  by  the  longest 
causeway  in  the  world.  The  mainland  is  twenty-five 
miles  long,  and  three  miles  wide  at  its  widest  point. 
But  there  are  five  hundred  miles  of  splendid  roadway 
j'et  unspoiled  by  the  hand  of  commerce,  for  there  are 
no  trains  or  motor-cars  to  spoil  these  fairy  isles.  The 
roads  are  made  of  pure,  dazzling-white,  coral  stone, 
broken  up  and  then  pounded  hard  by  the  road-roller. 

Bermuda  is  famous  for  the  great  variety  of  beautiful 
scenery  to  be  found  in  such  a  small  compass.  The 
varied  hues  and  the  crystalline  clearness  of  the  water 
are  only  to  be  rivaled  in  the  Bay  of  Naples. 

The  crystal  caves  in  Bermuda,  discovered  by  acci- 
dent by  two  little  Negro  boys  during  their  play,  are  one 
of  its  great  wonders.  To  see  them,  a  visitor  must  de- 
scend ninety  steps  into  the  earth,  when  he  will  come 
to  a  fairyland.  The  caves  consist  of  two  chambers,  and 
to  get  from  one  to  the  other  one  must  walk  on  pontoon 
bridges  over  a  lake  where  one  may  look  into  crystalline 
depths  and  see  the  sandy  bottom  beneath.  In  the  sec- 
ond chamber,  the  throne-room,  one  must  stand  and 
gaze  in  wonder  at  a  throne  of  pure  white  crystal  spark- 
ling like  myriads  of  diamonds  under  the  electric  lights 
now  installed.  The  stalactites  and  stalagmites  vary  in 
size,  some  being  no  larger  than  a  lead-pencil.  They 
are  of  every  imaginable  color,  and  in  place  look  like  the 
pipes  of  some  great  organ. 

There  are  two  towns :  St.  Georges,  the  old  capital,  and 
Hamilton,  the  present  capital ;  the  latter  has  many  fine 


buildings,  and  like  the  rest  of  Bermuda,  they  are  of 
coral  stone.  There  is  a  very  nice  park  containing  all 
tropical  and  semi-tropical  plants,  from  stately  royal 
palms  to  blooming  oleanders.  During  the  winter,  or 
tourist,  season,  the  important  streets  in  Hamilton  are 
very  gay  with  throngs  of  strangers  intermingled  with 
navy  and  army  officers  in  uniform,  and  here  and  there 
may  be  seen  a  Negro  woman  carrying  a  tray  of  fruit  on 
her  head  with  the  grace  of  a  princess,  nodding  to  her 
acquaintances  on  her  way,  quite  oblivious  of  the  tray 
of  fruit  balanced  (to  the  onlooker)  in  a  most  precarious 
manner. 

Ever  your  reader, 

Marian  Tucker  (age  13). 


Hood  River,  Ore. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  Governor  West,  of  this  State,  set 
aside  the  twenty-fifth  of  last  April  as  "Good  Roads 
Day."  On  this  date  every  one  in  the  State  was  supposed 
to  work  on  the  roads.  The  people  in  this  section  of 
the  country  are  very  much  interested  in  a  road  running 
along  the  blutf  of  the  Columbia  River,  that  will  connect 
Portland  and  Hood  River.  The  baker  was  the  first 
man  on  the  road,  but  he  was  not  the  first  to  break  dirt. 
A  banker  said,  when  he  went  home,  that,  no  matter 
where  he  put  arnica,  it  would  be  needed.  My  brother, 
another  boy,  and  I  acted  as  water-boys.  We  walked  six 
and  three  eighth  miles,  carrying  water. 

Myron  Hoyt  (age  11). 


Greenville,  III. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  Our  family  has  taken  you  for  a 
long  time.  My  great-grandmother  (first),  my  grand- 
mother (se'cond).  my  mother  (third),  my  uncle  (fourth), 
and  now  myself  (fifth),  have  been  your  subscribers. 
We  have  all  certainly  enjoyed  you.  I  think  St.  Nich- 
olas is  the  best  magazine  published  for  children. 

I  like  "The  Pigeon   House,"  "A  Family  Conspiracy," 
and  "Peg  o'  the   Ring,"  the  best  in  the  October  maga- 
zine.    I  also  greatly  enjoyed  "The   Boarded-up  House." 
Your  interested  reader. 

Mildred  Fuller  (age  11). 


Santa  Monica,  Cal. 
Dear  St.   Nicholas:   I  have  been  taking  you  for  three 
years  and  have  enjoyed  you  very  much,  especially  "The 
Boarded-up  House"  and  "The  Lost  Prince." 

Santa  Monica  is  about  seventeen  miles  from  Los  An- 
geles and  is  right  over  the  ocean.  It  is  up  on  some 
bluffs  about  200  feet  high.  The  bathing  is  lovely  in  the 
summer  and  quite  a  few  people  come  each  summer  from 
Canada.  I  am  English  myself,  and  came  over  here 
when  I  was  ten. 

Your  very  interested  reader, 

Marjorie  Balguv  (age  14). 
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Denver,  Colo. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  am  sending  you  my  best  Christ- 
mas wishes.  I  liked  the  stories  so  much  that  I  am  tak- 
ing you  for  another  year,  I  just  ate  up  your  last  num- 
ber when  it  came.  Two  days  later  I  had  nothing  to 
read,  and  I  went  around  pestering  everybody  until 
Mother  said,  "Go  read  your  St.  Nicholas  over  again." 
.■\nd  I  did.  I  found  interesting  letters  in  the  "Letter- 
Box." 

Your  loving  reader, 

Elisabeth  Neuhaus  (age  10). 


ANSWERS  TO  PUZZLES  IN  THE  JANUARY  NUMBER 


OvKRt.APPiNG  Squares:  I.  i.  Peter.  2.  Edile.  3.  Tires.  4.  Eleve. 
5.  Reset.  II.  I.  Broad.  2.  Rifle.  3.  Often.  4.  Alert.  5.  Dents. 
III.   I.  Venal.  2.  Etude.  3.  Nubia.  4.  Adits-   5-  Lease.  IV.    i.  Nomad. 

2.  Obole.    3,  Mogul.    4.  .A.lure.    5.  Deles.     V.     i.  Tsars.    2.  Sepal.    3. 
Apace.     4.  Raced.     5.  Sleds. — —Charade.     Don-key. 

Zigzag.    A  Happy  New  Year.   Cross-words:    i.  Aroma.    2.  Chase. 

3.  Craze.     4-   Shape.     5.    Paper.     6.  Cycle.     7.  Noted.     8.  Penal.    9. 
Tower.     10.  Beryl.     11.  Sheen.     12.  Taste.     13.  Regal. 

Numerical  Acrostic.  Primals,  Ali  Baba.  Cross-words:  i.  Arm- 
ing. 2.  Lariat.  3.  Insane.  4.  Bright.  5.  Assist.  6.  Bamboo.  7. 
Acadia.  From  i  to  6,  Cassim;  7  to  14,  Morgiana;  15  to  27,  Arabian 
Nights;  28  to  31,  stir  ;  32  to  35,  dote. 

Illustrated  Acrostic.  Third  row.  Robert  E.  Lee.  1.  Carrot.  2. 
Flower.  3.  Tablet.  4.  Cherry.  5.  Parcel.  6.  Retort.  7.  Needle.  8. 
Dollar.     9.  Beetle.     10.   Cheese. 


Double    Acrostic.     Primals,  Osaka;  finals,  smoky.   Cross-words: 

1.  Oils.     2.  Seem.     3.  Auto.     4.   Kick.     5.  Airy. 

Geographical  Diagonal.     Guatemala.    Cross-words:  i.  Gallipoli. 

2.  Bukharest.     3    Champlain,     4.  Amsterdam.    5.  Mackenzie.    6.  Bal- 
timore.    7.  Transvaal.     8.  Nashville,     g,  Aconcagua. 

Diamonds,  I.  i.  S.  2.  Ewe.  3.  Exact.  4.  Swallow.  5.  Eclat. 
6.  Tot.  7.  W.  II.  I.  T.  2.  Dab.  3.  Dined.  4.  Tanager.  5.  Be- 
gin.    6.  Den.     7.  R. Cross-word  Enigma.     Shakspere. 

Quadruple  Beheadings.  Monroe  Doctrine,  i.  Chap-man.  2. 
Rest-ore.  3.  Sati-net.  4.  Kind-red.  5.  Anem-one.  6.  Gent-eel.  7. 
Brua-den.  8.  Turm-oil.  9.  Apri-cot.  10.  Timo-thy.  11.  Leve-ret. 
12.  Vamp-ire.      13.  Nomi-nor.     14.  Choi-era. 

King's  Move  Pu/^zle.  Begin  at  73.  Waterloo,  Agincourt,  Trafal- 
gar, Bannockburn,  Blenheim,  Balaclava,  Ligny,  Malplaquet,  Flodden, 
Sedan. 


Solvers  wishing  to  compete  for  prizes  must  give  answers  in  full,  following  the  plan  of  the  above-printed  answers  to  puzzles. 

To  OUR  Puzzlers:  Answers  to  be  acknowledged  in  the  magazine  must  be  received  not  later  than  the  24th  of  each  month,  and  should  be 
addressed  to  St.  Nicholas  Riddle-box,  care  of  The  Century  Co.,  353  Fourth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Answers  to  all  the  Puzzles  in  the  November  Number  were  received  before  November  24  from  Elizabeth  Lee  Young— Claire  A.  Hepner 
—"Achilles  and  Hector" — Hubert  Barentzen — Evelyn  Hillman — '*Allil  and  Adi" — "  David  and  Robert." 

Answers  to  Puzzles  in  the  November  Number  were  received  before  November  24  from  Helen  H.  Mclver,  9— M.  W.  Johnstone,  9— Isa- 
bel Wisner,  9 — Ignatius  Vado,  9 — Helen  A.  Moulton,  8— Arthur  Poulin,  Jr..  8 — Helen  Adda  Vance,  7 — Joel  and  Dorothy.  7 — Orrin  Judd  and 
Robert  Bass,  6 — Winifred  Walz,  3 — Caroline  Graves,  2 — Mary  Sloan,  2 — Lenore  Murple,  2 — Walker  B.  Davis,  2— Margaret  Rouiltion,  2 — Ade- 
laide R,  Ogden,  2 — Morton  Mllsner,  2 — May  Krauss,  i  —  Katharine  H.  White,  i— Gertrude  Coles,  i — Bentley  Courienay,  i  — Rosalind  O.  Eng- 
lish, I — Barbara  Farr,  i — N.  F.  Re>^nal,  i  — S.  Burrage,  i — Elizabeth  Ellsworth,  r — Jeannie  Dupee,  i  — Eleanor  Marsh,  1 — Eleanor  Herring,  i 
— Kenneth  Burdick,  i — Judith  Marvin,  i — Dorothy  Hunting,  i. 


PRIMAL  ACROSTIC 

All  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed,  the  initial  letters  will 
spell  the  name  of  a  famous  scientist  who  was  born  in 
February. 

Cross-words:  i.  Gaps  in  the  earth.  2.  Fireside.  3. 
Forever.  4.  To  go  over  again.  5.  Toils.  6.  With  facil- 
ity. 7.  Grief.  8.  Scarcity,  g.  A  place  where  weapons 
are  kept.  10.  A  certain  bone  of  the  body.  11.  A 
guardian.     12.  To  cut  in.      13.  A  prickly  plant. 

SYDNEY  BOROCK  (age  ii).  League  Member. 

CROSS-AVORI>  ENIGMA 

My  first  is  in  war,  but  not  in  fight; 
My  second  in  lamp,  but  not  in  light; 
My  third  is  in  wash,  but  not  in  clean  ; 
My  fourth  is  in  hateful,  but  not  in  mean; 
My  fifth  is  in  mice,  but  not  in  mouse; 
My  sixth  is  in  inn,  but  not  in  house  ; 
My  seventh  in  gnaw,  but  not  in  chew; 
My  eighth  is  in  tint,  but  not  in  hue  ; 
My  ninth  is  in  ocean,  but  not  in  sea  ; 
My  tenth  is  in  lawn,  but  not  in  lea  ; 
My  whole  was  a  patriot,  strong  and  true, 
Who  helped  his  country  when  it  was  new. 
MARY  LOUISE  BOGGS   (age  12),  Leaguc  Member. 


TRANSPOSITIONS 

{Gold  Badge.      Sih-er  Badge  ivon  October,  rpij) 

Example:   Transpose  a  thin  plate  of  rock   into  stories. 
Answer,  slate,  tales. 

1.  Transpose  to  collect  with  care,  and  make  a  corner. 

2.  Transpose  censure,  and  make  a  feminine  name. 


3.  Transpose  a  device  for  fastening  rope,  used  on 
ships,  and  make  applause. 

4.  Transpose  to  vex,  and  make  a  cooking  apparatus. 

5.  Transpose  a  company  of  singers,  and  make  the 
fluid  circulating  in  the  veins  of  the  gods. 

6.  Transpose  a  wind  instrument,  and  make  to  moan. 

7.  Transpose  observes,  and  make  an  assault. 

8.  Transpose  a  strip  of  wood  from  a  cask,  and  make 
one  of  the  chief  divinities  of  the  ancient  Romans. 

9.  Transpose  a  card  or  a  die  with  two  spots,  and 
make  to  draw  forth. 

10.  Transpose  to  brag,  and  make  a  wooden  shoe. 

11.  Transpose  to  skip,  and  make  a  horse  having  a 
peculiar,  easy-riding  way  of  lifting  his  legs. 

12.  Transpose  pertaining  to  the  moon,  and  make 
pertaining  to  the  ulna. 

13.  Transpose  mother-of-pearl,  and  make  a  wading 
bird. 

14.  Transpose  a  fruit,  and  make  of  little  value. 

15.  Transpose  pertaining  to  a  rune,  and  make  to 
bring  down  upon  one's  self. 

When  the  foregoing  transpositions  have  been  rightly 
made,  the  initials  of  the  new  words  will  spell  the  name 
of  a  very  famous  Italian  navigator. 

JAMES    STANISEWSKV    (age    I7). 

CENTRAL  ACROSTIC 

All  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  central  letters,  reading  downward,  will 
spell  a  good  motto   for  lazy  people. 

Cross-words  :  i.  A  cup-like  spoon  with  a  long  handle. 
2.  Entire.  3.  Loyalty.  4.  To  grasp.  5.  To  skip  about. 
6.  An  imaginary  being  supposed  to  inhal)it  the  inner 
parts  of  the  earth.     7.  To  quail. 

G.  I'RisciLLA  DiMiCK   (age   14),  League  Member. 
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THE  RIDDLE-BOX 


This  differs  from  tlie  ordinary  numerical  enigma  in  that 
the  words  forming  it  are  pictured  instead  of  described. 
The  answer,  consisting  of  forty-three  letters,  is  a  quota- 
tion from  Abraham  Lincoln. 

A  MUSICAL  ZIGZAG 

{Silver  Badge^  St.  Nicholas  League  Competition) 
All  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  in  the  order  here  given,  the  zigzag,  beginning 
at  the  upper,  left-hand  letter  and  ending  with  the  lower, 
left-hand  letter,  will  spell  the  surname  of  a  famous 
composer. 

Cross-words:  i.  A  famous  Austrian  composer.  2.  A 
piece  of  music  composed  for  six  instruments  or  six 
voices.  3.  Men  having  high  voices.  4.  Lively  musical 
compositions.  5.  An  opera  by  Bizet.  6.  The  composer 
of  the  most  famous  oratorio.  7.  A  musical  term  mean- 
ing "decided."  8.  Men  having  very  deep  voices.  9.  A 
famous  Polish  composer  and  pianist.  10.  Pertaining  to 
a  choir.     11.  A  subdivision  of  an  opera. 

LUTHER  B.  ARKINGTON    (age    I2). 

A  UWTNDLING  WORD 

My  1—2-3—4-5  is  a  useful  product.  My  2-3— 4r5  is 
vehemence.  My  3-4-5  is  to  devour.  My  4-5  is  a 
preposition.     My  5  is  in  Saint  Nicholas. 

HUBERT  B.\RENTZEN  (age  i6).  League  Member. 

OBLIQUE  KECTAXGLE 

In  solving,  follow  the  above 
diagram,  though   the   puzzle 

contains   many   more  cross- 

W'Ords. 

Cross-words:     i.    In    re- 

lease.       2.     A     vehicle.       3. 

•      •      •  Toil.      4.    A    bird.       5.    To 

fasten  with  a  metallic  pin. 
6.  A  be\-erage  named  after 
a  certain  military  man.  7.  A  garment  worn  by  the 
ancient  Romans.  8.  Espoused  the  cause  or  opinion  of. 
9.  A  tree.  10.  A  bird  of  the  crow  family,  it.  In  re- 
lease. SAUL  BOROCK  (age  12),  League  Member. 

DOUBLE  DIAGON.VL 

All  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed,  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  diagonal  from  the  upper,  left-hand  letter 
to  the  lower,  right-hand  letter  will  spell  the  name  of 
the  victors  in  the  most  famous  battle  of  ancient  times ; 


the  diagonal  from  the  upper,  right-hand  letter  to  the 
lower,  left-hand  letter  will  spell  the  leader  of  the  victors. 
Cross-words:  i.  Contemptuous.  2.  Seemed.  3.  Cav- 
alrymen. 4.  Sad.  5.  Certain.  6.  A  stem,  or  footstalk, 
supporting  fruit.  7.  A  city  on  Lake  Geneva.  S.  Dili- 
gent. 

MARY  VIRGINIA  SPENCER  (age  9),  League  Member. 

CO>TrECTED  SQUARES  AND  DIAMONDS 


I.  Upper  Left-hand  Square:  i.  A  theatrical  compo 
sition.  2.  Royal.  3.  Nimble.  4.  Pertaining  to  the 
cheek-bone.     5.  Watchful. 

II.  Upper  Diamond:  i.  In  empress.  2.  A  sailor.  3. 
Weary.  4.  The  seigniory  of  an  earl.  5.  A  simple  kind 
of  work  in  fortification.     6.  To  put  on.     7.  In  empress. 

III.  Upper  Right-hand  Square:  i.  Cupolas.     2.  Sea. 

3.  To  be  swallowed  up.    4.  A  bird  of  prey.     5.  To  scoff. 

IV.  Left-hand  Diamond:  i.  In  empress.  2.  A  tribe 
of  American  Indians.  3.  A  strip  of  thick  leather.  4. 
The  tympanum.  5.  A  unit  of  weight  for  precious  stones. 
6.  To  place.     7.  In  empress. 

V.  Central  Square:  i.  Sports.  2.  A  coral  island.  .3. 
A  North  American  animal.  4.  A  girl's  name.  5.  Rain 
with  snow. 

VI.  Right-hand  Diamond:  i.  In  empress.  2.  A 
small  insect.  3.  Joined.  4.  Lasts.  5.  Concise.  6.  A 
river  of  England.     7.  In  empress. 

VII.  Lower  Left-hand  Square:  i.  Pertaining  to  an 
ancient  city.     2.  Shaped  like  an  egg.     3.  A  kind  of  tree. 

4.  A  heathen  god.     5.  Old  English  for  sneeze. 

VIII.  Lower  Diamond:  i.  In  empress.  2.  An  insect. 
3.  A  soothsayer.  4.  Locomotives.  5.  Harmonized.  6.  A 
color.     7.  In  empress. 

IX.  Lower  Right-hand  Square:  i.  Vapors.  2.  A 
place  of  contest.  3.  The  name  of  a  famous  rebellion.  4. 
To  clear  of  knots.     5.  A  speaker. 

gustav  diechmann  (age  14),  Honor  Member. 
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THE  WONDER-CHILD  OPWARSASS/ 

BY  KATHERINE    D.    CATHEP^ 


They  said  he  was  nine  years  old,  but  he  was  so 
little  and  delicate  looking  that  he  seemed  not  a 
day  over  seven ;  and  when  the  great  Niemcewicz, 
a  famous  Polish  writer,  saw  him  standing  in  the 
doorway,  watching  the  snow  float  down  like 
fairy  rose  leaves,  he  was  sure  he  had  made  a  mis- 
take and  looked  again  at  the  address  on  the  pa- 
per. But  there  it  was,  plain  as  ever  an  address 
was  written ;  and  since  this  was  the  street  and 
number,  of  course  this  must  be  the  boy.  Yet  how 
could  it  be— the  sensitive-faced,  fragile  child, 
with  his  shock  of  curly  hair  and  wide  dark  eyes 
that  gleamed  like  living  jewels — how  could  he  be 
the  lad  of  whom  such  wonderful  tales  were  told 
in  Warsaw? 

And  for  a  minute  he  just  stood  and  wondered. 
And  while  he  wondered,  Frederic  wondered  too, 


but  about  something  very  different  from  what 
was  in  the  mind  of  the  poet.  Who  was  this  vel- 
vet-coated stranger  who  rode  in  a  carriage  with 
a  coat  of  arms  and  wore  a  crimson-plumed  bonnet 
fine  enough  for  a  king?  Great  folk  did  not  often 
come  to  his  home,  and  something  very  important 
must  have  brought  this  man  there. 

Then  a  fear  went  through  his  mind.  Could  it 
be  the  prefect  of  police  come  to  arrest  him?  And 
he  wished  he  had  not  run  away  that  morning  to 
watch  the  skaters  on  the  ice-bound  Vistula. 

The  man  had  stepped  out  of  the  carriage  and 
was  coming  up  the  steps  now,  looking  straight  at 
Frederic  with  his  dark,  piercing  eyes.  Yes,  surely 
it  must  be  the  police  ofiicial,  and  the  hoy  wanted 
to  run  away  and  hide.  But  before  he  had  a 
chance  even  to  turn,  the  stranger  called  to  him. 
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"Are  you  Frederic  Chopin  ?"  he  asked. 

And  Frederic  was  so  badly  frightened  he  could 
hardly  answer. 

"Yes ;  but  please,  please  don't  take  me  this 
time !"  he  begged,  as  his  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
"I  '11  never  run  away  again." 

At  his  words  and  actions  the  man  looked  much 
surprised,  and  sjjoke  as  if  to  explain  something: 

"Why,  I  did  n't-" 

But  before  he  had  time  to  finish  the  sentence, 
Madame  Chopin  opened  the  door.  Seeing  her 
little  lad  in  tears,  she  did  not  know-  what  it  meant. 

But  Xiemcewicz  told  her  what  Frederic  had 
said.  Then  she  knew  all  about  it  —  knew  how 
badly  frightened  he  was  at  the  thought  of  going 
to  prison,  and  she  laid  her  hand  lovingly  on  his 
dark  curls. 

Xiemcewicz  stood  looking  at  her  gentle  eyes,— 
they  were  dark,  and  big  and  brilliant  like  Frede- 
ric's,—  and  he  thought  what  a  fair  woman  she 
was. 

"Poor  little  Frederic!"  she  said  in  a  voice  that 
was  like  low  music.  "He  ran  away  this  morning 
to  watch  the  skaters  on  the  river,  which  is  a  very 
dangerous  pastime  for  little  boys,  because  horses 
might  tread  them  underfoot  or  the  city  streets 
swallow  them  up  and  lose  them :  and  his  father 
declared  that  if  it  ever  happened  again  he  would 
surely  put  it  into  the  hands  of  the  police.  But  I 
think  it  never  will." 

And  Frederic's  big  eyes  looked  bigger  and 
darker  than  ever. 

"No,  it  never  will,"  he  promised,  "so  please  let 
me  go  this  time.  I  did  n't  mean  to  be  bad.  truly  I 
did  n't.  I  could  n't  help  going,  because  I  knew 
they  would  sing  as  they  skated,  and  I  love  to 
hear  their  songs." 

And  Madame  Chopin  nodded  her  head,  because 
she  knew  it  was  true.  Xiemcewicz  nodded  too, 
for  he,  like  all  Warsaw,  had  heard  that  Frederic 
loved  music  as  butterflies  love  sunshine,  and  his 
voice  was  almost  as  gentle  as  the  mother's  when 
he  spoke. 

"Don't  be  afraid."  he  comforted.  "I  did  n't 
come  to  take  you  to  prison,  because  I  am  not  the 
prefect  of  police.  .\nd  even  if  I  were,  I  know 
you  'II  never  run  away  again.  But  I  did  come  to 
see  just  you.  Master  I'rederic  Chopin." 

\\'hich  caused  Madame  Chopin  to  wonder  a 
very  great  deal.  But  she  was  a  gently  born  wo- 
man, and  her  courtesy  was  greater  than  her  curi- 
osity. So  she  invited  him  to  come  inside  and  led 
the  way  to  the  living-room,  where  the  boy's  sis- 
ters, Emily  and  Louisa  and  Justinia,  were  bending 
over  their  embroidery. 

It  was  a  small  room  and  plainly  furnished,  not 
at  all  like  the  ones  to  which  the  poet  was  accus- 


tomed :  but  brightness  and  cheer  were  there,  and 
he  knew  it  was  not  just  an  abiding-place  but  a 
home.  The  cat  nodded  beside  the  piano-stool  that 
was  Frederic's  wonted  place,  and  over  the  instru- 
ment hung  a  fine  old  painting,  brought  by  Nich- 
olas Chopin  from  France  when  he  came  to 
Warsaw  some  fifteen  years  before.  For  he  was  a 
son  of  the  Southland,  of  the  sweet,  green  country 
of  Lorraine,  who  had  married  a  Polish  woman. 
So  in  Frederic's  veins  were  mingled  the  warm, 
red  blood  of  the  Latin  land  the  warm,  red  blood  of 
the  Slav,  both  of  whom  see  visions  and  dream 
dreams. 

The  fire  on  the  open  hearth  sent  long  bright 
tongues  up  toward  the  chimney,  and  as  they 
walked  near  it,  Xiemcewicz  spoke  some  words  to 
Madame  Chopin  that  the  children  did  not  under- 
stand. But  certainly  they  were  pleasant  words ; 
for  when  they  were  finished,  the  mother  threw 
her  arms  about  the  boy  and  exclaimed,  "Frederic, 
this  is  Pan  [Mr.]  Xiemcewicz.  come  to  ask  you 
to  play  at  a  concert." 

And  he  was  as  much  surprised  as  he  had  been 
frightened  a  few  moments  before.  Xo  prison  cell 
for  him,  but  a  lovely  invitation  ! 

"Yes,"  the  man  spoke;  "and  if  you  do,  you 
will  be  helping  the  poor  of  Warsaw,  because  all 
the  ticket  money  is  to  be  given  to  them." 

And  the  big  dark  eyes  brightened  as  he  said : 
"Oh,  I  should  like  that !  Please  let  me  do  it, 
Mother.     Please  !"  ' 

.\nd  the  smile  on  Madame  Chopin's  face  said, 
as  plainly  as  words  could  say,  "Yes." 

So  it  was  decided,  and  a  little  later  the  poet 
Xiemcewicz  went  out  of  the  house  and  drove 
away  through  the  whirling  snow,  leaving  behind 
him  Emily  and  Louisa  and  Justinia  much  excited. 
It  would  be  very  splendid  to  have  their  brother 
y)lay  before  the  great  of  Warsaw,  and  they 
wanted  to  go  out  and  spread  the  news  through- 
out the  neighborhood. 

But  Frederic  w-as  n't  excited  at  all.  Of  course 
it  was  delightful  to  think  of  helping  the  poor,  but 
he  had  ])layed  before  people  so  often  that  it 
seemed  just  a  usual  event.  .And  not  until  the  next 
day,  when  his  father  brought  home  a  new  suit  for 
him  to  wear,  did  it  seem  like  a  great  occasion. 
But  at  sight  of  the  velvet  coat  and  broad  white 
collar  with  its  frill  of  lace  he  wanted  the  concert 
to  begin  immediately  so  he  could  wear  them,  and 
thought  I'an  Xiemcewicz  must  be  a  sort  of  fairy 
godfather,  for,  if  he  had  n't  come  to  ask  him  to 
play,  the  S])lendid  clothes  would  not  have  been 
bought.  It  was  still  fifteen  days  until  the  aj)- 
pointed  night,  and  it  seemed  as  if  they  would 
never  pass.  He  began  to  think  that  men  who  say 
Februarv  is  the  shortest  month  in  the  vear  are 
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mistaken,  and  that  surely  it  is  the  longest,  for  al- 
though the  day  would  wane  and  the  night  would 
come,  there  was  aJways  another  day  and  then 
another  night,  and  still  no  concert  time.  But  at 
last  the  much  desired  occasion  came,  and  ar- 
rayed in  his  velvet  suit  with  its  splendid  collar  he 
walked  across  the  stage  of  the  concert-hall,  as 
proud  as  a  young  prince. 


applauded  with  hand  and  voice.  Even  the  Grand 
Duke  Constantine,  who  seldom  gave  praise  to  any 
one,  called  "Bravo  !  bravo  I"  while  the  noble  who 
had  blamed  Niemcevvicz  for  bringing  the  boy 
there,  sought  the  poet's  side  and  exclaiined, 
"Surely  he  is  Poland's  wonder-child,  even  as  lit- 
tle Mozart  was  Austria's !     Have  him  come  out 

ap-n  in  T' 


"HE    SCARCELY    BKEATHED,  FOR   CAT.VLANl    WAS    SINGING."      (SEE    NE.\T   PAGE.) 


The  great  lords  and  ladies  in  the  audience 
looked  surprised.  He  was  small  for  his  age,  and 
so  slender  and  delicate  that  he  looked  younger 
than  he  was,  and  one  powerful  noble  said  in  a 
loud  whisper,  "Why  does  Niemcewicz  bring  us  to 
hear  a  baby  when  he  might  have  had  a  man  who 
could  play  well  ?" 

And  he  expected  to  be  very  much  annoyed. 

Little  Frederic  sat  down  and  began  to  play,  first 
somewhat  hesitatingly,  for  the  piano  was  not  the 
accustomed  one  of  his  home,  and  the  action  was 
a  trifle  strange.  But  in  a  moment  the  keys  and 
his  fingers  seemed  to  understand  each  other,  and 
he  played  as  never  a  child  of  Warsaw  had  played 
before.  The  lords  and  ladies  in  the  audience  sat 
very  straight  and  very  still,  and,  when  he  finished. 


So  the  child  played  again  to  the  silently  listen- 
ing throng,  after  which  the  applause  thundered 
once  more  and  some  of  the  ladies  had  tears  in 
their  eyes. 

And  what  thought  little  Frederic?  Oh,  he  was 
very  much  pleased.  He  was  too  young  to  under- 
stand how  marvelous  was  the  music  that  he  had 
made,  and  thought  they  applauded  because  they 
liked  his  clothes.  So  a  little  later,  when  he  went 
home  and  his  mother  asked  him  which  number 
the  people  liked  best,  he  said,  "Oh  Mama,  every- 
body was  looking  at  my  collar." 

But  he  was  much  mistaken,  for  most  of  them 
had  n't  noticed  his  collar.  They  saw  only  a  won- 
der-child with  a  mop  of  curly  hair  and  eyes  like 
living  jewels. 
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A  year  passed,  and  manj-  times  since  that  con- 
cert had  carriages  of  noblemen  come  to  the  sim- 
ple Chopin  honse.  The  high-born  folk  of  Warsaw 
petted  the  little  musician  and  made  his  life  ver}' 
bright,  and  he  had  so  many  invitations  that  his 
mother  said  he  no  longer  belonged  to  her,  but  to 
all  of  Poland ;  which  was  true,  for  a  genius  be- 
longs not  only  to  his  family,  but  to  his  country 
and  the  world.  His  father  was  only  a  teacher 
and  not  rich,  but  very  often  the  boy  went  as  a 
guest  to  some  splendid  castle  of  his  land,  where 
he  lived  the  life  of  a  young  noble,  and  Polish 
nobles  of  those  days  lived  luxuriously  indeed. 
They  loved  his  sunny  youth  and  joyous  ways; 
loved  the  melody  he  drew  from  the  piano :  and 
always,  when  they  heard  him,  said  that  some  day 
he  would  bring  honor  to  his  name  and  glory  to 
Poland. 

Then  something  happened  that  brought  him 
both  joy  and  sorrow. 

It  was  January,  and  Catalani,  a  great  Italian 
singer,  with  a  voice  of  gold  and  a  face  of  ivory 
and  rose,  came  into  snow-wrapped  Warsaw. 
Great  was  the  excitement  there,  for  Poland  was 
a  music-loving  land,  and  she  was  the  empress  of 
song  of  her  day.  Up  from  Italy  she  came  to  sing 
the  melodies  of  the  South  in  the  frozen  North ; 
and  people  talked  of  it  in  the  streets  and  at  the 
public  meeting-places. 

"We  win  fill  the  concert-hall,"  said  one,  "and 
prove  to  her  that  we  Poles  love  the  best." 

"Yes,"  his  neighbor  answered,  "and  we  will 
take  our  children  to  hear  her  too,  so  that  long 
after  childhood  is  past  they  vv'ill  remember  Cata- 
lani, the  great  singer." 

One  of  the  first  to  hear  the  news  was  Nicholas 
Chopin. 

"It  is  rare  good  fortune  for  us  of  Warsaw,"  he 
announced  as  they  sat  at  supper  that  night.  "She 
will  give  four  concerts  here  in  the  town  hall." 

At  the  words  Frederic  gave  a  shout. 

"Catalani  to  sing!"  he  exclaimed.  "Oh,  Father, 
I  want  to  hear  her  !" 

And  the  big  man  nodded  in  reply. 

"That  you  shall,  my  Frederic,  because  I  know  it 
will  make  you  very  happy." 

And  Frederic's  heart  beat  faster  at  the  thou.ght 
that  he  was  to  hear  the  greatest  singer  of  her 
time,  and  one  of  the  greatest  of  all  time.  Noth- 
ing so  wonderful  had  happened  in  his  short  life, 
not  even  when  he  played  at  the  charity  concert 
and  wore  his  velvet  suit  and  lace-trimmed  collar. 
And  as  he  sat  beside  his  mother,  among  the  great 
lords  and  ladies  assembled  in  the  music-hall  on 
the  eventful  night,  he  scarcely  breathed,  for  Cata- 
lani was  singing,  and  all  the  jewels,  all  the  flow- 
ers, and  all  the  gorgeous  colors  ever  dreamed  of 


seemed  mingled  in  her  tones,  and,  as  they  floated 
out,  wonderful  pictures  passed  before  his  eyes. 
Sometimes  it  seemed  as  if  a  thousand  streams 
purled  over  a  rainbow  meadow,  sometimes  as  if 
elves  and  sprites  were  floating  through  the  air. 
He  shut  his  eyes,  but  still  he  saw  the  pictures, 
which  seemed  very  strange.  For  he  did  not  know 
that  the  rainbow  colors  were  not  in  the  concert- 
hall,  but  in  his  own  soul,  and  were  painted  there 
by  the  music  because  he  was  a  wonder-child. 

Thrice  after  that  night  he  heard  Catalani  sing, 
and  every  time  he  dreamed  dreams  and  went  off 
into  that  realm  whose  gates  open  only  to  those 
who  have  rainbows  in  their  souls.  Then,  like  the 
most  beautiful  dream  of  all,  she  asked  him  to 
play  for  her.  Niemcewicz  the  poet  brought  the 
news,  and  although  he  seemed  a  sort  of  fairy 
godfather  who  could  make  anything  come  to  pass, 
Frederic  could  hardly  believe  it  was  true.  For 
how  could  the  golden-voiced  singer  know  of  a 
lad  like  him?  But  she  did  know,  because  the 
Grand  Duke  Constantine  and  other  great  folk  of 
Warsaw  had  told  her  all  about  him,  and  she 
wanted  to  hear  the  music  of  the  boy  who  was 
called  a  wonder-child.  So  he  was  dressed  in  his 
best,  just  as  he  was  dressed  the  night  of  the 
charity  concert,  and  drove  away  to  the  castle  in 
whose  music-room  he  was  to  play. 

A  throng  of  noble  folk  welcomed  him,  and  the 
great  piano  there  responded  like  a  living  thing  to 
the  magic  of  his  fingers.  Catalani  heard,  and, 
hearing,  thought  with  the  others  that  he  was, 
indeed,  a  wonder-child ;  and  when  he  finished,  she 
applauded  and  said  as  lovely  things  as  song-loving 
Warsaw  said  about  her  singing,  which  made  him 
very  happy.  Then  regal  Princess  Lowica,  the 
Grand  Duke  Constantine,  Count  and  Countess 
Skarbeck,  and  golden-haired  Countess  Potocka 
came  close  to  the  piano,  saying  gracious  things 
and  petting  him  so  that  he  seemed  like  a  little 
king  receiving  homage,  and  all  in  all  it  was  the 
most  splendid  holiday  he  had  ever  known. 

But  suddenly  the  blue  went  out  of  his  skies  and 
the  music  out  of  his  world,  for  Catalani  asked 
him  to  tell  her  his  birthday.  That  seemed  a  ter- 
rible thing,  for  although  he  could  do  wonders  at 
the  piano,  he  could  n't  remember  his  birthday, 
no  matter  how  hard  he  tried.  His  mother  had 
told  him  over  and  over  again,  but  he  always  got  it 
mixed,  and  did  n't  know  if  it  was  the  twelfth  of 
February  or  the  twenty-second,  or  the  twenty- 
second  of  March. 

So  he  hung  his  head  and  said,  "I  don't  know, 
but  one  is  coniin.g  soon." 

At  which  all  the  lords  and  ladies  laughed,  and 
the  singer  remarked,  "I  must  surelv  find  out  when 
it  is  !" 
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He  was  so  full  of  shame  about  it  that  he  had  to 
bite  his  lips  to  keep  back  the  tears,  and,  as  he 
drove  home  with  Niemcewicz,  though  the  sun  was 
shining  and  the  skies  clear,  everything  looked 
black  and  cloudy  to  him.  Catalani,  golden-voiced 
Catalan!,  would  think  him  a  stupid,  and  he  had 
been  so  eager  to  have  her  like  him.  But  there 
were  some  things  little  Frederic  did  n't  know. 

M.\UAME  Catal.\ni  had  said  she  would  find  out 
when  his  birthday  came,  and  find  out  she  did,  for 
early  in  the  morning  of  that  day  a  messenger  came 
to  the  house  where  more  than  a  year  before  Niem- 
cewicz the  poet  had  come  to  ask  a  big-eyed  boy 
to  play  at  a  charity  concert.  He  struck  the  iron 
knocker  on  the  door,  spoke  a  few  words  to  Emily, 
and  went  away ;  and  a  minute  later  Madame 
Chopin  called,  "A  package  for  you,  Frederic." 

Frederic  came  on  the  run,  as  any  boy  would  do 
when  it  is  his  birthday  and  packages  come.  Then 
he  pulled  off  the  wrapper  and  saw  something  that 
made  his  eyes  dance. 

"A  watch,  Mother,  a  watch  !"  he  shouted. 

And  upon  the  shining  gold  case  was  engraved 
the  date  and  the  words,  "Given  by  Madame  Cata- 
lani to  Frederic  Chopin,  aged  ten  years." 

Which  made  him  so  glad  that  he  broke  into  a 
dance  that  his  sister  Louisa  said  was  neither 
polonaise  nor  mazurka,  but  the  mother  knew  it 
was  a  dance  of  joy.  "Oh  !"  he  exclaimed,  "oh, 
oh,  oh  !     She  likes  me  even  if  I  did  n't  know." 

And  he  stood  by  the  window  looking  out  across 
the  snow,  seeing  in  memory  the  singer  of  the 
Southland  with  her  face  of  ivory  and  rose. 

W'ell,  from  that  day  forth  Frederic  remembered 
his  birthday.  Who  would  n't  with  a  watch  like 
that  ?  For  whenever  he  forgot,  one  look  set  him 
right,  and  he  went  on  thinking  Catalani  was  one 
of  the  sweetest  women  in  the  world  as  well  as  the 
most  glorious  singer.  And  he  worked  at  his 
music,  too,   playing  more  wonderfully  than   any 


child  had  played  since  the  boy  Mozart,  until, 
when  he  grew  older  and  went  to  seek  his  fortune 
in  Paris,  the  great  of  the  French  capital  honored 
the  man  as  the  great  of  Warsaw  had  honored  the 
boy ;  and  there  was  no  home  so  splendid  or  so 
exclusive  that  it  shut  its  doors  to  him. 

But  he  was  always  the  slender,  delicate  man, 
just  as  he  was  the  slender,  delicate  child  whose 
frail  appearance  almost  made  the  poet  Niemce- 
wicz think  he  was  not  the  lad  he  sought ;  and  he 
died  at  the  early  age  of  forty.  But  sometimes, 
when  the  heart  is  great  and  full,  short  lives  are  as 
rich  in  achievement  as  those  that  stretch  out  to 
four  score  years  and  ten.  And  so  it  was  with 
Chopin.  He  gave  more  to  the  world  than  many 
have  given  who  have  lived  to  be  twice  his  age, 
because  nothing  but  his  best  seemed  fine  enough 
to  give,  and  of  that  he  wanted  to  give  abundantly. 
So  with  infinite  care  and  patience  he  labored  to 
make  each  composition  nobler  and  more  beautiful 
than  the  preceding  one,  more  nearly  what  seemed 
to  be  the  perfect  fruit  of  his  soul  and  brain. 

And  he  never  ceased  to  love  his  Slavic  land. 
Memories  of  his  childhood  home  in  Warsaw,  of 
the  quaint  old  houses  and  winding  streets,  of  the 
nobles  in  whose  castles  he  had  spent  so  many 
golden  hours,  of  the  shimmering,  restless  Vistula, 
where  peasants  sang  as  they  rocked  in  their  boats 
through  summer  twilights,  sang  too  as  they 
whirled  on  the  glistening  ice  in  the  long  white 
winters,  were  ever  with  the  exile  there  in  Paris, 
and  were  ever  dear— so  dear  that  he  made  his 
best  music  when  his  heart  was  in  Poland. 

More  than  sixty  years  have  passed  since  his 
melody-making  ended  and  he  went  to  his  rest 
beside  Bellini  and  Cherubini  in  quiet  Pere  La- 
chaise.  But  his  music  still  lives  on,  still  is  loved, 
is  exquisitely  beautiful.  For  beauty,  like  truth 
and  goodness,  is  immortal ;  and  as  long  as  the 
world  loves  melody,  it  will  revere  the  name  of 
that  wonder-child  of  Warsaw,  Frederic  Chopin. 
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From  twelve  to  sixteen  is  the  golden  age  in  the 
development  of  a  boy  or  girl.  Not  too  plastic,  as 
in  the  previous  years,  they  are  still  shapable,  and 
often  at  this  time  is  settled  their  future  physical 
efficiency,  and  probably  that  of  mind  and  soul. 

If  fortunate,  at  that  period  our  future  man  or 
woman  reaches  the  domain  of  the  athletic  di- 
rector, who  has  at  his  command  to-day  only  two 
systems :  systematic  mechanical  exercises,  and  the 
competitive  method,  with  its  dangers.  Every  one 
knows  how  tedious  and  ineffective  mechanical 
exercises,  calisthenics,  drill,  and  all  the  rest  he- 
come  ;  and  many  teachers  understand  the  dangers 
of  competitive  athletics  before  sixteen. 

Can  we  not,  then,  find  a  system  superior  to 
either  in  the  development  of  muscle  and  nerve- 
control,  and  in  the  promotion  of  proper  circula- 
tion and  digestion,  and  still  fascinating  for  the 
boy  and  girl?  A  w-ay  that  will  reach  its  end  with- 
out  the   use   of   dull   mechanical   exercises,   and 


without  the  waste  of  time  and  risk  of  strain  of 
the  present  athletic  competitive  system  ? 

Now  every  one  desires  to  be  strong  and  grace- 
ful. For  strength,  strong,  quick  muscles  are 
needed ;  for  grace,  control  of  the  muscles  by  the 
brain  and  nerves.  If  a  girl  wishes  to  dance  well 
or  a  boy  to  play  tennis  of  a  good  class,  first  the 
muscle  and  the  nerve-control  should  be  developed, 
and  then  the  dancing  or  tennis  learned.  Profes- 
sional acrobats  of  fourteen  or  fifteen  have  to  do 
much  more  difficult  things  than  tennis  or  dancing, 
and  they  are  able  to  learn  them  readily  because 
they  learn  to  tumble  first  and  thereby  get  control 
of  their  muscles.  For  tumbling  gives  that  con- 
trol more  quickly  than  any  other  known  exercise. 

It  is  clear  that  any  exercise  which  will  extend 
and  compress  the  arm  and  leg  systems  of  mus- 
cles, and  at  the  same  time  strongly  employ  those 
of  the  trunk,  will  be  good  for  the  circulation  of 
the  blood  and  the  exercise  of  the  digestive  tract. 
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Running  has  an  effect  from  the  waist  down. 
Base-ball,  except  for  the  pitcher  and  catcher, 
very  little.  Tennis  is  very  good.  Its  drawback 
is,  it  pulls  on  one  side  and  does  not  sufficiently 
exercise  all  the  trunk  muscles. 

It  has  been  my  good  fortune  in  Mexico  during 
ten  years  to  know  and  study  intimately  over 
twenty  professional  acrobats  of  from  twelve  to 
sixteen  years  of  age.  They  lived  in  the  roughest 
way.  Their  food  was  badly  prepared.  In  a 
country  where  yellow-fever  is  endemic  they 
knew  nothing  of  and  never  used  mosquito-nets. 
Ptomaine  poisoning  and  typhoid  had  no  terrors 
for  them.  Few  of  them,  as  I  remember,  had  been 
vaccinated.  And  they  iicrcr  had  ait\'tlii)ig  the  mat- 
ter zvith  them.  Why?  Only  one  reason  can  be 
given :  the  young  acrobat,  by  training  exercises 
which  develop  muscular  control,  courage,  and 
constancy,  was  kept  always  in  perfect  health, 
and  therefore  was  never  in  a  condition  for  germs 
to  lodge  and  flourish. 

I  acquired  the  confidence  of  the  parents  and 
trainers ;  and  when  I  tell  you  that  I  then  owned  a 
candy  factory,  you  will  perceive  that  the  path 
was  easy  to  the  liking  of  the  boys  and  an  intimate 
study  of  them  and  their  ways. 

I  found  the  popular  ideas  incorrect  that  acro- 
bats are  especially  selected  children,  especially 
endowed,  or  that  they  are  acrobats  by  inherit- 
ance. Undoubtedly  the  very  best,  those  doing 
the  most  dangerous  feats,  are  of  the  second  or 
third  generation;  but  any  ordinary  boy  can  reach 
a  fair  degree  of  excellence  if  properly  trained. 


Painstaking  investigation  convinced  me  that  a 
similar  training  to  that  which  prepares  the  acro- 
bat for  his  profession  may  be  easily  substi- 
tuted for  the  physical  exercises  of  the  twelve  to 
sixteen-year-old  boy  now  employed  in  the  schools. 
The  boy  of  sixteen,  so  trained,  will  be  more 
evenly  developed,  and  hence  will  do  better  work 
after  sixteen  in  competitive  athletics.  The  effect 
on  the  boy  of  improved  digestion  and  circulation 
will  be  marked.  Besides  immunity  from  disease, 
more  solid  and  hardy  bodies  may  be  expected, 
but  whether  or  not  better  and  quicker  results  in 
getting  the  boy  into  college  may  be  looked  for,  I 
do  not  know.  Theoretically,  the  boy  will  do  bet- 
ter mental  work  if  he  has  a  better  digestion.  In- 
creased valor  and  endurance  he  will  not  obtain 
from  such  acrobatic  training,  since  it  is  not  pro- 
posed, nor  is  it  practical,  to  attempt  dangerous 
tricks.  Such  qualities  he  must  obtain,  as  he  does 
to-day,  from  competitive  athletics. 

One  effective  hour  a  day,  five  or  six  days  in 
the  week,  of  acrobatic  exercises  will  bring  you 
to  your  object.  With  the  other  methods,  three  to 
four  hours  a  day  are  needed  for  an  equal  result. 

In  acrobatic  work,  when  interest  flags,  a  per- 
formance with  such  circus  atmosphere  as  is 
within  the  compass  of  the  school  is  sufficient.  A 
simple  feat  described  in  circus  language  as  the 
■fiery  hoop  of  death"  stimulates  the  boy  at  once. 

I  accordingly  prepared  a  system  of  tumbling 
and  have  had  the  opportunity  to  try  it  out  and 
test  the  correctness  of  my  conclusions  with  three 
classes   of   eight   or    ten    at    the    Clovne    House 
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School,  with  three  to  twelve  weeks'  practice  for 
a  class. 

Keeping  in  mind  the  foregoing  theory,  we  be- 
gan with  combinations  of  rolls,  then  went  on  to 


headstand.  handstand,  handwalking,  cart-wheels, 
double  work,  diving,  handsprings,  and  pyramids. 
None  of  these  are  dangerous  with  ordinary 
care,  and  all  involve  the  trunk  and  limb  motion 
desired.  As  soon  as  these  elementary  feats  are 
mastered,  endless  interesting  combinations  are 
possible. 
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Arranging  the  class  in  file,  circus  fashion,  each 
boy  does  his  trick  in  turn  and  has  snflicient  time 
to  rest  between,  so  overstrain  is  impossible. 

There   is  no  stiffening  or  lassitude  after  the 


class  is  broken  in.  With  a  little  intelligent  man- 
agement in  varying  the  tricks,  interest  may  be 
kept  at  white  heat. 

Once  your  class  is  prepared  to  make  a  first- 
class  amateur  exhibition  and 
appear  well  before  an  audi- 
ence, you  will  find  that  you 
will  have  to  restrain  rather 
than  urge  practice.  Employ- 
ing circus  words,  clothes  and 
methods,  such  an  exhibition  is 
most  impressive  to  the  boy 
world  and  some  of  the  boy's 
most  powerful  feelings  are  en- 
gaged. 

Risky  acts  are  not  neces- 
sary. The  simple  set  I  shall 
describe  will  content  the  boy 
for  four  years  and  permit  end- 
less combinations.  To  non- 
professionals the  "fiery  hoop 
of  death,"  described  later,  is 
impressive.  In  reality  no  risk 
is  attached  to  it. 

As  far  as  I  know,  there  is  no 
good    book    on    tumbling    for 
boys.    All  that  I  have  seen  de- 
sire the  learner  to  master  back 
and    front    handsprings,    and. 
above  all,  the  air-turns — back, 
front,  full-  and  half-twisters.     \'ery  good  if  you 
are  to  be  a  professional  and  have  the  time  to  prac- 
tise ;  but  how  many  boys  who  work  or  go  to  school 
can  give  the  necessary  three  hours  a  day  and 
command  the  instruction  of  a  good  acrobat  while 
practising?    In  no  other  way  can  you  learn  these 
hard  tricks.    Also,  on  account  of  the  danger,  it  is 
foolish  to  try  air-turns  unless, 
besides    having    the    required 
time  and  supervision,  you  are 
old  enough  to  be  very  careful. 
Nearly    all    accidents    among 
professionals,  careful  as  they 
are,  come   from  air-turns.     A 
little  slip  or  balk,  and  there  is 
,1  broken  leg  or  worse.    So  for 
lioys  who  have  little  time  to 
practise,  it  is  better  to  cut  out 
air-turns    altogether.      Leave 
air-turns   alone   until   you   get 
to   college,   and   master   these 
other  tricks  I  am  .going  to  tell 
you  about.  For  they  are  not  risky  and  will  enable 
you  to  give  as  pretty  a  show  as  you  like. 

The  best  way  to  practise  a  class  is  to  form 
them  in  line  according  to  size,  the  smallest  first. 
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and  to  allow  each  one  to  come  on  the  mat  in  turn 
to  try  the  trick.  If  there  are  too  inany  in  the 
line,  it  takes  too  long  a  time  to  get  around  and 
each  is  standing  still  too  long.  Eight  more  or 
less  green  boys  is  the  right  number— ten  when 
they  are  well  broken  in— and  when  the  class  has 
been  trained  a  while,  you  can  work  two  classes 
side  by  side. 

The  first  thing  to  do,  as  the  class  practises,  is 
to  settle  upon  the  topmounter. 
For  pyramids  and  all  double 
work,  such  as  2-high  falls,  the 
topmounters  ought  to  be  intel- 
ligent and  brave,  as  light  as 
[lossible,  and  also  strong  and 
obedient.  Very  important  work 
is  that  of  these  topmounters. 
If  they  do  not  know  their 
parts,  the  understanders  can- 
not do  theirs. 

The  ten  elements  of  sim- 
ple tumbling  to  be  masteri<l 
are:  The  Salute.  The  Roll. 
The  Headstand.  Cart-wheels. 
Handstand.  Handwalking.  Double  Work, 
springs.    Pyramids.     Diving.' 

>  INSTRUCTOR'S  NOTE.  The  order  in  which  these  are 
practised  must  vary  according  to  the  needs  of  the  class  and 
the  judgment  of  the  instructor.     It  is  not  well  to  work  too 


THE  SALUTE.     This  is  very  important. 

You  will  see  all  performers  at  a  circus  salute  the  au- 
dience with  their  hands  before  they  begin,  and  they  use 
the  same  method  of  expressing  thanks  for  applause — if 
they  get  any.  This  courteous  custom  has  come  down 
for  hundreds  of  years  from  the  Roman  and  Greek 
shows.  It  is  exceedingly  difficult  to  teach  boys.  Girls 
learn  it  more  easily.  There  are  a  number  of  styles,  but 
two  are  sufficient  for  ordinary  ttse.  The  first  is  shown 
in  illustration  i.  Feet  opened  out.  heels  together,  body 
straight    in    balance,    head    up,    smile,    arms    raised,   and 


Hand- 


long  at  any  one.  I  begin  always  with  tlie  first  three.  Pyra- 
mids may  come  in  at  any  time,  the  front  handspring  after 
handstands  and  diving.  Back  handsprings  I  leave  to  the  last. 
The  roll  is  the  most  important.  The  shoulder-mount  and  the 
2-high  fall  are  naturally  used  in  "brother  acts";  but  if  the 
instructor  cares  to  do  the  work  of  understander,  these  are 
very  useful  for  all  the  class  in  teaching  nerve  and  balance. 
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bent  a  little  at  the  elbow,  the  edge  of  the  hand  toward 
the  audience,  hands  slightly  cupped,  fingers  and  thumb 
close  together.  Tlie  whole  position  should  be  graceful 
and  balanced.     In  the  illustration  the  class  is  trying  to 

ydo  it,  and  there  is 
something  wrong  with 
each  one  after  three 
weeks'  practice.  Prob- 
ably this  class,  an  ex- 
ceptionally clever  lot, 
could  not  master  this 
simple  position  without 
two  months'  steady  ef- 
fort. 
The  second  style  is 
well  shown  in  illustra- 
tion 2.  The  arms  must 
be  level  with  the  shoul- 
ders, and  exactly  in 
line  with  them,  neither 
forward  nor  back,  head 
erect,  smile,  heels  to- 
gether, fingers  and 
thumb  closed,  hands 
flat,  easy  balance.  It 
is  especially  useful  at 
the  end  of  the  roll. 

Now  we  begin  to 
work  on  the  mat :  one 
fifteen  feet  long  by  three  feet  wide  is  the  best,  and  two 
to  three  inches  thick.  (Only  for  style  in  show-time  lay 
a  red  carpet  over  it,  which  must  not  be  slippery.)  Such 
a  mat  costs  about  fifteen  dollars,  and  other  accessories, 
such  as  hoops,  et  cetera,  three  or  four  dollars.  The 
costumes  in  the  illustrations  cost  $3.50  apiece,  the  black 
sneakers,  a  dollar  each.  You  need  nothing  more  for  an 
attractive  show  except  a  place  to  give  it  in. 


^. 


VSSf* 


5.    THE    CART-WHEEL- 
MIDDLE   PO.SITION. 


0.    HANUWALKING — HIE    WHEELIiAUKO W. 

THE  ROLL.  (Illustration  3.)  Place  your  hands  on 
the  mat,  duck  your  head,  roll  on  your  rouiuled  back 
over   and   up   on   your   feet,   drawing  tliem   in    well.      In 


doing  this  you  must  not  strike  your  head  nor  hump  your 
back.  All  your  weight  should  be  carried  on  the  hands 
and  back.  To  duck  your  head  and  keep  it  from  striking 
the  mat  is  the  most  important  part  of  the  roll.  You  hit 
the  mat  first  with  the  shoulders.  Gradually  you  will 
learn  to  carry  nearly  all  your  weight  on  the  hands  and 
roll  smoothly  and  easily  on  your  rounded  back  without 
bumping  it,  and  evenly  up  on  to  your  feet.  When  you 
are  on  your  feet,  stand  up  straight  and  make  a  salute 
with  your  hands.  If  you  overbalance  forward  or  back, 
throw  your  head  the  opposite  way  and  t'-at  will  stop 
you.  Do  not  try  the  roll  without  a  mat  until  you  have 
thoroughly  mastered  it.  Do  not  go  on  to  the  dive  until 
you  have  the  roll  completely  and  correctly.  You  need 
the  roll  to  finish  nearly  all  tricks,  and  it  is  best  to  learn 
it  first. 

A  smooth,  easy  roll,  made  without  striking  the  head 
or  bumping  the  back  and  then  coming  to  a  standing 
position  with  a  good  balance,  requires  steady  work.  Do 
it  slowly  at  first,  until  you  get  the  right  motion,  then, 
after  a  lot  of  practice,  faster  and  faster. 

THE  HEADSTAND.  Having  made  sure  of  the  roll, 
the  next  thing  is  to  learn  to  stand  on  your  head. 

Mark  out  on  the  mat  a  triangle  measuring  twelve  to 
eighteen  inches  on  each  side.  Place  your  head  on  one 
point  and  your  hands  on  the  other  two.  The  instructor 
may  take  hold  of  your  ankles  and  pull  you  up  straight. 
Push  on  your  hands  and  keep  the  weight  on  your  hands 
and  head.  When  the  body  is  straight  up  over  your  head 
— the  top  of  your  head,  not  the  forehead — put  your  legs 
up  straight  and  point  your  toes.  After  enough  practice 
you  can  do  this  alone.  Get  some  one  to  tell  yuu  if  head, 
neck,  body,  legs  and  toes  are  in  one  straight  line  (illus- 
tration 4).  Until  you  are  used  to  the  upside-down  posi- 
tion, it  confuses  you,  and  until  the  muscles  become 
strong  you  cannot  push  up  to,  and  hold,  a  correct  po- 
sition. The  hands,  of  course, 
;ire  to  the  front.  At  first,  being 
upside-down,  you  will  naturally 
put  them  at  the  back.  Also,  at 
first  you  will  push  too  hard  on 
the  hands,  perhaps,  and  go  over. 
Then  duck  your  head  and  roll 
over  to  your  feet.  Do  not  get 
discouraged  if  you  cannot  get 
this  at  first.  Two  of  the  boys  in 
the  picture  learned  it  in  three 
weeks.  When  you  have  it,  you 
can  place  your  hands  and  head 
correctly  on  the  mat,  get  your 
weight  on  the  hands  and  head, 
draw  the  feet  and  knees  close  to 
the  body,  push  all  straight  up 
over  the  head,  shove  the  feet 
straight  up  in  line,  pointing  the 
toes,  and  hold  that  position.  Not 
for  long,  however,  nor  to  do  it 
longer  than  some  other  boy. 
Nothing  is  more  silly  or  useless 
than  to  try  that. 

CART-WHEELS.    A  cart-wheel 

is  left  or  right,  depending  upon 

which  hand  touches  the  mat  first. 

We  began   with  the  left.     Place 

the  left  hand  on  the  mat ;  throw 

the  right  leg  up  in  the  air  ;  jump 

with  the  left  leg,  throwing  yourself  so  as  to  land  on  the 

right  hand,  both  legs  being  up  in  the  air  ;  then  turn  and 

land  first  on   the  right  leg  and  then  on  the  left.     The 
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HANDSTAND.  Place  the  hands  on  the  mat  about  two 
feet  apart;  keep  the  arms  stiff;  curve  the  body  and  legs 
up  in  the  air  ;  curve  the  head  up  as  far  as  you  can  ;  put 
the  feet  together  and  point  the  toes ;  do  not  bend  the 
knees  ;  bend  the  body  at  the  waist  as  much  as  you  can. 
After  practice   you   will   get   a   balance   which  you   can 


DOUBLE    work:    FOUR    POSITIONS    OP   THK 
SHOULDER-MOUNT. 

arms,  as  in  the  handsprings,  must  be  stiff,  and,  at  the 
finish  of  the  turn,  the  right  gives  a  shove  which  brings 
you  up  quicker  to  the  standing  position  in  which  you 
began.  The  instructor,  or  any  one  else,  will  help  you, 
standing  at  your  back  and  holding  you  around  the 
waist.  As  long  as  you  keep  the  arms  stiff,  nothing  can 
happen  except  to  tumble  backward 
on  the  floor.  The  true  position  is 
with  the  arms  and  legs  as  in  illus- 
tration 5,  like  the  spokes  of  a 
wheel,  and,  when  you  get  an  even 
motion,  the  arms  and  legs  will  be 
a  little  bent. 

The  right  cart-wheel  is  the 
same,  except  that  you  begin  with 
the  right  hand  down  and  the  back 
turned  the  other  wa\'. 

The  most  effecti\e  trick  in  cart- 
wheels is  to  throw  a  string  of 
rights  and  lefts  alternately,  but 
this — though  well  worth  the  effort 
— takes  a  great  deal  of  practice, 
and  does  not  look  well  unless  done 
quickly  and  smoothly. 


READY  FOR  THE  FALL— IN  GOOD  BALANCE. 


ilil 


COMING    TO   THE    SALUTE. 


II.    THE    2-HIGH    FALL. 
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12.    A    PYK.\MID — ADORATION. 


13.    A    PVK.\MID— THE    PATH    TO  THE   STAKS. 


hold.  At  first,  in  practising  the  handstand,  you  need 
some  one  to  hold  you  in  position.  Then  practise  against 
the  wall.  Place  your  hands  on  the  floor  about  eighteen 
inches  from  the  wall,  or  whatever  distance  suits  your 
height.  Keep  the  arms  stiff  ;  throw  one  foot  up  against 
the  wall  and  then  the  other.  In  coming  down,  put  one 
foot  down  on  the  floor  first  then  the  other,  and  you  will 
not  bruise  your  knees.  Keep  the  arms  stiff,  so  as  not 
to  crumple  up  and  bang  your  head  on  the  floor.  Curve 
the  body  as  much  as  you  can  and  keep  the  head  well  up. 
(See  handstand  in  illustration  16.) 

After  you  get  the  balance  against  the  wall,  push  away 
an  inch  or  so  with  your  heels  and  hold  the  balance.  Do 
this  two  or  three  times  night  and  morning,  and  in  a  few 
weeks  you  can  do  it  on  the  mat  without  any  one  to  help 
you.  Then  you  can  begin,  little  by  little,  to  walk  on 
your  hands.  Always  come  down  from  the  handstand  on 
the  mat  hy  ducking  your  head  and  doing  a  roll. 

IIAXDWALKING.  To  practise  this,  use  the  trick 
called  the  "Wheelbarrow."  (Illustration  6.)  Let  half 
the  class  stand  on  their  hands,  and  the  other  half  take 
the  feet  of  the  first  half  on  their  shoulders.  The  four 
doubles  walk  in  file  from  the  stage  steps  to  the  mat,  and 
up  and  down  the  strong  little  handwalking  double  stair- 
case of  two  treads  on  each  side,  each  step  being  four 
inches  high,  eight  wide,  and  si.\teen  long.  After  coming 
down  the  staircase,  each  pair  do  a  roll,  finishing  with 
the  second  salute. 


DOLBLE  WORK.  The  first  thing  to  teach  in  double 
work  is  the  shoulder-mount.  Take  the  topmounter's 
hands  as  shown  in  illustration  7.  He  places  the  right 
foot  on  your  bent  right  leg  as  near  the  body  as  he  can 
(illustration  S).  Pull  him  up.  and  he  can  place  the 
other  foot  up  on  your  left  shoulder  (illustration  9>.  He 
then  draws  up  the  right  foot  to  your  right  shoulder,  and 
stands  erect,  steadying  himself  by  pressing  his  legs 
against  the  sides  of  your  head.  You,  the  understander, 
then  drop  the  topmounter's  hands  and  hold  his  legs 
tightly  against  your  head,  grasping  them  just  below  the 
knees.  Both  stand  straight  as  in  illustration  10.  The 
topniounter  must  hold  his  head  up,  fold  his  arms,  and 
smile — always  practise  smiling.  At  first  the  topmounter 
is  wobbly  and  walks  all  o\er  your  neck — he  is  so  scared. 
If  the  topmounter  loses  his  balance  (there  must  always 
be  some  one  placed  behind  to  watch  and  catch  him  at 
first),  the  understander  should  lean  forward  so  he  can 
jump  to  the  mat.  Be  careful  not  to  hold  his  legs  and 
trip  him.  Before  long,  the  topmounter  will  learn  to  go 
up  straight,  keeping  close  to  the  understander. 

The  understander  must  not  straighten  up  his  right 
leg  until  the  topmounter  has  his  left  foot  firmly  planter 
on  his  shoulder  and  has  begun  to  pull  up  to  position. 
As  soon  as  both  are  in  good  balance,  try  the  fall.  Both 
lean  forward  and  fall,  keeping  in  a  straight  line  (illus- 
tration 11)  until  the  topmounter  cannot  stay  any  longer 
on  the  understander's  shoulders.  He  jumps  to  the  mat, 
and  both  do  a  roll,  coming  to  the  salute  as  in  the  illus- 
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tration.  In  this  picture  the  less  trained  of  the  two  top- 
niounters  has  crumpled  up,  his  understander  is  trying 
to  hold  him,  and  the  two  are  not  in  line  nor  in  balance. 
After  both  topmounters  are  in  position  and  ready,  the 
manager  gives  a  signal  for  the  fall.  One  pair  is  at  each 
end  at  opposite  sides  of  the  mat,  and.  falling  past  each 
other,  a  pleasing  effect  is  produced.  If  the  rolls  are 
smartly  done,  an  audience  will  hardly  notice  a  little  de- 
fect in  the  fall,  but  the  camera  shows  it  clearly. 

HANDSPRINGS.  These  are  back  and  front  accord- 
ing to  the  direction  you  go.  The  back  handspring  is 
generally  called  a  back  flip. 

In  learning  handsprings  use  a  "mechanic."  This  is  a 
broad  strong  belt  of  canvas,  soft  enough  not  to  cut, 
which  buckles  around  the  waist  with  two  or  three  small 
straps.  Fasten  two  small  rings  outside  in  the  middle 
line  of  the  belt  and  a  little  back  of  where  the  arms  fall, 
and  in  them  catch  two  snap-hooks,  with  swivel  heads, 
fastened  at  the  end  of  soft  ropes  about  three  feet  long. 
These  ropes  are  strongly  held  by  a  person  at  each  side,  so 
that,  when  j'ou  throw  back,  you  will  not  strike  your  head 
on  the  mat. 

Now  throw  your  hands  o\'er  your  head  ;  curve  your 
body  back;  keep  your  arms  stiff;  land  on  your  hands  on 
the  mat  ;  jump  with  your  feet,  and  throw  them  o\'er  to 
the  mat.  .\t  first  you  will  not  get  o\er,  and  the  in- 
structor will  help  you  with  one  hand.  Be  sure  to  keep 
the  arras  stiff  so  as  not  to  knock  the  head,  and  pres- 
ently you  will  begin  to  get  over  alone.  After  that,  you 
do  not  need  the  mechanic,  and  the  instructor  can  put 
one  hand  under  your  back  and  help  a  little  until  you 
can  do  this  back  flip  alone.  Always  practise  on  a  mat 
at  first  or  you  will  bruise  your  hands  and  feet. 

For  lack  of  time  at  Cloyne  we 
did  not  attempt  the  back  hand- 
spring, and  got  on  very  well 
without  ;  but,  naturally,  each 
additional  element  of  the  ten  en- 
ables you  to  make  more  combina- 
tions and  give  a  better  show. 
The  forward  handspring  is  easier, 
and  fi\e  of  the  class  nearly 
had  it. 

Walk  to  the  mat,  put  your 
hands  down  as  for  a  handstand, 
jump,  and  go  over  to  your  feet. 
Fix  your  mind  on  keeping  your 
arms  stiff.  If  you  bend  the  arms 
you  will  not  get  over  and  will 
perhaps  knock  your  head.  The 
instructor  will  help  by  using  the 
mechanic,  which  is  better  at  first, 
or  by  putting  his  hand  on  the 
front  of  your  shoulder  and  giving 
a  push  as  you  go  over.  Learn 
the  handstand  and  practise  hand- 
walking  a  great  deal  first,  as 
these  two  are  most  helpful  in 
learning  the  handspring. 

PYRAMIDS.  There  are  many 
of  these.  Let  us  choose  two : 
"Adoration,"  and  the  "Path  to  the  Stars." 

Adoration.  (Illustration  12.)  Three  on  their  hands 
and  knees,  shoving  close  together,  arms  braced  across. 
Two  above  them  doing  the  same.  The  topmounter  goes 
up  quickly  from  the  back,  salutes,  jumps  down,  and  does 
a  roll.  The  two  seconds  dive  down  and  roll.  The  three 
understanders  roll.  All  form  at  the  end  of  the  mat  and 
salute  ;   run  back  to  the  steps.     This  requires  practice. 


If  the  understanders  and  seconds  are  not  steady,  the 
topmounter  cannot  go  up  and  is  invariably  blamed  by 
the  rest.  The  topmounter  must  not  hesitate  and  must 
make  a  graceful  salute,  or  the  effect  is  bad.  All  must 
come  smartly  through  the  rolls  to  the  final  salute. 


DIVING — THE    HURSES. 


Path  to  the  Stars.  Form  a  solid  and  even  staircase 
(as  shown  in  illustration  13),  ending  in  the  strongest 
understander.  The  topmounter  gracefully  (more  or 
less)  walks  up  this  and  stands  on  the  shoulders  of  the 
understander,  who  must  hold  him  firmly.  The  staircase 
behind  braces  the  understander.  To  the  topmounter  is 
handed  a  sort  of  paper  balloon,  sold  in  trick-shops,  and 
a  lighted  taper.  He  balances  the  balloon  on  right  hand, 
lights  it,  and  throws  down  the  taper.  Instantly  the 
lights  in  the  hall  are  snapped  off.  The  balloon  burns 
down  to  the  hand,  watched  by  the  topmounter  with  an 
anxious  smile.  But  just  before  the  flame  reaches  it, 
the  balloon  sails  off  and  drops  a  shower  of  siKer  stars. 


l'l\  ING — THE    HOOPS. 


The  lights  are  snapped  on,  the  topmounter  does  a  j-high 
fall,  all  the  rest  roll,  one  after  the  other,  toniing  up  to 
the  second  salute,  and  run  back  to  steps. 

DIVING.  I  have  left  to  the  last  the  directions  for 
diving,  for  the  reason  that,  in  this  sort  of  a  show,  rolls 
and  diving  are  the  most  important  of  all  the  tricks. 
After   you   have    mastered    the    roll,   let   the    instructor 
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hold  a  stick  horizontally  about  a  foot  above  the  mat. 
Walk  up  to  it  slowly,  fall  over  on  your  hands,  duck 
your  head,  and  roll.  Be  especially  careful  to  keep  all 
your  weight  on  your  hands  and  not  to  strike  your  head 
on  the  mat.  Practise  this  until  you  can  run  up  to  it 
and  go  over  properly,  banging  neither  your  head  nor 
your  back.  Each  time  roll  up  on  your  feet  to  saluting 
position.  If  your  heels  come  over  and  strike  the  mat, 
draw  them  in.  When  you  get  this,  the  stick  is  raised 
a  little  and  practice  continues  until  the  stick  is  about 
waist  high. 

On  no  account  stop  this  practice  until  all  the  class 
can  go  over  it  easily  on  the  run  without  balking  or 
bumping.  Much  depends  on  this  in  future  tricks,  so 
do  not  go  on  until  you  have  it.  Now  place  a  chair  on 
the  mat  and  stand  on  it.  As  well  as  you  can,  without 
bending  the  knees,  drop  to  your  hands  on  the  mat,  keep 
the  weight  on  your  hands,  duck  your  head  and  roll.  At 
first    the    instructor    must    hold    you    around    the    w.iist 


l6.   BROTHER  ACT— BRIDGE  AND  HANDSTAND. 

when  you  drop.  Later  you  can  do  it  alone,  without 
upsetting  the  chair.  Turn  the  chair  around  and  do  the 
same  over  the  back,  always  being  held  by  the  instructor 
at  first.  Lay  the  chair  on  its  side,  and  let  the  class  do 
running  dives  over  it.  When  these  things  can  be  done 
perfectly,  bumping  neither  the  head  nor  the  back,  and 
not  before,  advance  to  show  diving. 

The  Horses.  All  form  a  line,  the  leader  runs  to  the 
mat,  rolls  and  places  hiniself  across,  as  in  illustration 
14.  The  second  boy  dives  over  him  and  places  himself 
beside  number  one.  The  third  the  same,  and  so  on  un- 
til you  get  up  as  high  as  your  best  diver  can  go  without 
kicking  the  "horses"  In  this  act  you  can  star  the  best 
diver.     (See  also  illustration  2.) 

The  Hoops.  Get  some  medium-sized  or  large  play- 
hoops.  Begin  with  one.  Let  each  dive  through  it  until 
he  does  not  balk  or  bump.  Then  to  balk  the  divers  a 
little,  hang  some  colored  rags  on  it  or  use  two  hoops. 
Next,  cover  the  hoops  with  thin  paper  and  dive  through 
these,  the  arms  held  out  stiflly,  breaking  the  paper. 
The  diver  will  land  on  his  hands  on  the  mat.  duck  his 
head  and  roll  as  in  illustration  14.  Practise  this  stead- 
ily until  no  one  balks  or  bumps,  then  the  class  is  ready 
for 

"The  Fiery  Hoop  of  Death."  Take  a  hoop  and  wind 
It  with  narrow  pieces  of  cloth  or  cotton.  An  old  sheet 
torn  in  strips  la,sts  longest.  Leave  about  a  quarter  of 
the  rim  unwound  to  hold  it  by.  Soak  it  in  alcohol  be- 
fore the  show,  and  dash  on  a  little  just  before  using. 
At  Cloyne  the  class  lined  up.  the  hoop  was  lighted,  the 
efl'icient   stage-manager   turned    olT  the    li.ulils,    .-11111    only 


the  burning  hoop  lit  the  hall.  Down  charged  the  class, 
dived  through  it,  rolled  up  to  the  feet,  and  ran  back  to 
the  steps.  After  all  were  back  in  line,  instantly  the 
lights  came  on,  and  you  should  have  heard  the  applause. 
It  is  better  if  you  do  not  give  this  trick  twice. 

Before  this  the  class  dived  through  a  plain  hoop  and 
eight  paper-covered  hoops,  each  of  a  different  color, 
with  a  gorgeous  gold  star  in  the  center  to  aim  the 
hands  at. 


\\'hen  you  desire  to  give  a  show,  the  best 
method  is  that  of  professional  circus-directors 
and  vaudeville  stage-managers :  to  so  build  up 
your  program  with  such  material  as  you  have 
that  the  show  begins  well,  ends  well,  and  does 
no;  drag.  By  that  I  mean  that  the  opening  in- 
terests the  audience,  that  they  are  not  weary  as 
it  proceeds,  and  it  finishes  well. 

One  half  of  the  success  of  a  pro- 
fessional show  is  due  to  the  style 
and  finish.  Everything  goes  smoothly 
and  all  the  acts  are  planned  to  look 
well.  This  style  and  finish  you  may 
have  if  you  rehearse  enough,  and,  if 
the  acts  are  pretty,  the  fact  that  the 
tricks  are  easier  does  not  much  matter. 
You  must  remember  that,  when  you 
give  a  show,  you  have  to  know  exactly 
whatever  you  try  to  do.  It  is  not  like 
a  classroom  where  there  is  time  to 
think  and  where  you  may  get  through 
by  excuses  or  good  luck.  If  you  un- 
dertake to  do  anything  before  an 
audience,  you  must  do  it  properly  and 
at  the  exact  moment  appointed. 

In  building  up  a  program,  star  each  one  of  the 
company  in  something,  every  member  getting  a 
chance  at  the  limelight.  One  boy  will  learn  the 
cart-wheel  first;  make  that  his  specialty  and  star 
him  in  it.  Another,  the  handstand,  and  so  on. 
Begin  with  a  slow  act  by  the  class,  end  with  a 
quick  one.  Break  the  monotony  of  all-class  acts 
by  "brother  acts"  and  specialties.  Here  is  a  sam- 
ple program  for  a  one-hour  entertainment,  begin- 
ning with  a  slow  impressive  Grand  Entree,  end- 
ing with  a  quick  class-act  and  broken  by  two 
pyramids  and  two  brother  acts: 


Grand   Entree. 

Roll  and  Salute. 

(The  Class.) 

Horses. 

Headstands 

(four). 

Double  2-High  Fall. 

Handwalking  Pairs. 

(The  Class.) 

r.nilher  Act. 
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Diving.     The  Fiery 
Hoop  of  Death. 
(The  Class.) 
Cart-wheels. 
Double  Roll. 
Brother  .\c\. 
Pyramids : 
Adoration. 
Path  to  the  Stars. 
The  Cascade. 
(The  Class.) 


CALLING 

BY  ETHEL   FARMER 

In'  winter  when  yon  make  a  call. 

You  wear  your  Christmas  set,— 
In  summer  take  a  parasol, 

Unless  it  should  be  wet. 
You  must  n't  ever  stay  too  long : 
To  laugh  out  loud  is  very  wrong: 
You  must  n't  even  hum  a  song, 
\\'hen  calling. 

Perhaps  they  'II  ask  you  to  have  tea: 

You  must  n't  look  too  glad ! 
Must  hold  the  china  properly. 

For  spilling  things  is  bad. 
One  cup  of  tea  for  manners'  sake. 
One  (nearest  to  you)  piece  of  cake. 
Then  presently  your  farewell  take,— 
That  's  calling  ! 


A  NEW  STATUE  OF  JEANNE  D'ARC 

BY  GRACE  HUMPHREY 


New  York  City  has  another  statue. 

On  a  wooded  knoll  overlooking  Riverside  Drive 
there  was  recently  unveiled  a  figure  of  Jeanne 
d'Arc— a  young  girl  on  horseback,  with  uplifted 
sword  and  dressed  in  armor. 

It  represents  one  far  removed  from  us  in  time, 
for  she  was  born  more  than  five  centuries  ago; 
as  you  know,  she  was  a  maid  of  France,  and  her 
short  life  was  passed  in  her  own  country,  four 
thousand  miles  across  the  sea ;  far  removed  was 
she,  too,  in  e.xperience,  for  her  place  in  history  is 
absolutely  unique.  No  other  character  in  any 
country  of  the  world  can  duplicate  her  story, 
strange  and  wonderful,  divine  and  pathetic. 

The  statue  is  very  plain,  almost  austere  in  its 
freedom  from  decorative  details.  The  simplicity 
and  dignity  of  Jeanne  herself  are  here.  What 
little  ornament  there  is  has  a  special  reason  for 
being,  and  the  loftiness  of  the  conception  thus 
stands  out  all  the  more  clearly. 

The  workmanship  is  equally  remarkable.  It  is 
a  source  of  inspiration  to  those  who  see  it,  just 
as  she  whom  it  represents  has  been  the  inspira- 
tion of  all  those  who  have  read  history,  and  loved 
the  name  of  France,  and  been  thrilled  by  her  story. 
The  value  of  its  mute  lessons  of  fortitude  and 
forgiveness,  of  unconscious  sweetness,  of  stead- 
fast loyalty  and  patriotism  is  incalculable. 

It  has  happened  more  than  once  that  a  beauti- 
ful piece  of  sculpture  has  suffered  through  being 
badly  placed  and  mounted.  But  this  one  gains  by 
the  skilful  work  of  the  Art  Commission  and  the 
architect. 

The  arches  in  high  relief  around  the  granite 
base  are  in  themselves  interesting,  for  the  stone 
which  forms  them  was  taken  from  the  dungeon 
in  Rouen  which  was  Jeanne  d'Arc's  prison.  This 
old  prison  was  torn  down  recently,  and  the  blocks 
sent  to  America  to  serve  as  the  base  for  this 
statue  were  the  stones  that  formed  the  surface 
of  her  cell. 

Who  was  Jeanne  d'Arc,  and  what  did  she  do, 
that  the  inspiration  of  her  life  is  still  fresh  with 
us  to-day? 

She  was  a  peasant  girl  and  lived  in  Domremy. 
Not  quite  the  ordinary  peasant,  sturdy  and  vigor- 
ous, working  in  the  fields;  a  slight,  graceful  girl, 
she  kept  her  father's  sheep  and  spun.  But  neither 
was  she  a  dreamy  invalid,  for  one  of  the  first 
things  we  know  about  her  was  that  she  won  a 
foot-race  with  her  girl  companions. 

Domremy  is  in  a  part  of  France  more  than  any 


other,  perhaps,  the  home  of  strange  legends  and 
stories.  Is  it  to  be  wondered  at,  then,  that  the 
girl  Jeanne  absorbed  them  all? 

Hers  was  an  intensely  religious  nature,  and 
Jeanne's  religion  made  her  inwardly  content  and 
outwardly  radiant.  In  her  face  there  was  ever 
a  sweetness  and  serenity  and  purity  that  re- 
flected her  spiritual  peace. 

When  she  was  thirteen,  her  "Voices"  began 
speaking  to  her.  They  told  of  the  grave  dangers 
of  her  country.  For  at  that  time  the  Hundred 
Years'  \\'ar  was  dragging  along,  with  half  of 
France  held  by  the  English,  who  were  winning 
all  the  victories.  The  French,  worn  out  with 
ninety  years  of  fighting,  had  utterly  lost  heart. 
Misfortune,  disaster,  humiliation  had  been  their 
lot.  France  was  without  an  "anointed  king,''  for 
the  weak,  characterless  Charles  \TI  had  never 
been  crowned. 

All  this  her  Voices  told  to  Jeanne,  but  ending 
always  with  a  word  of  hope.  France  would  be 
rescued  from  the  English ;  she  should  be  great 
and  free  again.  And  three  years  later  came  the 
definite  message  to  this  young  girl  that  she  had 
been  chosen  to  save  her  people.  She,  a  peasant, 
without  education,  was  to  lead  the  army,  drive 
out  the  English,  in  ten  weeks  undoing  all  their 
costly  work,  and  set  the  crown  on  the  king's  head. 

Is  it  surprising  that  at  first  no  one  believed 
her?  There  were  many  delays  before  she  was 
taken  to  the  governor  and  given  stout  men-at- 
arms  to  escort  her  to  the  king. 

Now  Jeanne  had  never  seen  him,  and  the  king's 
council  thought  to  play  a  trick  on  her.  Another 
was  seated  on  the  throne,  and  the  king,  in  very 
quiet  dress,  stood  in  the  group  of  courtiers.  But 
the  Maid  scanned  their  faces,  knelt  before  the 
real  king,  and  prayed  him  to  give  her  troops  to 
raise  the  siege  of  Orleans  and  break  the  English 
power.  Asked  for  a  sign,  she  repeated  a  prayer 
he  had  offered  that  morning. 

More  delays  while  Jeanne  was  examined  by 
clergy,  courtiers,  and  university  men  and  her 
mission  inquired  into.  But  at  last  she  was  given 
command  of  the  soldiers.  Life  came  back  to  the 
army  and  victory  to  France.  The  English  were 
forced  to  give  up  the  siege  of  Orleans;  battles 
were  fought  and  won ;  the  king  was  crowned  in 
the  cathedral  at  Rheims,  the  very  building  whose 
destruction  has  recently  aroused  such  protests. 

Jeanne  had  said  repeatedly  that  her  work  must 
be  done  in  one  year,  and  again  her  \'oices  spoke 
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true.    For  at  Conipiegne  she  wa.s  captured  by  the      sand  gold  livres,  a  prince's  ransom,  she  was  sold 
troops  of  the  Duke  of  Burgundy.     For  ten  thou-      to  the  English,  and  carried  to  Rouen  for  trial. 
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A  mockery  of  a  trial  it  was,  at  the  hands  of 
her  enemy.  She  was  pronounced  guilty  of  heresy 
and  sorcery  and  sentenced  to  be  burned  at  the 
stake.  And  France,  whom  she  had  saved,  al- 
lowed this  sentence  to  be  carried  out  in  the  mar- 
ket-place of  Rouen. 

A  martyr  at  nineteen,  misunderstood,  reviled, 
considered  an  impostor,  her  service  to  France  was 
undervalued ;  not  until  years  later  was  the  king 
anxious    to    have   justice    done    to   her    memory. 


DETAIL  OF  THE  JE.'VNNE   D  .VRC  STATU 


For  rescuing  her  country  from  the  English, 
what  was  the  reward  asked  by  this  peasant  girl? 
That  Domreniy  should  be  e.xempt  from  taxes.  For 
herself  she  wanted  notiiing!  Her  love  for  her  vil- 
lage was  so  great  that  she  promised  to  watch 
over  it  always.  The  German  invasion  has 
brought  the  soldiers  of  the  kaiser  into  its  vicin- 


ity. But  while  on  every  hand  other  villages  have 
been  sacked  and  burned,  Domremy  stands  to-day 
untouched  by  the  world  war.  And  the  German 
troops,  saluting  her  statue  there,  left  it  un- 
harmed !  A  convincing  proof,  the  peasants  say, 
that  Jeanne  keeps  her  promise. 

Some  five  years  since,  a  group  of  New  York- 
ers, keenly  interested  in  the  Maid  of  Orleans, 
thought  that  there  should  be  a  statue  of  her 
in  this  country.  The  idea  once  conceived,  twenty- 
five  men  and  women  organ- 
ized into  a  committee  and 
began  their  work  by  study- 
ing very  carefully  all  mat- 
ters relating  to  Jeanne  d'.\rc. 
They  asked  themselves  not 
"What  do  we  want?"  but 
"What  do  we  not  want?"  In 
various  towns  and  churches 
all  over  France  they  exam- 
ined the  statues— and  these 
are  countless,  for  every 
French  artist  does  his 
Jeanne. 

They  also  witnessed  nine 
pageants  in  which  she  fig- 
ured, thus  getting  a  back- 
ground and  the  "feel"  of  her 
story.  Orleans,  Rouen,  Com- 
piegne,  Rheims  are  among 
the  cities  thus  honoring  her 
memory.  It  is  an  interesting 
fact,  odd  to  us  in  democratic 
America,  that  although  she 
was  a  simple  peasant  girl,  all 
these  pageants  choose  for 
their  Jeanne  a  lady  of  noble 
liirth.  It  is  also  necessary 
that  she  be  considerably 
iilder  than  was  the  Maid, 
who  was  then  only  seven- 
teen, for  she  must  be  an  ex- 
pert horsewoman,  able  to 
ride  astride  with  no  bridle 
and  dressed  in  heavy  armor. 
On  the  five  hundredth  an- 
niversary of  Jeanne's  birth 
the  Rouen  fete  was  given  in 
the  market-place  where  she 
was  put  to  death.  You  re- 
member the  story— that  a  white  dove  seemed  to 
rise  from  her  ashes  and  fly  up  into  the  heavens  ? 
During  the  celebration,  doves  were  released,  and 
one  of  them,  pure  white,  circled  about  the  mar- 
ket-place for  a  long  time,  causing  the  greatest 
excitement  among  the  spectators. 

In  1910  an  open-air  armor-pageant  was  given 
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in  private  grounds  in  London  — a  pageant  empha- 
sizing the  glory  of  England.  Scene  after  scene 
was  shown  till  the  siege  of  Orleans  was  reached. 
The  English  soldiers  were  jeering  the  name  of 
the  peasant  girl,  "the  French  witch,"  as  they 
called  her,  boasting  how  soon  their  large  force 
would  put  an  end  to  her.  Suddenly  Jeanne  d'Arc 
appeared  on  horseback,  with  a  small  French  troop 
following,  and  drove  the  English  from  the  field. 
And  then  that  London  audience  rose  up  and 
cheered,  a  beautiful  example  of  the  Englishman's 
generous  recognition  of  a  brave  foe. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  celebrations  is 
given  in  Orleans  on  the  anniversary  of  the  raising 
of  the  siege.  From  the  Burgundy  gate  the  pro- 
cession rides  into  the  city  at  night  with  only 
torches  for  illumination.  The  spectators  feel 
themselves  back  in  the  Middle  Ages  as  the  sol- 
diers come  up  the  dark,  narrow  streets,  bearing 
their  flaming  torches.  The  triumphant  ranks 
make  their  way  to  the  cathedral. 

Just  as  Jeanne  dismounts  at  the  steps,  the  lights 


are  suddenly  turned  on,  not  street  lamps,  but 
hundreds  and  hundreds  of  red  incandescent 
globes  placed  all  over  the  old  church,  outlining 
every  spire  and  Gothic  arch,  picking  out  each 
pinnacle  and  buttress,  till  the  cathedral  seems  to 
be  one  mass  of  flame. 

So  is  Orleans  day  celebrated  each  year,  in  the 
square  where  in  May,  1429,  Jeanne  d'Arc  and 
her  troopers  went  that  night  to  give  thanks  to 
God  and  to  her  Voices.  Asked  what  sign  she 
could  give  that  her  Voices  spoke  true,  her  reply 
had  been,  "That  I  will  go  to  Orleans  and  take  it." 
And  she  did. 

The  committee  having  learned,  little  by  little, 
what  they  wanted,  word  was  sent  out  about  the 
statue.  They  did  not  advertise:  "Wanted,  a 
design  for  a  statue  of  Jeanne  d'.\rc.  Only  ex- 
perienced sculptors  need  apply."  P.ut  in  the  art 
world  there  is  a  mysterious  "wireless"  that 
spreads  abroad  news  of  this  kind. 

Soon  sculptors  everywhere  knew  that  this 
statue  was  to  be  erected.     It  is  only  another  proof 
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of  the  universal  popularity  of  the  Maid  of  Or- 
leans that  among  the  designs  submitted  six  na- 
tionalities were  represented. 

The  suggestions  made  to  the  committee  were 
many  and  varied,  and  some  were  downright 
funny !  There  were  people  who  insisted  that  the 
statue  must  be  done  by  an  American.  Others 
said,  "No,  no,  a  Frenchman !  It  takes  a  French- 
man really  to  understand  Jeanne  d'Arc  !"  An- 
other group  advised  that  the  sculptor  be  a  woman, 
and  still  others  emphatically  urged  the  opposite. 
Another  idea  advanced  was  that  the  horse  and 
figure  be  the  work  of  two  different  artists,  each 
an  expert  in  his  line. 

The  committee  held  an  exhibition  of  the  sub- 
mitted designs  after  the  decision  had  been  made 
in  favor  of  Miss  Anna  Vaughn  Hyatt.  The 
photographs  of  her  work  attracted  more  atten- 
tion than  any  others.  The  visitors  and  her  fel- 
low-artists were  deeply  impressed  by  her  design 
and  returned  to  it  again  and  again. 

Most  artists  who  have  painted  or  modeled 
Jeanne  d'Arc  have  represented  her  either  as  a 
more  or  less  ungainly  peasant  girl,  or  as  a  con- 
ventional angel.  Miss  Hyatt's  statue  shows  the 
face  of  a  healthy  young  girl  who  has  heard 
something— has  seen  something— that  the  world 
will  never  know.  The  spiritual  quality  is  there, 
the  human  sympathy,  the  appealing  tenderness, 
permeating  the  whole  composition.  It  is  the  re- 
flection of  the  soul  in  the  body. 

As  to  the  details  of  the  statue,  the  committee, 
primed  by  their  years  of  study,  think  they  can 
tell  the  right  from  the  wrong  and,  as  far  as  is 
possible  five  hundred  years  afterward,  they  con- 
sider these  correct.  Time  cannot  lessen  the  in- 
spiration of  her  life,  but  it  has  lost  for  us  some 
of  the  actual  details. 

Appeals  to  armor  experts  gave  the  discourag- 
ing information  that  there  is  not  in  existence  a 
complete  suit  of  armor  of  Jeanne  d'Arc's  period. 
.\nd  this  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  when  we  re- 
member that  all  France  was  harried  by  war ;  that 
A''armor  was  very  expensive,  and  was  altered,  re- 
fitted, and  made  over  for  wearer  after  wearer ; 
and  that  later,  v^-hen  it  went  out  of  fashion,  it 
was  melted  up  and  the  metal  sold  by  weight. 

All  we  can  find  out  about  armor  of  that  time 
is  from  the  study  of  contemporary  sculptures,  in 
stone  or  wood  or  bronze,  and  tracings  from  old 
tombs.  Aided  by  many  drawings  from  these 
sources,  Miss  Hyatt  worked  out  the  details ;  and 
now,  for  the  first  time  in  all  her  sculptured  life, 
Jeanne  d'Arc  is  given  armor  not  only  artistic, 
but  historically  correct. 

Some  statues  of  her  give  the  impression  of  a 
suit  of  armor  set  up  on  the  horse,  with  no  one 


inside.  Here,  Jeanne  is  really  riding  her  horse ; 
she  is  there,  inside  the  armor.  To  achieve  this, 
the  figure  was  first  carefully  modeled,  and  the 
armor  added  afterward. 

"No,  I  have  not  always  been  interested  in 
Jeanne  d'Arc,"  said  Miss  Hyatt  recently.  "That 
is  true  of  more  than  one  member  of  the  commit- 
tee. My  work  is  not  the  result  of  years  of  hero- 
worship  and  study  of  her  character,  till  the  statue 
just  had  to  be  done.  I  first  became  interested  in 
her  from  reading  Mark  Twain's  book.  You  re- 
member it  — the  story  supposed  to  be  written  by 
her  page."  (How  Mark  Twain  became  interested 
is  already  known  to  readers  of  the  last  Decem- 
ber number  of  St.  Nichol.as.) 

"Then  I  read  Lamartine,  too.  His  'Life'  shows 
her,  more  than  any  other  I  know,  as  profoundly 
spiritual.  Only  her  religious  fervor  could  have 
enabled  her  to  endure  so  much  physically  —  to 
march  three  or  four  days  with  almost  no  sleep; 
to  keep  alert  and  vigorous  while  the  strongest 
men  in  the  company  became  irritable  and  half 
sick.  But  a  great  soul  with  a  great  purpose  can 
make  a  weak  body  strong  and  can  keep  it  so ; 
and  hers  was  one  of  the  greatest  in  all  the  world. 

"I  did  n't  want  to  model  her  in  a  fighting  atti- 
tude. I  thought  of  her  as  she  went  into  her  first 
battle.  You  remember  the  story  of  her  "X'oices' 
telling  her  she  would  find  a  sword  hidden  behind 
the  altar  in  the  little  church  of  St.  Catherine  at 
Fierbois  ?  I  wanted  to  model  her  speaking  to 
her  saints,  thanking  them  for  the  sword,  and 
showing  them  the  uplifted  hilt  in  the  form  of  a 
cross." 

Jeanne's  sword,  too,  had  a  story.  It  was  said 
to  have  belonged  to  Charlemagne.  At  St.  Cath- 
erine's they  knew  nothing  about  it  when  Jeanne's 
messenger  went  for  the  sword.  But  search  was 
made,  and  it  was  found  buried  back  of  the  altar 
and  covered  with  rust.  They  polished  it  and 
made  for  it  a  splendid  sheath  of  crimson  velvet. 
The  citizens  of  Tours  gave  another  scabbard  of 
cloth  of  gold.  But  Jeanne,  meaning  to  carry  the 
sword  in  battle,  laid  these  showy  coverings  aside 
and  had  a  plain  leather  one  made.  She  would 
not  have  the  blade  sharpened,  saying  that  she 
would  never  kill  any  one.  Indeed,  once  only  did 
she  use  it,  and  then  to  strike  a  wrong-doer  with 
the  flat  of  it. 

Jeanne  d'Arc  was  not  only  a  great  general  and 
the  savior  of  her  country;  she  was  all  that  was 
pure  and  fine,  noble  and  lovely.  With  her,  love 
of  France  was  not  a  sentiment,  it  was  a  passion. 
A  slender  girl  in  her  first  young  bloom,  in  her 
hand  the  sacred  sword  that  shall  sever  the  bonds 
of  France,  this  statue  represents  to  all  the  world 
the  spirit  of  patriotism. 


1  ^^     /  Important  NeW>s! 
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Chapter  X\'I 


THE  SOLDIER 


When  he  reached  Hannibal,  Samuel  Clemens 
found  a  very  mixed  condition  of  affairs.  The 
country  was  in  an  uproar  of  war  preparation ;  in 
a  border  State  there  was  a  confusion  of  sympa- 
thies, with  much  ignorance  as  to  what  it  was  all 
about.  Any  number  of  young  men  were  eager  to 
enlist  for  a  brief  camping-out  expedition,  and 
small  private  companies  were  formed,  composed 
about  half  and  half  of  Union  and  Confederate 
men  as  it  turned  out  later. 

Missouri,  meantime,  had  allied  herself  with  the 
South,  and  Samuel  Clemens  on  his  arrival  in 
Hannibal  decided  that,  like  Lee,  he  would  go  with 
his  State.  Old  friends,  who  were  getting  up  a 
company  "to  help  Governor  'Claib'  Jackson  repel 
the  invader,"  offered  him  a  lieutenancy  if  he 
would  join.  It  was  not  a  big  company;  it  had 
only  about  a  dozen  members,  most  of  whom  had 
been  schoolmates,  some  of  them  fellow-pilots,  and 
Sam  Clemens  was  needed  to  make  it  complete.  It 
was  just  another  Tom  Sazvyci'  band,  and  they  met 
in  a  secret  place  above  Bear  Creek  Hill  and 
planned  how  they  would  sell  their  lives  on  the 
field  of  glory,  just  as  years  before  fierce  raids 
had  been  arranged  on  peach  orchards  and  melon 
patches.  Secrecy  was  necessary,  for  the  Union 
militia  had  a  habit  of  coming  over  from  Illinois 
and  arresting  suspicious  armies  on  sight.  It 
would  humiliate  the  finest  army  in  the  world  to 
spend  a  night  or  two  in  the  calaboose. 

So  they  met  in  secrecy  at  night,  and  one  mys- 
terious evening  they  called  on  girls  who  either 
were  their  sweethearts  or  were  pretending  to  be 
for  the  occasion,  and  when  the  time  came  for 
good-by  the  girls  were  invited  to  "walk  through 
the  pickets"  with  them,  though  the  girls  did  n't 
notice  any  pickets,  because  the  pickets  were  call- 
ing on  their  girls,  too,  and  were  a  little  late  get- 
ting to  their  posts. 

That  night  they  marched  through  brush  and 
vines,  because  the  highroad  was  thought  to  be 
dangerous,  and  next  morning  arrived  at  the  home 
of  Colonel  Ralls,  of  Ralls  County,  who  had  the 
army  form  in  dress  parade  and  made  it  a  speech 
and  gave  it  a  hot  breakfast  in  good  Southern 
style.  Then  he  sent  out  to  Colonel  Bill  Splawn 
and  Farmer  Nuck  Matson  a  requisition  for  sup- 
plies that  would  convert  this  body  of  infantry 


into  cavalry  —  rough-riders  of  that  early  day.  The 
community  did  not  wish  to  keep  an  army  on  its 
hands,  and  were  willing  to  send  it  along  by  such 
means  as  they  could  spare  handily.  When  the 
outfitting  was  complete.  Lieutenant  Samuel  Clem- 
ens, mounted  on  a  small  yellow  mule  whose  tail 
had  been  trimmed  in  the  paint-brush  pattern  then 
much  worn  by  mules,  and  surrounded  by  vari- 
ously attached  articles — such  as  an  extra  pair  of 
cowhide  boots,  a  pair  of  gray  blankets,  a  home- 
made quilt,  a  frying-pan,  a  carpet-sack,  a  small 
valise,  an  overcoat,  an  old-fashioned  Kentucky 
rifle,  twenty  yards  of  rope,  and  an  umbrella- 
was  a  fair  sample  of  the  brigade. 

An  army  like  that,  to  enjoy  itself,  ought  to  go 
into  camp ;  so  it  went  over  to  Salt  River,  near 
the  town  of  Florida,  and  took  up  headquarters  in 
a  big  log-stable.  Somebody  suggested  that  an 
army  ought  to  have  its  hair  cut,  so  that  in  a  hand- 
to-hand  conflict  the  enemy  could  not  get  hold  of 
it.  There  was  a  pair  of  sheep-shears  in  the  sta- 
ble, and  Private  Tom  Lyons  acted  as  barber. 
They  were  not  sharp  shears,  and  a  group  of  little 
darkies  gathered  from  the  farm  to  enjoy  the 
torture. 

Regular  elections  were  now  held  —  all  officers, 
down  to  sergeants  and  orderlies,  being  officially 
chosen.  There  were  only  three  privates,  and  you 
could  n't  tell  them  from  officers.  The  discipline 
in  that  army  was  very  bad. 

It  became  worse  soon.  Pouring  rain  set  in. 
Salt  River  rose  and  overflowed  the  bottoms.  Men 
ordered  on  picket  duty  climbed  up  into  the  stable- 
loft  and  went  to  bed.  Twice,  on  black  drenching 
nights,  word  came  from  the  farm-house  that  the 
enemy,  commanded  by  a  certain  Colonel  Ulysses 
Grant,  was  in  the  neighborhood,  and  the  Hanni- 
bal division  went  hastily  slopping  through  mud 
and  brush  in  the  other  direction,  dragging  wear- 
ily back  when  the  alarm  was  over.  Military  ardor 
was  bound  to  cool  under  such  treatment.  Then 
Lieutenant  Clemens  developed  a  very  severe  boil, 
and  was  obliged  to  lie  most  of  the  day  on  some 
hay  in  a  horse-trough,  where  he  spent  his  time 
denouncing  the  war  and  the  mistaken  souls  who 
had  invented  it.  When  word  that  "General" 
Tom  Harris,  commander  of  the  district,  for- 
merly telegraph  operator  in  Hannibal,  was  at  a 
near-by  farm-house,  living  on  the  fat  of  the  land, 
the  army  broke  camp  without  further  ceremony. 
Half-way  there  they  met  General   Harris,  who 
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ordered  them  back  to  quarters.  They  called  him 
familiarly  "Tom,"  and  told  him  they  were 
through  with  that  camp  forever.  He  begged 
them,  but  it  was  no  use.  A  little  further  on  they 
stopped  at  a  farm-house  for  supplies.  A  tall, 
bony  woman  came  to  the  door. 

"You  're  Secesh,  ain't  you  ?  " 

Lieutenant  Clemens  said:  "We  are,  madam,  de- 


and  rolled  out  of  a  big  hay-window  into  the  barn- 
yard below.  The  rest  of  the  brigade  seized  the 
burning  hay  and  pitched  it  out  of  the  same  win- 
dow. The  lieutenant  had  sprained  his  ankle  when 
he  struck,  and  his  boil  was  still  painful,  but  the 
burning  hay  cured  him— for  the  moment.  He 
made  a  spring  from  under  it ;  then,  noticing  that 
the  rest  of  the  army,  now  that  the  fire  was  out, 


THE    "ARMY      HAS   ITS 
HAIR   CUT. 


fenders  of  the  noble  cause,  and  we  should  like  to 
buy  a  few  provisions." 

The  request  seemed  to  inflame  her. 

"Provisions !"  she  screamed.  "Provisions  for 
Secesh,  and  my  husband  a  colonel  in  the  Union 
Army.    You  get  out  of  here  !" 

She  reached  for  a  hickory  hoop-pole  that  stood 
by  the  door,  and  the  army  moved  on.  W'hen 
they  reached  the  home  of  Colonel  Bill  Splawn,  it 
was  night  and  the  family  had  gone  to  bed.  So 
the  hungry  army  camped  in  the  barn-yard  and 
crept  into  the  hay-loft  to  sleep.  Presently  some- 
body yelled  "Fire !"  One  of  the  boys  had  been 
smoking  and  had  ignited  the  hay. 

Lieutenant  Clemens,  suddenly  wakened,  made 
a  quick  rotary  movement  away  from  the  blaze 


seemed  to  think  his  performance  amusing,  he 
rose  up  and  expressed  himself  concerning  the 
war,  and  military  life,  and  the  human  race  in 
general.  They  helped  him  in,  then,  for  his  ankle 
was  swelling  badly. 

In  the  morning  Colonel  Splawn  gave  the  army 
a  good  breakfast  and  it  moved  on.  Lieutenant 
Clemens,  however,  did  not  get  farther  than 
Farmer  Nuck  ]\Iatson's.  He  w-as  in  a  high  fever 
by  that  time  from  his  injured  ankle,  and  Mrs. 
Matson  put  him  to  bed.  So  the  army  left  him 
and  presently  disbanded.  Some  enlisted  in  the 
regular  service,  North  or  South  according  to 
preference.  Properly  officered  and  disciplined, 
that  Totn  Sazvyer  band  would  have  made  as  good 
soldiers  as  any. 
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Lieutenant  Clemens  did  not  enlist  again.  \\'hen 
he  was  able  to  walk,  he  went  to  visit  Orion  in 
Keokuk.  Orion  was  a  Union  Abolitionist,  but 
there  would  be  no  unpleasantness  on  that  account. 
Samuel  Clemens  was  beginning  to  have  leanings 
in  that  direction  himself. 

Ch.\pter  XVTI 

the  pioneer 

He  arrived  in  Keokuk  at  what  seemed  a  lucky 
moment.  Through  Edward  Bates,  a  member  of 
Lincoln's  cabinet,  Orion  Clemens  had  received 
an  appointment  as  territorial  secretary  of  Ne- 
vada, and  only  needed  the  money  to  carry  him  to 
the  seat  of  his  office  at  Carson  City.  Out  of  his 
pilot's  salary  his  brother  had  saved  more  than 
enough  for  the  journey,  and  was  willing  to  pay 
both  their  fares  and  go  along  as  private  secretary 
to  Orion,  a  position  which  promised  something 
in  the  way  of  adventure  and  a  possible  oppor- 
tunity for  making  a  fortune. 

The  brothers  went  at  once  to  St.  Louis  for  final 
leave-taking,  and  there  took  boat  for  "St.  Jo," 
Missouri,  terminus  of  the  great  Overland  Stage 
Route.  They  paid  one  hundred  and  fifty  dollars 
each  for  their  passage,  and  about  the  end  of  July, 
1861,  set  out  on  that  long,  delightful  trip,  behind 
sixteen  galloping  horses,  never  stopping  except 
for  meals  or  to  change  teams,  heading  steadily 
into  the  sunset  over  the  billowy  plains  and  snow- 
clad  Rockies,  covering  the  seventeen  hundred 
miles  between  St.  Jo  and  Carson  City  in  nineteen 
glorious  days. 

But  one  must  read  Mark  Twain's  "Roughing 
It"  for  the  story  of  that  long-ago  trip— the  joy 
and  wonder  of  it,  and  the  inspiration.  "Even  at 
this  day,"  he  writes,  "it  thrills  me  through  and 
through  to  think  of  the  life,  the  gladness,  and  the 
wild  sense  of  freedom  that  used  to  make  the 
blood  dance  in  my  face  on  those  fine  overland 
mornings." 

It  was  a  hot  August  day  when  they  arrived, 
dusty,  unshaven,  and  weather-])eaten,  and  Sam- 
uel Clemens's  life  as  a  frontiersman  began.  Car- 
son City,  the  capital  of  Nevada,  was  a  wooden 
town  with  an  assorted  population  of  two  thou- 
sand souls.  The  mining  excitement  was  at  its 
height  and  had  brought  together  the  drift  of 
every  race. 

The  Clemens  brothers  took  up  lodgings  with  a 
genial  Irishwoman,  the  Mrs.  O'FIaiinigaii  of 
"Roughing  It,"  and  Orion  established  himself  in 
a  modest  oflice,  for  there  was  no  capitol  building 
as  yet,  no  government  headquarters.  Orion  could 
do  all  the  work,  and  Samuel  Clemens,  finding  nei- 
ther duties  nor  salary   attached   to  his  position, 


gave  himself  up  to  the  study  of  the  life  about 
him  and  to  the  enjoyment  of  the  freedom  of  the 
frontier.  Presently  he  had  a  following  of  friends 
who  loved  his  quaint  manner  of  speech  and  his 
yarns.  On  cool  nights  they  would  collect  about 
Orion's  office-stove,  and  he  would  tell  stories  in 
the  wonderful  way  that  one  day  would  delight 
the  world.  Within  a  brief  time  Sam  Clemens 
(he  was  always  "Sam"  to  the  pioneers)  was  the 
most  notable  figure  on  the  Carson  streets.  His 
great  bushy  head  of  auburn  hair,  his  piercing, 
twinkling  eyes,  his  loose,  lounging  walk,  his  care- 
less disorder  of  dress  invited  a  second  look  even 
from  strangers.  From  a  river  dandy  he  had  be- 
come the  roughest  clad  of  pioneers— rusty  slouch 
hat,  flannel  shirt,  coarse  trousers  slopping  half 
in  and  half  out  of  heavy  cowhide  boots,  this  was 
his  make-up.  Energetic  citizens  did  not  prophesy 
success  for  him.  Often  they  saw  him  leaning 
against  an  awning  support,  staring  drowsily  at 
the  motley  human  procession,  for  as  much  as  an 
hour  at  a  time.  Certainly  that  could  not  be  profit- 
able. 

But  they  did  like  to  hear  him  talk. 

He  did  not  catch  the  mining  fever  at  once.  He 
was  interested  first  in  the  riches  that  he  could 
see.  Among  these  was  the  timber  land  around 
Lake  Bigler  (now  Tahoe) —splendid  acres,  to  be 
had  for  the  asking.  The  lake  itself  was  beauti- 
fully situated. 

With  an  Ohio  boy.  John  Kinney,  he  made  an 
excursion  afoot  to  Tahoe.  a  trip  described  in  one 
of  the  best  chapters  of  "Roughing  It."  They 
staked  out  a  timber  claim  and  pretended  to  fence 
it  and  to  build  a  house,  but  their  chief  employ- 
ment was  loafing  in  the  quiet  luxury  of  the  great 
woods  or  drifting  in  a  boat  on  the  transparent 
water.  They  did  not  sleep  in  the  house.  In 
''Roughing  It,"  he  says: 

It  never  occurred  to  us.  for  one  thintj  ;  and  liesides.  it 
was  built  to  hold  the  ground,  and  that  was  enough.  We 
did  not  wish  to  strain  it. 

They  made  their  camp-fire  on  the  borders  of 
the  lake,  and  one  evening  it  got  away  from  them, 
fired  the  forest,  and  destroyed  their  fences  and 
habitation.  In  a  letter  home  he  describes  this 
fire  in  a  fine  vivid  way.    .\t  one  place  he  says: 

The  level  ranks  of  flame  were  relieved  at  intervals  by 
the  standard-bearers,  .as  we  called  the  tall  dead  trees, 
wrapped  in  fire  and  waving  their  blazini;  lianners  a  hun- 
dred feet  in  the  air.  Then  we  could  turn  from  the 
scene  to  the  lake,  and  see  every  branch  and  leaf  and 
cataract  of  flame  upon  its  banks  perfectly  reflected,  as 
in  a  gleaming  fiery  mirror. 

He  was  acquiring  the  literary  vision  and  touch. 
The  description  of  this  same  fire  in  "Roughing 
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It,"    written    ten    years    later, 
vivid. 

Most  of  his  letters  home  at  this  time  tell  of 
glowing  prospects — the  certainty  of  fortune 
ahead. 

Two  months  later,  in  midwinter,  the  mining 
fever  came  upon  him  with  full  force. 

Ch.vpter  XVIII 

THE   WINER 

The  wonder  is  that  Samuel  Clemens,  always 
speculative  and  visionary,  had  not  fallen  an  ear- 
lier victim.  Everywhere  one  heard  stories  of  sud- 
den fortune — of  men  who  had  gone  to  bed  pau- 
pers and  awakened  millionaires.  New  and  fabu- 
lous finds  were  reported  daily.  Cartloads  of 
bricks — silver  and  gold  bricks— drove  through 
the  Carson  streets. 

Then  suddenly  from  the  newly  opened  Hum- 
boldt region  came  the  wildest  reports.  The  moun- 
tains there  were  said  to  be  stuffed  with  gold.  A 
correspondent  of  the  "Territorial  Enterprise" 
was  unable  to  find  words  to  picture  the  riches  of 
the  Humboldt  mines. 

The  air  for  Samuel  Clemens  began  to  shim- 
mer. Fortune  was  waiting  to  be  gathered  in  a 
basket.  He  joined  the  first  expedition  for  Hum- 
boldt—in  fact,  helped  to  organize  it.  In  "Rough- 
ing It"  he  says : 

Hurry  was  the  word !  We  wasted  no  time.  Our 
party  consisted  of  four  persons — a  blacksmith  sixty 
years  of  age,  two  young  lawyers,  and  myself.  We  bought 
a  wagon  and  two  miserable  old  horses.  We  put  eigh- 
teen hundred  pounds  of  provisions  and  mining  tools  in 
the  wagon  and  drove  out  of  Carson  on  a  chilly  Decem- 
ber afternoon. 

The  two  young  lawyers  were  W.  H.  Clagget, 
whom  Clemens  had  known  in  Keokuk,  and  A.  VV. 
Oliver,  called  Olipliaiit  in  "Roughing  It."  The 
blacksmith  was  named  Tillou  (Ballon  in  "Rough- 
ing It"),  a  sturdy,  honest  man  with  a  knowledge 
of  mining  and  the  repair  of  tools.  There  were 
also  two  dogs  in  the  party— a  curly-tailed  mongrel 
and  a  young  hound. 

The  horses  were  the  weak  feature  of  the  ex- 
pedition. It  was  two  hundred  miles  to  Hum- 
boldt, mostly  across  sand.  The  miners  rode  only 
a  little  way,  then  got  out  to  lighten  the  load. 
Later  they  pushed.  Then  it  began  to  snow— also 
to  blow,  and  the  air  became  filled  with  whirling 
clouds  of  snow  and  sand.  On  and  on  they  pushed 
and  groaned,  sustained  by  the  knowledge  that 
they  must  arrive  sometime,  when  right  away  they 
would  be  millionaires  and  all  their  troubles  would 
be  over. 

The  nights  were  better.  The  wind  went  down 
and  they  made  a  camp-fire  in  the  shelter  of  the 


THE  BOYS'  LIFE  OF  MARK  TWAIN 

is    scarcely    more 


411 


wagon,  cooked  their  bacon,  crept  under  blankets 
with  the  dogs  to  warm  them,  and  Sam  Clemens 
spun  yarns  till  they  fell  asleep. 

There  had  been  an  Indian  war,  and  occasion- 
ally they  passed  the  charred  ruin  of  a  cabin  and 
new  graves.  By  and  by  they  came  to  that  deadly 
waste  known  as  the  Alkali  Desert,  strewn  with 


LIGHTING    THE    FUbE.      "'ONE  WEEK  OF  THIS  SATISFIED 

ME.      I   RESIGNED,'  WAS  SAM'S  BRIEF  COMMENT." 

(SEE    NEXT   PAGE.) 

the  carcasses  of  dead  beasts  and  with  the  heavy 
articles  discarded  by  emigrants  in  their  eagerness 
to  reach  water.  All  day  and  night  they  pushed 
through  that  choking,  waterless  plain  to  reach 
camp  on  the  other  side.  When  they  arrived  at 
three  in  the  morning,  they  dropped  down  ex- 
hausted. Judge  Oliver,  the  last  survivor  of  the 
party,  in  a  letter  to  the  writer  of  these  chapters 
said: 

The  sun  was  high  in  the  heavens  when  we  were 
aroused  from  our  sleep  by  a  yelling  band  of  Piute  war- 
riors.    We  were  upon  our  feet  in  an  instant.     The  pic- 
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ture  of  burning  cabins  and  the  lonely  gra\'es  wc-  had 
passed  was  in  our  minds.  Our  scalps  were  still  our 
own  and  not  dangling  from  the  belts  of  our  visitors. 
Sam  pulled  himself  together,  put  his  hand  on  his  head 
as  if  to  make  sure  he  had  not  been  scalped,  and  with 
his  inimitable  drawl  said:  "Boys,  they  have  left  us  our 
scalps.  Let  us  give  them  all  the  flour  and  sugar  they 
ask  for."  And  we  did  give  them  a  good  supply,  for  we 
were  grateful. 

The  Indians  left  them  unharmed,  and  the  pro- 
spective millionaires  moved  on.  Across  all  that 
two  htmdred  miles  to  the  Humboldt  country  they 
pushed,  arriving  at  the  little  camp  of  Unionville 
at  the  end  of  eleven  weary  days. 

In  "Roughing  It"  Mark  Twain  has  told  ns  of 
Unionville  and  the  mining  experience  there. 
Their  cabin  was  a  three-sided  affair  with  a  cot- 
ton roof.  Stones  rolled  down  the  mountainside 
on  them :  also,  the  author  says,  a  mule  and  a  cow. 

The  author  could  not  gather  fortune  in  a  bas- 
ket as  he  had  dreamed.  Masses  of  gold  and  sil- 
ver were  not  lying  about.  He  gathered  a  back- 
load  of  yellow,  glittering  specimens,  but  they 
proved  worthless.  Gold  in  the  rough  did  not  glit- 
ter, and  was  not  yellow.  Tillou  instructed  the 
others  in  prospecting,  and  they  went  to  work 
with  pick  and  shovel  — then  with  drill  and  blast- 
ing powder.  The  prospect  of  immediately  becom- 
ing millionaires  vanished. 

"One  week  of  this  satisfied  me.  I  resigned," 
was  Sam's  brief  comment. 

The  Humboldt  reports  had  been  exaggerated. 
The  Clemens-Clagget-Oliver-Tillou  millionaire 
combination  soon  surrendered  its  claims.  Clem- 
ens and  Tillou  set  out  for  Carson  City  with  a 
Prussian  named  Pfersdorff,  who  nearly  got  them 
drowned  and  got  them  completely  lost  in  the 
snow  before  they  arrived  there.  Oliver  and  Clag- 
get  remained  in  Unionville,  began  law  practice, 
and  were  elected  to  office.  It  is  not  known  what 
became  of  the  wagon  and  horses  and  the  two 
dogs. 

It  was  the  end  of  January  when  our  miner  re- 
turned to  Carson.  He  was  not  discouraged— far 
from  it.  He  believed  he  had  learned  something 
that  would  be  useful  to  him  in  a  camp  where 
mines  were  a  reality.  Within  a  few  weeks  from 
his  return  we  find  him  at  Aurora,  in  the  Esmer- 
alda region  on  the  edge  of  California.  Here  the 
Clemens  brothers  owned  1650  feet  of  mining 
ground.    He  had  come  down  to  work  it. 

It  was  the  dead  of  winter,  but  he  was  full  of 
enthusiasm,  confident  of  a  fortime  by  early  sum- 
mer.    To  Pamela  he  wrote : 

I  expect  to  return  to  St.  Louis  in  July — per  steamer. 
I  don't  say  that  I  will  return  then,  or  that  I  shall  he  able 
to  do  it — but  I  expect  to — you  bet.  ...  If  nothing  goes 
wrong,  we  '11  strike  the  ledge  in  June. 


He  was  trying  to  be  conservative,  and  farther 
along  he  seems  to  think  it  necessary  to  caution 
his  sister  not  to  get  excited. 

Don't  you  know  I  have  only  talked,  as  yet,  but  proved 
nothing?  Don't  you  know  I  have  never  held  in  my 
hands  a  gold  or  silver  bar  that  belonged  to  me?  Don't 
you  know  th.at  people  who  always  feel  jolly,  no  matter 
where  they  are  or  what  happens  to  them — and  who  can- 
not, by  any  possibility,  discover  any  but  the  bright  side 
of  a  picture — are  very  apt  to  go  to  extremes? 

Whereupon  he  soars  again,  adding  page  after 
page  full  of  glowing  expectations  and  plans  such 
as  belong  only  with  speculation  in  treasures 
buried  in  the  ground  — a  very  difiicult  place  in- 
deed to  find  them. 

His  money  was  about  exhausted  by  this  time, 
and  funds  to  work  the  mining  claims  must  come 
out  of  Orion's  rather  modest  salary.  The  broth- 
ers owned  all  claims  in  partnership,  and  it  was 
now  the  part  of  "Brother  Sam  "  to  do  the  active 
work.  He  hated  the  hard  picking  and  prying 
and  blasting  into  the  flinty  ledges,  but  the  fever 
drove  him  on.  He  'camped  with  a  young  man 
named  Horatio  Phillips,  at  first,  later  with  an 
experienced  miner,  Calvin  H.  Higbie,  to  whom 
"Roughing  It"  would  one  day  be  dedicated.  They 
lived  in  a  tiny  cabin  with  a  cotton  roof,  and 
around  their  rusty  stove  they  would  paw  ovei; 
their  specimens  and  figure  the  fortune  that  their 
mines  would  be  worth  in  the  spring. 

Food  ran  low,  money  gave  out  almost  entirely, 
but  they  did  not  give  up.  When  it  was  stormy 
and  they  could  not  dig  and  the  ex-pilot  was  in  a 
talkative  vein,  he  would  sit  astride  the  bunk  and 
distribute  to  his  hearers  riches  more  valuable 
than  any  they  would  dig  from  the  Esmeralda 
hills.  At  other  times  he  did  not  talk  at  all,  but 
sat  in  a  corner  and  wrote.  They  thought  he  was 
writing  home :  they  did  not  know  that  he  was 
"literary."  Some  of  his  home  letters  had  found 
their  way  into  a  Keokuk  paper  and  had  come 
back  to  Orion,  who  had  shown  them  to  an  assist- 
ant on  the  "Territorial  Enterprise"  of  \'irginia 
City.  The  "Enterprise"  man  had  caused  one  of 
them  to  be  reprinted,  and  this  had  encouraged  its 
author  to  send  something  to  the  paper  direct.  He 
si.gned  these  contributions  "Josh.'' 

He  received  no  pay  for  these  offerings  and 
expected  none.  He  considered  them  of  no  value. 
1  f  any  one  had  told  him  that  he  was  knocking  at 
the  door  of  the  house  of  fame,  however  feebly, 
he  would  have  doubted  that  person's  judgment 
or  sincerity. 

His  letters  to  Orion  in  Carson  City  were  hasty 
compositions,  reportin.g  progress  and  prospects  or 
calling  for  remittances  to  keep  the  work  going, 
(^n  .April  13  he  wrote: 
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Work  not  begun  on  the  Horatio  and  Derby — have  n't 
seen  it  yet.  It  is  still  in  the  snow.  Shall  begin  on  it 
within  3  or  4  weeks — strike  the  ledge  in  July. 

Again,  later  in  the  month : 

I  have  been  at  work  all  day,  blasting  and  digging  in 


"AROUND  A   RUSTY   STOVE   THEY  WOULD   PAW    OVER  THEIR    SPECIMENS. 


one  of  our  new  claims,  "Dashaway,"  which  I  don't  think 
a  great  deal  of,  but  which  I  am  willing  to  try.  We  are 
down  now  ten  or  twelve  feet. 

It  must  have  been  disheartening  work,  picking 
away  at  the  flinty  ledges.  There  is  no  further 
mention  of  the  "Dashaway,"  but  we  hear  of  the 
"Flyaway,"   the   "Annipolitan,"   the   "Live   Yan- 


kee," and  of  many  another,  each  of  which  holds 
out  a  beacon  of  hope  for  a  brief  moment,  then 
passes. from  notice  forever.  Still  he  was  not  dis- 
couraged.   Once  he  wrote : 

I  am  a  citizen  here  and  I  am  satisfied,  though  'Ratio 
and  I  are  "strapped"  and  we  have 
n't  three  days'  rations  in  the  house. 
I  shall  work  the  "Monitor"  and  the 
other  claims   with   my   own   hands. 


"The  pick  and  shovel  are  the 
only  claims  I  have  confidence 
in  now,"  he  wrote  later ;  "my 
back  is  sore  and  my  hands  are 
blistered  with  handling  them 
to-day.'' 

His  letters  began  to  take 
on  a  weary  tone.  Once  in 
midsummer  he  wrote  that  it 
was  still  snowing  up  there 
in  the  hills,  and  added:  "It 
alivays  snows  here  I  expect. 
If  we  strike  it  rich,  I  've 
lost  my  guess,  that  's  all." 
And  the  final  heartsick  line, 
"Don't  you  suppose  they  have 
pretty  much  quit  writing  at 
home?" 

In  time  he  went  to  work  in 
a  quartz-mill  at  ten  dollars  a 
week,  though  it  was  not  en- 
tirely for  the  money,  as  in 
"Roughing  It"  he  would  have 
us  believe.  Samuel  Clemens 
learned  thoroughly  what  he 
undertook,  and  he  proposed  to 
master  the  science  of  mining. 
From  Phillips  and  Higbie  he 
had  learned  what  there  was  to 
know  about  prospecting.  He 
went  to  the  mill  to  learn  refin- 
ing, so  that,  when  his  claims 
developed,  he  could  establish 
a  mill  and  personally  super- 
intend the  work.  His  stay 
was  brief.  He  contracted  a 
severe  cold  and  came  near  get- 
ting poisoned  by  the  chemi- 
cals. Recovering,  he  went 
with  Higbie  for  an  outing  to 
hastly,  lifeless  alkali  sea  among 


Alono  Lake,  a 
the  hills. 

-At  another  time  he  went  with  Higbie  on  a 
walking  trip  to  the  Yosemite,  where  they  camped 
and  fished  undisturbed,  for  in  those  days  few 
human  beings  came  to  that  far  isolation.  Dis- 
couragement did  not  reach  them  there— amid  that 


414 


THE  BOYS'  LIFE  OF  MARK  TWAIN 


vast  graiiflciir  and  quiet  the  quest  for  gold  hardly 
seemed  worth  while.  Now  and  again  that  sum- 
mer he  went  alone  into  the  wilderness  to  find 
his  balance  and  to  get  entirely  away  from  hu- 
mankind. 

In  "Roughing  It"  JMark  Twain  tells  the  story 
of  how  he  and  Higbie  finally  located  a  "blind 
lead"  which  made  them  really  millionaires  until 
they  forfeited  their  claim  through  the  sharp 
practice  of  some  rival  miners  and  their  own  neg- 
lect. It  is  true  that  the  "Wide  West"  claim  was 
forfeited  in  some  such  manner,  but  the  size  of 
the  loss  was  magnified  in  "Roughing  It"  to  make 
a  good  story.  There  was  never  a  fortune  in 
"Wide  West"  except  the  one  sunk  in  it  by  its  final 
owners.  The  story  as  told  in  "Roughing  It"  is  a 
tale  of  what  might  have  happened,  and  ends  the 
author's  days  in  the  mines  with  a  dramatic  touch. 

The  mining  career  of  Samuel  Clemens  really 
came  to  a  close  gradually,  and  with  no  showy  cli- 
max. He  fought  hard  and  surrendered  little  by 
little  without  owning,  even  to  the  end,  that  he 
was  surrendering  at  all.  It  was  the  gift  of  reso- 
lution that  all  his  life  would  make  his  defeats 
long  and  costly  —  his  victories  supreme. 

By  the  end  of  July  the  money  situation  in  the 
Aurora  camp  was  getting  desperate.  Orion's  de- 
pleted salary  would  no  longer  pay  for  food,  tools, 
and  blasting-powder,  and  the  miner  began  to  cast 
about  for  means  to  earn  an  additional  sum,  how- 
ever small.  The  "Josh"  letters  to  the  "Enter- 
prise" had  awakened  interest  as  to  their  author, 
and  Orion  had  not  failed  to  let  "Josh's"  identity 
be  known.  The  result  had  been  that  here  and 
there  a  coast  paper  had  invited  contributions  and 
even  suggested  payment.  A  letter  written  by  the 
Aurora  miner  at  the  end  of  July  tells  this  part 
of  the  story : 

My  debts  are  greater  than  I  thought  for.  .  .  .  The 
fact  is  I  must  have  something  to  do,  and  that  shortly, 
too.  .  .  .  Now  write  to  the  "Sacramento  Union"  folks, 
or  to  Marsh,  and  tell  them  that  I  will  write  as  many 
letters  a  week  as  they  want,  for  $io.  a  week.  My  board 
must  be  paid.  Tell  them. I  have  corresponded  with  the 
N.  Orleans  "Crescent"  and  other  papers — and  the  "En- 
terprise." 

If  they  w.Tnt  letters  from  here — who  '11  run  from 
morning  till  night  collecting  material  cheaper?  I  'II 
write  a  short  letter  twice  a  week,  for  the  present,  fur 
the  "Age,"  for  $5.00  per  week.  Now  it  has  been  a  long 
time  since  I  could  n't  make  my  own  living,  and  it  shall 
be  a  long  time  before  I  loaf  another  year. 

This  all  led  to  nothing,  but  about  the  same  time 
the  "Enterprise"  assistant  already  mentioned 
spoke  to  Joseph  T.  (ioodman,  owner  and  editor 
of  the  paper,  about  adding  "Josh"  to  their  regu- 
lar staff.     "Joe"  (Ioodman,  a  man  of  keen  hiunor 

( 'Jo  te , 


and  literary  perception,  agreed  that  the  author 
of  the  "Josh"  letters  might  be  useful  to  them. 
One  of  the  sketches  particularly  appealed  to  him 
—  a  burlesque  report  of  a  Fourth  of  July  oration. 

"That  is  the  kind  of  thing  we  want,"  he  said. 
"Write  to  him,  Barstow,  and  ask  him  if  he  wants 
to  come  up  here." 

Barstow  wrote,  offering  twenty-five  dollars  a 
week— a  tempting  sum.  This  was  at  the  end  of 
July,  1862. 

Yet  the  hard-pressed  miner  made  no  haste  to 
accept  the  offer.  To  leave  Aurora  meant  the  sur- 
render of  all  hope  in  the  mines,  the  confession  of 
another  failure.  He  wrote  Barstow,  asking  when 
he  thought  he  might  be  needed.  .And  at  the  same 
time,  in  a  letter  to  Orion  he  said : 

I  shall  leave  at  midnight  to-night,  alone  and  on  foot, 
for  a  walk  of  60  or  70  miles  through  a  totally  uninhab- 
ited country.  But  do  you  write  Barstow  that  I  have  left 
here  for  a  week  or  so,  and,  in  case  he  should  want  me, 
he  must  write  me  here,  or  let  me  know  through  you. 

lie  had  gone  into  the  wilderness  to  fight  out 
his  battle  alone,  postponing  the  final  moment  of 
surrender — surrender  that,  had  he  known,  only 
meant  the  beginning  of  victory.  He  was  still  un- 
decided when  he  returned  eight  days  later  and 
wrote  to  his  sister  Pamela  a  letter  in  which  there 
is  no  mention  of  newspaper  prospects. 

Just  how  and  when  the  end  came  at  last  can- 
not be  known;  but  one  hot  dusty  August  after- 
noon in  Virginia  City,  a  worn,  travel-stained  pil- 
grim dragged  himself  into  the  office  of  the 
"Territorial  Enterprise,''  then  in  its  new  building 
on  C  Street,  and,  loosening  a  heavy  roll  of  blan- 
kets from  his  shoulder,  dropped  wearily  into  a 
chair.  He  wore  a  rusty  slouch  hat,  no  coat,  a 
faded  blue-flannel  shirt,  a  navy  revolver ;  his 
trousers  were  tucked  into  his  boot-tops :  a  tangle 
of  reddish  brown  hair  fell  on  his  shoulders ;  a 
mass  of  tawny  beard,  dingy  with  alkali  dust, 
dropped  half-way  to  his  waist 

Aurora  lay  one  hundred  and  thirty  miles  from 
X'irginia.  He  had  walked  that  distance  carrying 
his  heavy  load.  Editor  Goodman  was  absent  at 
the  moment,  but  the  other  proprietor.  Dennis  E. 
McCarthy,  asked  the  caller  to  state  his  errand. 
The  wanderer  regarded  him  with  a  far-away  look 
and  said  absently  and  with  deliberation : 

"My  starboard  leg  seems  to  be  unshipped.  I  'd 
like  about  one  hundred  yards  of  line ;  I  think  I  'm 
falling  to  pieces."  Then  he  added:  "I  want  to 
see  Mr.  Barstow  or  Mr.  Goodman.  My  name  is 
Clemens,  and  I  've  come  to  write  for  the  paper." 

It  was  the  master  of  the  world's  widest  estate, 
come  to  claim  his  kingdom  ! 


HOW  A  BOY  SECURED  A  UNIQUE 
AUTOGRAPH  OF  MARK  TWAIN 


BY  VICTOR  ROSEWATER 


Reading  from  St.  Nicholas  to  my  own  children 
the  story  of  Mark  Twain's  boyhood  days  has 
brought  vividly  to  mind  an  experience  I  had  with 
this  great  American  humorist  when  I  was  a  boy. 

At  the  age  of  sixteen,  I  spent  the  winter  of 
1888  in  Washington  serving  as  a  page  in  the 
United  States  Senate,  my  special  duty  being  to 
attend  "the  card  door."  This  meant  that  I  was 
the  messenger  who  plied  between  the  entrance  to 
the  famous  Marble  Room  and  the  floor  of  the 
Senate  to  let  the  senators  know  when  callers 
wished  to  see  them  and  to  return  whatever  word 
was  to  be  conveyed.  In  this  capacity,  by  exerting 
myself  to  be  accommodating  and  hunting  up  the 
senator  in  cloak-room  or  committee-room,  in- 
stead of  merely  reporting  that  he  was  not  in  his 
seat,  I  could  earn  the  thanks  of  the  visitor  and 
also  of  the  senator,  if  only  I  used  a  little  sound 
discretion  as  to  whether  it  was  a  visitor  he  really 
wanted  to  see. 

It  happened  that  the  question  of  a  new  copy- 
right law  was  being  pressed  upon  Congress  that 
winter,  and  all  the  most  noted  American  authors 
were  eager  to  have  the  way  opened  for  inter- 
national copyright  in  order  that  their  rights 
might  be  protected  when  their  books  were  pub- 
lished in  other  lands. 

Among  those  who  waited  on  the  lawmakers  in 
this  connection  were  Edward  Eggleston,  of 
"Hoosier  Schoolmaster"  renown,  and  Thomas  W. 
Knox,  whose  stories  of  boy  adventure  had  thrilled 
me  many  times.  But  when  a  day  or  two  later 
a  thick-set  man  with  bushy  red-brown  hair, 
drooping,  sandy  moustache,  deep  set  eyes,  and 
beaming  countenance  came  into  the  reception- 
hall  and  asked  to  see  one  of  the  senators,  I  was 


thrown  into  a  state  of  excited  expectancy.  For 
had  I  not  read  "Tom  Sawyer"?  And  did  I  not 
at  once  see  in  the  face  before  me  a  strong  re- 
semblance to  the  portrait  of  the  author  of  that 
stirring  and  delightful  narrative  from  which  not 
even  summons  to  meals  could  pull  me  after  once 
beginning  to  read  it? 

Yes,  it  was  Mark  Twain  himself,  though  that 
was  not  the  name  he  gave,  and  at  his  request  I 
brought  out  one  after  another  of  those  whom  he 
wished  to  meet  him  and  to  have  listen  to  what  he 
had  to  say. 

Having  finally  accomplished  his  object,  so  far  as 
he  could  for  the  moment,  he  started  to  leave,  but 
halted  with  a  kindly  look  to  thank  me  for  my 
help.  By  that  time,  of  course,  I  had  fully  re- 
gained my  self-composure,  and,  whipping  my  au- 
tograph-album out  of  my  pocket  (all  the  Senate 
pages  were  gathering  autographs  of  famous  peo- 
ple whenever  opportunity  offered),  I  said, 

"Can't  I  have  your  autograph,  sir?'' 

"Why,  of  course,"  he  replied,  following  the 
word  with  the  deed,  and  handing  back  the  book, 
still  open  to  let  the  ink  dry,  showing  on  the  page 
the  simple  writing  '"Mark  Twain." 

"Oh  !"  I  exclaimed,  unable  to  conceal  my  half 
disappointment.  "You  have  another  name.  Please, 
sir,  I  want  your  real  name  !" 

The  remark  seemingly  struck  a  sympathetic 
chord.  He  took  the  album  again  and  added  "S. 
L.  Clemens"  across  the  first  signature. 

"There,"  he  said,  with  a  merry  twinkle  in  his 
eye ;  "now  you  have  both  my  names  in  twain." 

So  far  as  I  have  been  able  to  ascertain,  mine 
is  a  unique  Mark  Twain  autograph  in  the  dual 
role  of  literary  man  and  of— just  himself. 


THROUGH  THE  STORM 

BY  MARY  WOODBURY  CASWELL 


A  BOY  and  girl,  Jack  and  Kathleen  Markhani. 
were  swinging  along  on  snow-shoes  over  the 
sparkling  floor  of  a  northwestern  prairie.  The 
thin  crnst  on  the  snow  was  hard  enough  to  reduce 
the  labor  of  snow-shoeing  to  a  minimum,  and  the 
biting  air  flushed  their  faces,  of  which  the  like- 
ness sufficiently  proclaimed  their  relationship 
without  the  brotherly  frankness  of  the  boy's  com- 
ment : 

"Look  out,  Kathleen  !  Slow  up  a  little;  you  're 
a  great  traveler  all  right,  but  no  girl,  or  boy 
either,  can  strike  that  gait  and  keep  it  up  for 
long." 

The  girl  smiled  as  she  reduced  her  speed,  and 
then  bent  to  look  at  a  faint  track  on  the  crust. 

"There  's  your  coyote.  Jack,"  she  said.  "The 
middle  toe  is  gone." 

"Miserable  little  brute!"  was  his  wrathful  re- 
sponse. "I  might  as  well  have  left  him  in  the 
trap.  Of  course  he  's  half  starved,  and  still  he  'd 
rather  run  away  and  live  on  what  he  can  steal 
than  come  back  and  be  fed." 

"  'T  is  his  nature  to,"  absently  replied  Kathleen, 
as  she  looked  at  the  clump  of  hemlocks  they  were 
approaching.  "Oh,  Jack,  won't  you  please  get 
me  some  of  those  upper  branches  that  are  n't 
broken?  I  want  a  lot  to  trim  the  house  for 
Christmas." 

"Oh,  bother !"  he  exclaimed.  "Do  I  have  to 
get  off  my  snow-shoes  and  climb  up  in  that  jungle 
this  cold  day?" 

"You  don't  ha-cT  to;  but  if  you  do,  we  '11  get 
out  the  chafing-dish  and  cook  all  the  evening  if 
you  like." 

"This  is  shocking!"  groaned  the  boy.  "Mat 
bribery  !"  Then  he  bri.skly  demanded,  "Creamed 
oysters  ?" 

"A  gallon." 

"Nut  fudge?" 

"A  peck  !"  was  the  impressive  answer. 

"All  right  — that  's  my  price.  Another  good 
man  gone  wrong  !"  and  he  tore  off  his  snow-shoes 
and  scrambled  up  toward  the  best  branches,  where 
he  broke  off  the  feathery  ends  and  showered  them 
down  on  Kathleen  as  she  stood  with  outstretched 
hands.  She  made  an  exceedingly  pretty  picture, 
so  much  so,  indeed,  that  the  matter-of-fact  fra- 
ternal mind  was  impressed. 

"You  look  stunning,  Sis.  Better  get  a  green 
party-dress.  Here,  hold  still  a  minute,"  as  he 
broke  a  larger  branch.  "1  '11  throw  this  so  the 
end  won't  hit   you,   and   it   will   make   a   regular 


opera-cloak,"  and  he  tossed  it  with  accurate  aim. 
But  in  doing  so  he  overbalanced  himself,  and 
Kathleen,  with  a  scream,  saw  him  sway,  catch 
\ainly  at  the  limbs,  and  fall  on  the  snow,  or 
rather  into  it.  -She  held  her  breath  as  she  rushed 
to  him,  but  after  all,  she  thought,  it  was  hardly 
possible  for  any  one  to  be  seriously  hurt  by  fall- 
ing through  the  thick  foliage  of  a  hemlock  into 
four  feet  of  snow.  Though  she  was  startled,  she 
really  expected  to  hear  his  infectious  laugh  and 
a  merry  comment  on  his  grace  and  agility ;  but  he 
lay  ominously  still,  and  she  saw  to  her  horror  that 
the  unexpected  had  happened. 

His  head  must  have  struck  a  limb  as  he  fell,  for 
there  was  a  cut  from  which  the  blood  was  slowly 
oozing,  and  he  was  quite  unconscious.  She  slipped 
her  hand  inside  his  coat  and  found  that  his  heart 
was  beating,  and  then,  though  faint  with  terror, 
she  bound  up  his  head  as  well  as  she  could  with 
their  two  handkerchiefs,  drew  him  over  on  the 
hemlock  boughs  to  keep  him  from  the  chill  of  the 
snow,  and  pulled  ofl^  her  coat  to  lay  over  him, 
wondering  desperately  what  she  could  do.  She 
must  leave  him  and  go  for  help ;  and  yet,  though 
home  was  hardly  half  a  mile  away,  her  heart 
stood  still  as  she  thought  of  the  coyote  track.  If 
Jack's  old  pet  was  near,  others  might  be ;  and  in- 
deed she  believed  the  brute  they  had  fed  would  be 
as  likely  as  another  to  attack  his  master.  How 
could  she  leave  him?  And  still,  what  would 
become  of  him  if  she  did  not?  The  only  alter- 
native that  she  could  think  of  was  to  make  a  fire 
of  the  hemlock  boughs  on  the  side  of  the  wood 
that  could  be  seen  from  home,  in  the  hope  that 
.some  one  would  come  to  investigate,  though  she 
realized  miserably  that,  even  if  it  was  seen,  the 
chances  were  that  it  would  simply  be  taken  as 
evidence  that  she  and  Jack  were  enjoying  a  lark 
of  .some  kind. 

Their  establishment  consisted  only  of  an  unim- 
aginative hired  man,  a  maid-servant,  Christine, 
anil  their  old  nurse,  Norah,  who  had  long  been 
used  to  having  the  children,  as  she  still  called 
them,  absent  for  hours  in  the  wildest  weather, 
while  their  father,  though  he  was  proud  of  and 
indulgent  to  them,  seldom  worried  about  anything 
but  his  own  health.  Indeed  he  had  an  abiding 
faith  in  their  ability  to  take  care  of  themselves, 
which  had  been  fully  justified  till  now. 

Kathleen  was  at  her  wits'  end;  but  as  she 
turned,  the  tears  running  down  her  cheeks,  to  try 
the  poor  resource  oi  a  fire,  she  was  greeted  by  a 


THROUGH  THE  STORM 


417 


gruff  voice  inquiring  stolidly,  "Boy  hurt?"  and, 
turning,  saw  an  old  French  half-breed  trapper, 
who  had  been  interesting  to  her  and  Jack  on  ac- 
count of  possessing  the  only  dog-team  in  that 
part  of  the  country.    He  had  been  much  ridiculed 
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'HIS   HEAD  MUST  HAVE  STRUCK  A   LIMB  AS 
AND   HE    WAS   QUITE    UNCONSCIOUS.' 


by  his  more  advanced  neighbors,  who  had  risen 
to  the  dignity  of  the  ownership  of  a  forlorn  mule 
or  horse,  but  he  stubbornly  clung  to  his  primitive 
means  of  transportation,  on  the  ground  that,  as 
he  did  no  farming,  he  did  not  need  a  team  to  plow 
with,  and  for  all  other  purposes  preferred  his 
dogs.    His  choice  seemed  a  peculiarly  liappy  one 


in  this  winter  of  deep  snow,  when  the  heavier 
draught-animals  were  useless,  and  their  owners, 
if  they  wished  to  go  abroad  from  their  isolated 
claims,  had  to  do  so  on  snow-shoes  or  skis,  seeing, 
perhaps,  old  Peter  luxuriously  riding  over  the 
snow  behind  his  light-footed 
team. 

His  name  may  have  been 
Pierre  to  begin  with.  It  had 
been  hardened  into  its  present 
uncompromising  form  by  An- 
glo-Saxon neighbors ;  and, 
whether  from  the  same  cause 
or  not,  his  disposition  was  as 
far  as  possible  from  that  of 
the  lightsome  voyagcnr  of 
song  and  tale,  having,  in  fact, 
reverted  closely  to  the  orig- 
inal Indian  type.  However, 
no  cultured  heir  of  all  the 
ages  could  have  been  more 
welcome  to  Kathleen. 

"Oh,  Peter!"  she  cried;  "I 
was  never  so  glad  to  see  any 
one  in  my  life  !  Can  you  take 
Jack  home  on  your  sled?" 

Peter  considered  a  moment, 
then  briefly  directed,  "You 
get  on  sled ;  hold  boy,"  and 
assisted  in  the  transfer,  his 
benevolence  possibly  made 
active  by  the  memory,  and 
hope,  of  sundry  satisfying 
meals  enjoyed  in  the  Mark- 
ham  kitchen.  He  then  shod 
himself  with  Jack's  discarded 
snow-shoes,  and,  taking  his 
place  at  the  head  of  the  leader 
of  his  team,  started. 

Kathleen's  relief  had  left 
her  faint,  and  the  sled  having 
no  superfluous  room,  she  con- 
fidently expected  to  fall  off; 
but  her  strength  quickly  came 
back,  and  so  skilfully  and  rap- 
idly did  Peter  pilot  his  equi- 
page, that  soon  they  were 
;  Fi.1.1,.  safely  at  their  own  door. 

Norah  and  Christine  came 
out   in  surprise  that  changed 
to  fright  when  they  saw  Jack's  helpless  form  and 
bandaged  head,  but  Kathleen  was  herself  again. 

"Speak  quietly,"  she  said;  "we  won't  disturb 
Father  if  we  can  help  it.  Peter,  will  you  please 
help  them  carry  Jack  up  to  his  room?  I  '11  watch 
the  dogs";  and  she  stood  by  them  till  he  came 
back. 


418 


THROUGH  THE  STORM 


[Mab.. 


'"Now  Christine  will  give  you  a  lunch  and  find 
some  scraps  for  the  dogs,"  she  began,  but  he  in- 
terrupted her,  declining  refreshment  for  the  first 
time  in  her  acquaintance  with  him. 

"No,  Peter  go  home.  Goin'  be  big  snow ;  come 
eat  some  day  pretty  soon,"  and  he  departed  with 
great  expedition,  pocketing  the  silver  that  Kath- 
leen gratefully  offered  him. 

Looking  at  the  sky  as  she  turned  to  go  in,  she 
saw  the  heavy  clouds  that  had  come  up  so  quickly, 
and  the  fine  flakes  that  had  already  begtm  to  sift 
down,  and  realized  that  Peter's  haste  was  wise. 

''I  must  start  Ole  to  the  fort  for  the  doctor," 
she  thought  as  she  ran  upstairs  to  help  Norah. 
They  soon  had  Jack  safely  in  bed,  but  with  no 
sign  of  returning  consciousness. 

'T  can't  make  it  out,"  said  Norah.  "That  is  n't 
such  an  awful  bad  cut,  and  he  ain't  hurt  any- 
where else,  but  he  just  don't  come  to.  I  guess 
Peter  'd  better  go  and  fetch  the  doctor." 

"Peter  would  n't  stay,"  said  Kathleen.  "Ole 
must  go  over." 

"Gracious  me !"  sharply  exclaimed  the  old 
nurse,  "Ole  's  gone  to  see  his  mother,  and  your 
father  told  him  he  need  n't  come  back  till  morn- 
ing !"     The  women  stared  aghast  at  each  other. 

But  Kathleen  spoke  with  decision.  "Then  / 
must  go.  If  I  were  here,  I  could  n't  do  anything 
for  Jack  that  you  can't  do,  and  Father  need  n't 
know  anything  about  it.  He  '11  have  supper  in 
his  room,  as  usual,  and  you  must  n't  even  tell 
him  that  Jack  is  hurt,  if  you  can  help  it.  I  hope 
I  '11  be  back  by  the  time  he  comes,  into  the  li- 
brary." 

But  Norah  shook  her  head.  "You  must  n't 
try  to  go  over  with  those  crazy  broncos.  There  's 
a  blizzard  coming  up  if  ever  I  saw  the  beginning 
of  one,  and  it  's  not  fit  for  you  to  be  out." 

"No,"  said  Kathleen,  quietly,  "I  sha'n't  try  to 
drive  the  horses.  I  'm  going  to  walk.  It  is  n't 
a  mile  and  a  half,  and  the  stage-road  is  well 
broken  now.  I  '11  sling  the  snow-shoes  over  my 
shoulder,  so  that  I  can  put  them  on  if  it  snows 
and  drifts  enough  to  spoil  the  road;  and  I  '11  take 
the  closed  lantern,  and  the  compass  and  a  re- 
volver." And  then,  as  the  nurse  looked  uncon- 
vinced, she  blazed  out :  "Do  you  think  I  'd  stay 
at  home  and  let  Jack  die  without  help?  And  can 
any  one  else  go— you  or  Father?  — and  Christine 
would  sit  down  in  the  first  drift  and  announce, 
T  die,  I  die  !'  .And  she  probably  would  die  !  No, 
I  must  go !" 

Norah  had  not  been  with  Kathleen  si.xteen 
years  for  nothing.  She  knew  that  when  that 
young  person,  ordinarily  biddable  and  sweet  tem- 
pered enough,  "took  the  bit  in  her  teeth,"  she 
was  "ill   to  guide,"   and   she   now  concluded   to 


hold  her  tongue.  Then,  too.  she  was  bitterly 
anxious  about  Jack. 

"He  does  need  the  doctor,  bad,"  she  reflected; 
"and  Kathleen  will  get  over  there  if  any  woman 
that  ain't  an  Indian  can." 

So  she  helped  the  girl  make  her  few  prepara- 
tions, and  held  the  door  open  as  she  stepped 
eagerly  out  into  the  storm. 

It  was  dark  already.  The  snow  was  falling 
thickly,  and  the  wind  was  rising. 

"It  is  n't  a  blizzard  yet,"  said  Kathleen,  brightly, 
"and  see,  Norah,  the  wind  is  straight  behind  me. 
That  will  make  it  easy  to  walk,  and  the  road 
won't  drift  as  it  would  with  the  wind  blowing 
from  either  side.  Take  good  care  of  Jack,  and 
I  '11  have  the  doctor  here  in  two  hours,"  and  she 
quickly  walked  awaj'.  The  house  with  its  out- 
buildings and  then  the  hemlocks  would  shield  her 
from  the  wind  at  first,  but  there  would  be  three 
quarters  of  a  mile  to  go  over  the  open  prairie. 
She  knew  it  would  be  a  hard  pull,  but  instead  of 
fear  she  felt  a  wild  exultation  at  being  out  in  the 
night,  doing  something  to  help  her  merry,  loyal 
playmate.  Her  delight  in  their  out-of-door  amuse- 
ments since  they  had  come  to  the  West  had  more 
than  once  led  her  father  laughingly  to  say  that 
he  believed  she  must  have  some  forgotten  In- 
dian or  Gipsy  ancestor  from  whom  she  had  in- 
herited the  wild  strain  in  her  blood,  and  she  be- 
gan to  think  to-night  that  it  really  must  be  so, 
for  she  was  conscious  that,  even  beyond  her  over- 
mastering desire  to  bring  aid  to  Jack,  she  felt  a 
mad  response  in  every  vein  to  the  swirl  of  the 
wind  above  the  trees,  and  a  proud  assurance  that 
she  could  get  to  the  fort  safely,  no  matter  how 
hard  it  snowed.  Even  if  it  became  a  blizzard, 
she  knew  she  could  crouch  and  crawl,  if  neces- 
sary, to  reach  her  goal  as  tirelessly  as  any  In- 
dian, escaped  from  his  captors,  would  push  on 
to  his  home. 

Suddenly  she  was  sure  that  .she  heard  a  soft 
sound  of  a  different  quality  from  her  own  foot- 
fall or  the  wind  sweeping  through  the  hemlocks. 
She  turned,  and.  coming  out  of  the  shelter  of  the 
trees,  she  saw  an  ominously  wolfi.sh  form  against 
the  snow.  Her  hand  went  quickly  to  her  re- 
volver, but  in  another  moment  she  laughed  out- 
right. 

"Jack's  coyote  again,"  she  said.  "Come  here, 
Modoc;  you  may  go  with  me  if  you  want  to." 

It  seemed  at  first  as  if  the  prowling  beast  were 
inclined  to  accept  her  invitation,  for  he  silently 
glided  along  in  front  of  her  while  the  woods  shel- 
tered them ;  but  as  they  passed  these  and  the  full 
fury  of  the  snow-laden  wind  struck  them,  he 
stopped,  shook  himself,  and  prudently  retired  to 
cover  again. 
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"Good  night !"  called  the  girl.  "Come  home 
to-morrow  and  I  'U  give  you  some  bones  !"  Then 
she  steadied  herself  for  the  real  work  that  lay 
before  her. 

As  she  had  foreseen,  the  wind,  being  directly 
in  line  with  the  road,  cleared  the  track  of  the 
new  snow  rather  than  drifted  any  into  it,  and, 
blowing  from  behind  her,  assisted  her  progress, 


avoid  a  swamp.  Twenty  rods  ahead  were  thick 
hemlocks  again,  part  of  the  belt  that  began  near 
her  own  home  and  curved  in  a  half  circle  be- 
tween them  and  the  fort.  At  the  turn  she  real- 
ized for  the  first  time  on  what  a  night  she  was 
abroad.  The  driving  snow  struck  the  side  of 
her  face  and  stung  and  blinded  her,  and  there 
was  no  sign  of  a  path  to  be  seen  among  the  drifts. 
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though  it  more  than  once  made  her  stagger.  But 
she  went  on  with  an  odd  sense  of  freedom.  A 
line  of  Kipling's  that  Jack  liked  to  repeat  came 
into  her  head,  and  her  feet  moved  lightly  to  its 
rhythm : 

"And  the  Northern  Lights  come  down  o'  nights 
To  dance  with  the  houseless  snow." 

Fantastic  ideas  drifted  through  her  mind.  "The 
Northern  Lights  being  unavoidably  detained," 
she  idly  thought,  "I  am  the  fortunate  substitute 
at  this  ball ;  but  I  should  call  the  wind,  instead 
of  the  snow,  my  partner;  no— I  am  dancing  with 
the  snow,  and  the  wind  is  the  music.  It  certainly 
quite  carries  us  away,"— as  a  stronger  blast  al- 
most lifted  her  from  her  feet,  for  its  force  was 
constantly  increasing. 

The  road  was  still  good,  however,  and  her  ex- 
hilaration grew  as  she  hurried  on  till,  in  what 
seemed  to  her  a  very  short  time,  she  reached  the 
spot  where  the  road  turned  at  right  angles  to 


She  turned  her  back  to  the  storm  again  as  she 
put  on  her  snow-shoes,  and  drew  her  cap  farther 
over  her  eyes.  Then  she  slowly  fought  her  way 
in  the  direction  of  the  dark  wall  that  was  often 
entirely  hidden,  but  which  meant  shelter  for  the 
quarter  mile  of  its  width.  She  would  have  said 
that  it  was  hours  before  she  reached  it,  for  the 
wind  seemed  to  be  continually  pressing  her  to  one 
side  with  invisible  but  irresistible  hands;  but  at 
last  she  was  safe  in  its  protection.  She  leaned 
against  a  tree-trunk  for  a  minute  or  two  to  re- 
cover her  breath,  and  then  went  on  confidently 
for  some  time  till  the  outline  of  the  track  she 
was  taking  and  the  unfamiliar  position  of  the 
trees  made  her  stop  suddenly  and  look  around 
with  the  dawning  conviction  that  in  her  struggle 
with  the  wind  she  had  failed  to  enter  the  woods 
at  the  right  point  and  had  been  following  one  of 
the  natural  aisles  made  l)y  the  trees,  by  which 
every  wood-wanderer,  sooner  or  later,  is  de- 
ceived. 
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Her  first  feeling  was  of  wrath,  pure  and  sim- 
ple. "To  think  that  I  should  play  such  a  tender- 
foot trick!"  she  thought.  "Now  what  shall  I  do? 
Much  good  my  compass  is !  It  will  get  me  straight 
east  out  of  the  woods,  but  when  I  get  out,  how 
am  I  going  to  tell  whether  the  fort  is  north  or 
south  of  me?  Anyway,  I  '11  go  on  through.  It 
would  n't  be  any  easier  to  find  the  right  track  if 
I  went  back,  and  perhaps  I  'm  not  so  far  out  of 
the  way  but  that  I  can  see  the  lights  when  I  get 
to  the  other  side." 

So  she  opened  the  lantern,  looked  at  her  com- 
pass, and  then  went  on  till  the  belt  of  trees  was 
crossed.  Then  she  strained  her  eyes  eagerly  to 
see  the  fort,  but  there  was  no  light  or  sign  of 
life.  The  snow  drifted  down,  heavily,  relent- 
lessly, in  the  lee  of  the  woods,  but  beyond  them, 
where  the  wind  struck  it,  it  whirled,  plunged,  and 
fled  before  the  furious  blast.  The  contour  of  the 
rolling  prairie  was  strange  to  Kathleen,  and  re- 
sembled in  no  way  the  familiar  slopes  and  hol- 
lows of  the  country  near  the  fort,  while  there 
was  absolutely  nothing  to  show  her  in  which  di- 
rection she  ought  to  go. 

But  she  was  not  long  in  deciding.  "I  must  fol- 
low the  edge  of  the  woods  south  for  a  quarter  of 
a  mile,  and  then,  if  I  see  nothing  that  looks  natu- 
ral, I  must  come  back  and  go  as  much  farther 
north.  I  surely  can  find  the  fort  that  way,  if  I 
have  to  go  back  and  forth  all  night.  But  what 
will  Jack  do  in  the  meantime?  And  how  fright- 
ened they  will  be  about  me!"  The  thought 
spurred  her  to  instant  motion,  but  as  she  started 
south,  she  heard  a  low  whine,  and  near  her,  be- 
tween the  closely  growing  trees,  she  again  saw  a 
familiar  outline,  fawning  in  the  most  apologetic 
manner.  Kathleen's  gaze  was  one  of  blank 
amazement. 

"What  in  the  world— why,  Modoc,  is  that  you  ?" 

Another  whine  seemed  to  indicate  an  affirma- 
tive answer. 

"Why,  then,  it  was  n't  you  I  saw  before.  You  'd 
never  have  crossed  the  prairie  in  the  storm- 
though  of  course  you  could  have  come  around 
through  the  trees.  I  suppose  you  could  easily 
make  more  than  three  times  the  ground  that  I  do." 

Still  she  was  incredulous  and  puzzled.  The 
coyote  had  done  some  queer  things  in  the  way  of 
tracking  and  following  them  in  the  brief  period 
when  they  had  considered  him  domesticated,  but 
that  had  been  more  than  a  month  ago,  and  they 
supposed  that  he  had  forgotten  by  this  time  what- 
ever feeling  of  intimacy  and  confidence  he  might 
have  learned,  though  all  the  old  settlers  agreed 
that  never  before  had  any  one  made  so  much  of 
a  success  in  taming  one  of  his  supposedly  untama- 
ble tribe. 


The  coyote  whined  again,  and,  looking  back  at 
the  girl,  started  north,  then  stopped,  and,  Kath- 
leen was  sure,  waited  for  her  to  follow.  She 
shrugged  her  shoulders.  Did  he  mean  to  try  to 
induce  her  to  accompany  him  to  the  home  of  one 
of  his  numerous  relatives?  She  was  by  no  means 
sure  of  the  friendliness  of  his  intentions,  but  con- 
cluded that  she  might  as  well  follow  him,  for  the 
quarter  of  a  mile  she  had  allowed  herself,  in  that 
direction  as  well  as  the  other.  She  could  keep  in 
sight  of  the  open  country,  and  at  worst  she  had 
her  revolver,  while  at  best  — she  suddenly  remem- 
bered that  some  of  the  cooks  at  the  fort  had 
reported  having  seen  an  astonishingly  tame  coyote 
occasionally  skirmishing  around  their  scrap-pails, 
and  she  began  to  hope  that  that  might  be  his 
destination.  So  she  followed  him  for  much  more 
than  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  till  he  turned  to  the 
open,  and,  lifting  his  head,  gave  voice  to  a  low- 
howl.  Looking  in  the  direction  in  which  he  was 
headed,  she  began  to  see  something  familiar  in 
the  dim  outlines  she  was  facing.  As  she  peered 
intently  through  the  almost  opaque  w'hiteness, 
her  eyes  caught  a  faint  glimmer  of  light,  and  she 
knew  that  she  was  only  a  short  distance  from  the 
fort. 

It  was  with  a  very  grateful  heart  that  she 
turned  to  Modoc,  but  that  enterprising  animal 
had  disappeared  without  waiting  for  any  ac- 
knowledgment of  his  eminent  services. 

Afterward,  when  Kathleen  told  her  tale  of  the 
strange  guide  who  had  led  her  to  safety,  she  was 
greeted  with  derision  and  incredulity  among 
those  who  claimed  to  have  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance with  the  coyote  family.  One  old  resident 
of  the  country  voiced  the  unanimous  opinion  of 
his  clan  when  he  said:  "Now,  Miss  Markham,  if 
that  critter  kept  along  with  you  for  a  ways,  it 
was  just  because  he  was  looking  for  you  to 
freeze.  There  ain't  no  good  in  a  coyote  !"  But 
all  their  lives  Jack  and  Kathleen  believed  that  it 
was  simple  loyalty  and  gratitude  to  those  who 
had  once  saved  him  from  the  jaws  of  a  wolf- 
trap  that  brought  him  to  his  friend's  aid. 

As  Kathleen  came  out  of  the  lee  of  the  hem- 
locks, she  found  that  the  storm  had  undoubtedly 
reached  the  blizzard  mark.  It  was  harder  work 
now  to  go  forward  than  when  the  road  had  first 
turned,  but  the  occasional  gleam  of  light  that 
reached  her  served  both  to  encourage  and  guide 
her,  and  though  she  was  panting  for  breath 
when  .she  at  last  reached  the  door  of  the  old  army- 
surgeon,  she  felt  little  exhaustion.  When  that 
gentleman  himself  opened  the  door,  and  she  saw 
his  astounded  face  as  he  recognized  her,  she  al- 
most laughed. 

"Why,  Kathleen,  child,"  he  ejaculated,  seizing 


I9i6.] 


THROUGH  THE  STORM 


421 


her  hand  and  drawing  her  in  at  the  door,  snow- 
shoes  and  all,  "where  did  you  drop  from  this 
terrible  night?     Where  's  Jack?" 

"Jack  's  had  a  bad  fall,  and  is  unconscious," 
she  answered ;  "and  I  'm  here  to  ask  you  please 
to  come  to  him  at  once." 

"Of  course,"  said  he,  "but  not  on  snow-shoes, 
thank  you,— and  do  you  mean  to  say  that  you 
came  alone?" 

"Not  entirely.  Jack's  coyote  was  with  me  at 
times,  and  a  splendid  escort  he  was." 

"Well !"  gasped  the  amazed  doctor,  "I  don't  see 
how  you  ever  got  over  here  alive.  What  on 
earth  was  your  father  thinking  of  to  let  you 
start  out?" 

"He  did  n't  know  I  was  coming— but,  oh.  Doc- 
tor, do  come  back  with  me  as  soon  as  you  can  !" 

"Surely  I  will,  but  I  need  more  of  an  escort 
than  a  coyote.  We  '11  have  a  sleigh  and  two 
horses,  and  two  soldiers  to  manage  them.  I  '11 
have  them  ready  in  five  minutes,"  he  replied,  as 
he  went  to  the  telephone  to  give  directions,  and 
then  asked  minute  questions  as  to  Jack's  injury, 
nodding  at  Kathleen's  answers  with  a  reassuring 
smile.  "We  '11  soon  bring  him  round  all  right. 
Don't  worry.  " 

The  journey  back  in  the  teeth  of  the  wind  took 
much  longer  than  the  walk  to  the  fort.  The  stal- 
wart soldiers  who  led  the  team  had  to  throw 
blankets  over  the  horses'  heads  before  they  would 
face  the  storm,  and  there  were  deep  drifts  to  be 
trampled  down  ahead  of  them.  Twice  they  'est 
the  road  and  wandered  out  on  the  prairie  where 
the  wind  had  scooped  deceptive  hollows  that 
looked  like  traveled  paths,  but  which  ended  in 
impassable  mountains  of  snow. 

But  at  last  they  reached  the  friendly  shelter  of 
the  hemlocks,  and  in  a  few  minutes  were  at  the 
house.  Jack,  very  much  alive  and  animated,  was 
the  first  to  greet  them. 

"Kathleen  IMarkham,"  he  said  severely,  "I  'd 
like  to  pummel  you  !  and  I  hope  Dad  will !  It  's 
about  time  for  him  to  come  down  to  the  library, 


and  you  can  do  the  explaining.  Did  you  suppose 
a  little  crack  on  the  head  was  going  to  hurt  mc? 
There  never  was  a  girl  like  you.  Sis !"  he  added 


'THERE     NEVER     WAS 
A  GIRL  LIKE  YOU,  SIS 


in  a  different  tone  as  he  hurriedly  and  rather 
shamefacedly  bent  to  kiss  her,  having  ascer- 
tained by  a  backward  glance  that  the  doctor  had 
turned  to  speak  to  his  father,  who  had  just  come 
from  his  room. 

"Now,  Kathleen,  I  '11  fire  up  the  chafing-dish, 
and  let  's  have  those  creamed  oysters !" 


GRANDPAPA'S  WATCH 

My  grandpapa's  watch  is  heavy  and  round, 

And  goes  with  a  tick,  tick,  tick ; 
And  one  little  hand  is  awfully  slow. 

And  one  little  hand  is  quick. 
It  's  a  funny  old  watch,  with  a  case  of  gold. 

And  winds  with  a  little  key. 
And  Grandpapa  says,  when  I  'm  ten  years  old. 

He  "s  going  to  give  it  to  me. 

L.  Blacklcdijc  Li/'piiiaiui. 


aster 

^isin^^Sl  MAKES  A  BARGAIN 

Wonder- Box  Stories 

i)y  Will  Bradlej^ 


^NE  fine  day  the  Alaster  of  Black 
Arts  came  stepping  into  Noo- 
dleburg.     He  was  looking  for 
a    servant.      Yes,    the    master 
had  his  eye  here,  there,  and 
around  the  corner,  as  the  say- 
ing goes,   for  a  likely-looking 
lad  to  go  traveling  with  him. 
Master  Jacob  was  sitting  on  the  front  stoop  of 
his  mother's  house,  whistling  a  merry  tune  and 
thinking  't  was  fine  weather  for  fishing. 


"Good  tlay  to  you,  Jacob,"  said  the  master. 

"Good  day,  sir,"  said  Jacob. 

And  how  would  Jacob  like  to  go  traveling? 

Oh,  that  would  n't  be  so  bad,  thought  Jacob, 
but  where  was  the  gentleman  going? 

"Oh,  just  over  the  hills  into  the  next  town  yon- 
der." 

And  see,  if  Jacob  cared  to  go,  there  were  fine 
sights  and  good  wages  to  be  had  into  the  bargain. 

".Vnd  what  might  the  wages  be?"     That  was 
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what  Jacob  would  like  to  know,  for  he  was  a 
good  stout  lad,  and  had  to  be  earning  a  penny  or 
two  as  the  days  jogged  along. 

They  were  good  wages  the  master  had  to  offer, 
and  that  was  sure  and  certain.  Listen :  for  three 
days  the  master  would  serve  Jacob,  and  he  might 
have  all  he  could  wish  for;  after  that— well,  after 
that  Jacob  was  just  to  serve  the  master,  and  go 
errands,  and  help  at  this,  that,  and  the  other ;  and 
all  the  time  he  was  to  wear  good  clothes,  have 
enough  to  eat,  and  a  warm  seat  in  the  corner  by 
the  fire. 

Well,  those  were  pretty  fine  wages,  and  no  mis- 
take about  that !     Yes,  Jacob  would  be  glad  to 


strike  such  a  bargain.  So  they  shook  hands  on 
the  matter,  and  set  forth  on  their  travels. 

When  it  was  evening,  they  came  into  the  great 
town  over  the  hills  and  went  to  the  inn,  where  the 
master  ordered  a  good  dinner  and  the  best  of 
everything. 

"Now  I  am  traveling  with  Luck  as  a  way-fel- 
low," thought  Jacob,  when  he  had  cleaned  the 
last  crumb  from  off  his  plate  and  had  pushed  his 
chair  back  from  the  table.  But  that  is  the  way  a 
lad  always  feels  after  he  has  tucked  away  a  good 
meal.  As  for  the  master,  he  just  chuckled;  for 
you  see,  he  knew  how  to  spread  thick  honey  on  a 
crust,  and  not  in  the  way  luck  does  it,  either. 


"MASTER  JACOB  WAS  SITTING  ON  THE 
FRONT  STOOP  OF  HIS  MOTHER'S  HOUSE, 
WHISTLING  A  MERRY  TUNE  AND  THINKING 
'T    WAS    FINE    WEATHER    FOR    FISHING." 
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Next  morning  Jacob  was  for  taking  a  walk 
about  the  town.  Had  he  any  wish  for  the  master 
to  grant?  No,  not  yet.  He  was  just  for  seeing 
what  kind  of  a  house  it  was  where  Herr  Mayor 
lived.  Oh,  as  for  Herr  Mayor's  house,  why,  that 
was  only  over  the  way  yonder.  Jacob  would  have 
no  trouble  finding  it.  And  while  he  was  gone,  the 
master  would  wait  right  there  in  the  inn.  H 
Jacob  should  want  anything,  why,  here  was  a 
little  horn,  and  all  that  need  be  done  was  just  to 
blow  three  blasts. 

Now  when  Jacob  came  to  Herr  Mayor's  house 
there  was  Gretchen,  Herr  Mayor's  daughter, 
picking  roses  in  the  front  garden  — as  good  a  sight 
as  was  to  be  seen  in  all  that  town. 

Toot!  toot!  toot!  Jacob  blew  upon  the  horn; 
and  sure  enough,  there  was  the  master  coming 
around  the  corner  ! 

"See,  Master,"  said  Jacob,  "I  would  like  to 
marry  Herr  Mayor's  daughter." 

"Well,  Herr  Mayor  would  never  consent  to 
Gretchen  marrying  a  poor  lad  like  you,  Jacob,  so 
that  is  not  to  be  thought  of.  "  That  's  what  the 
master  said.  Then  he  took  the  little  tin  horn  and 
blew  three  blasts,  and,  at  the  third  blast,  they 
were  in  a  beautiful  house  with  servants  to  wait 
upon  them  and  everything  as  fine  as  might  be. 

Now  Jacob  was  for  starting  ofif  at  once  to  see 
Herr  Mayor,  so  he  put  on  a  fine  suit  of  silk  and 
velvet,  and  a  hat  with  a  great  plume.  Then  he 
buckled  on  a  beautiful  sword,  and,  mounting  a 
fine  mottled  horse  which  the  servants  brought, 
was  soon  clattering  down  the  street. 

Herr  Mayor  was  seated  in  the  garden,  puffing 
away  at  his  long-stemmed  pipe. 

"Good  day,  sir,''  said  Jacob. 

"Good  day,"  said  Herr  Mayor.  - 

Would  Herr  Mayor  give  his  daughter  to  Jacob 
for  his  wife?  That  was  what  Jacob  had  come  to 
see  about. 

"Prut!  Out  upon  him!"  Herr  Mayor  would 
not  hear  any  such  talk  as  that. 

But  listen :  Jacob  had  a  fine  house  around  the 
corner,  with  servants  and  horses,  and  a  bag  of 
gold  dollars  upon  the  shelf. 

Well,  if  that  was  so.  Herr  Mayor  might  think 
about  it.  And  now,  bow  would  Jacob  like  to  stay 
and  have  dinner? 

Jacob  did  n't  say  no  to  that,  you  may  be  sure  ! 

Just  then,  in  comes  Ciretchen  with  a  great 
basket  of  roses.  Only  one  look  did  she  take  at 
Jacob:  then  .she  cast  down  her  eyes,  and  all  of  the 
color  in  the  roses  jumped  right  up  into  her 
cheeks,  so  it  was  very  easy  to  see  how  the  wind 
was  blowing  in  that  quarter.  Xo  strange  matter 
was  that,  either,  for  a  finer  lad  than  Jacob  was 
not  to  be  met  with  every  day. 


After  dinner  was  over  (and  a  fine  dinner  it 
was,  too)  Herr  Mayor  was  ready  to  talk  over 
that  matter  of  the  marrying.  It  was  all  right  and 
good  for  the  lad  to  have  a  fine  house,  and  horses, 
and  servants,  and  a  bag  of  gold  dollars  on  the 
shelf,  he  said;  all  that  would  come  handy  when 
they  set  up  housekeeping.  But— there  were  other 
lads  with  fine  houses  in  the  town,  and  any  one 
would  be  glad  of  a  lass  like  Gretchen.  So  Herr 
Mayor  had  said  once  and  again  that  the  lass  was 
only  to  marry  such  a  lad  as  would  fetch  him  the 
Pewter  Tankard  from  the  Red  House  in  the 
Black  Valley  over  the  hill  yonder. 

When  Herr  Mayor  said  this,  he  thought  he 
would  be  rid  of  Jacob,  and  no  mistake,  for  it  was 
no  common  tankard  they  had  over  there  in  the 
Red  House.  No,  that  was  a  tankard  worth  the 
having,  I  can  tell  you  !  It  was  full  to  the  brim  of 
good  brown  ale,  and  no  matter  how  much  a  body 
might  spill  or  drink,  why,  the  tankard  would 
never  be  empty,  but  always  have  a  good  draught 
to  quench  one's  thirst  on  a  hot  day. 

But  Herr  Mayor  knew  nothing  of  that  bargain 
Jacob  had  made  with  the  Master  of  Black  Arts. 

0(i  Jacob  started  then,  and  no  sooner  was  he 
on  the  other  side  of  his  own  door,  than  toot! 
toot:  /oo/.'— there  were  the  blasts  tumbling  out 
of  the  little  tin  horn. 

"What  can  I  do  to  serve  you  now,  Jacob  ?"  said 
the  master. 

Oh,  Herr  Mayor  said  so  and  so,  and  so  and  so : 
and  Jacob  could  n't  have  Gretchen  until  he 
fetched  the  Pewter  Tankard  from  the  Red  House 
in  the  Black  Valley  over  the  hill  yonder. 

"Humph !"  and  the  master  began  to  rub  his  nose. 
That  was  a  task  Herr  Mayor  had  set  them,  and 
no  two  words  about  that.  But  it  might  be  done. 
Jacob  was  just  to  sit  in  the  corner  and  wait. 

Then  the  master  went  to  where  there  stood  a 
copper  brazier  in  which  were  a  few  live  coals, 
and  he  drew  forth  from  his  pocket  a  little  silver 
vial  and  shook  from  it  three  white  crystals. 
These  he  let  fall  into  the  brazier.  Immediately 
a  great  white  mist  arose.  Into  this  mist  the  mas- 
ter leaped,  and  immediately  he  was  changed  into 
a  great  eagle  which  went  flying  through  the  open 
window.  o\er  the  tree-tops,  and  awav  off  towards 
the  hills. 

Over  the  hills  the  eagle  soared,  and  there  be- 
fore it  was  the  great  Black  Valley,  and  in  the 
midst  of  the  valley  was  the  Red  House. 

Now  the  Red  House  was  so  named  becau.se 
within  it  there  was  always  burning  a  mighty  fire: 
so  that  not  only  through  the  windows,  but  also 
through  the  walls,  there  was  always  to  be  seen  the 
red,  glowing  heat. 

When  the  eagle  drew  near  to  the  Red  House, 
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the  air  became  so  hot  that  it  might  go  no  further. 
So  it  alighted  upon  the  ground,  and,  looking 
about  among  the  moss  and  leaves,  found  a  tiny 
red  berry.  This  it  ate;  when  lo,  it  changed  into 
a  little  gray  mole  ! 


house.     Then  it  drifted  away  and  was  soon  rest- 
ing on  a  hilltop  on  the  very  rim  of  the  valley. 

After  that,  it  was  only  the  work  of  a  moment 
for  the  master  to  change  again  to  an  eagle.  Then, 
with  the  tankard  grasped  in  its  great  claws,  over 
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"  tl'ST   THEN,  IN    COMES    GRETCHKN    WITH    A    FINE    BASKET   OF  KOSES. 


Into  the  ground  the  mole  burrowed,  and  went 
on  and  on.  until  by  and  by  it  was  right  beneath 
the  house.  Then  it  poked  its  nose  up  through  the 
ground,  and  there  it  was,  right  in  the  fire,  and 
smoke  began  to  arise  from  the  burning  hair  upon 
its  back.  Then,  quick  as  a  wink,  the  master 
transformed  himself  from  the  mole  into  the 
smoke  and  went  sailing  up  through  the  red  flames 
within  the  house  until  he  was  in  the  topmost  room 
of  the  topmost  tower,  and  there,  in  the  very  heart 
of  the  blaze,  stood  the  Pewter  Tankard  !  Then  the 
smoke  put  out  its  arms,  and  grasped  the  tankard, 
and  bore  it  up,  up,  up,  until  it  was  far  above  the 


the  hills  it  soared,  and  presently  was  back  in  the 
house  with  Jacob. 

By  this  time  it  was  evening,  and  when  the 
master  had  again  assumed  his  own  shape  and 
Jacob  had  the  tankard,  there  was  nothing  to  do 
but  to  wait  until  to-morrow  before  going  to  see 
Herr  Mayor. 

So  passed  one  of  the  three  days  in  w'hich  the 
master  was  to  serve  Jacob,  and  but  two  remained. 

On  the  morrow  Jacob  sent  two  of  his  servants 
to  Herr  Mayor's  house  with  the  Pewter  Tankard, 
and  might  Jacob  come  and  marry  Gretchen  ?  That 
was  what  the  servants  were  to  ask  Herr  Mayor. 
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Well,  Herr  Mayor  was  good  and  glad  to  get  the 
Pewter  Tankard,  and  that  was  the  truth.  But 
Jacob  could  not  have  Gretchen  yet.  Xo.  Herr 
Mayor  would  n"t,  would  n't  give  up  Gretchen  just 
for  a  Pewter  Tankard,  li  Jacob  was  bent  on 
having  the  lass,  he  was  just  to  fetch  Herr  Mayor 
the  White  Pipe  from  the  Yellow  House  that  was 
in  the  Green  Valley  over  the  hills  yonder. 

This  time  Herr  Mayor  was  sure  it  would  be  the 
end  of  Jacob.  For  the  White  Pipe  was  a  famous 
one,  and  no  matter  how  much  one  puffed  at  the 
long  stem,  why,  there  was  always  a  good  smoke 
left  in  the  bowl,  and  the  troll  who  lived  in  the 
Yellow  House  was  n't  one  to  part  with  such  a 
treasure  easily. 

And  now  would  the  master  get  Jacob  the  White 
Pipe  ?  That  was  what  Jacob  had  to  ask  when  the 
servants  brought  back  Herr  Mayor's  message. 

Well,  that  was  another  hard  task,  but  it  might 
be  done.  Jacob  was  just  to  sit  in  the  corner  and 
wait  again. 

Off  went  the  master,  and  pretty  soon  he  came 
to  the  bank  of  a  stream.  Then  he  poked  around 
until  he  had  found  a  good  handful  of  clean  white 
sand.  This  he  threw  into  the  air  right  above  the 
stream ;  and  when  it  came  down,  there  he  was, 
changed  into  a  beautiful  silver  fish,  which  no 
sooner  touched  the  water  than  away  it  darted  like 
a  swift  flash  of  sunlight. 

Down  the  stream  the  fish  swam,  and  by  and  by 
came  into  a  broad  lake  in  the  heart  of  the  Green 
Valley.  In  the  midst  of  the  lake  was  an  island, 
and  on  the  island  was  a  queer  Yellow  House. 

X^ow  when  the  master  in  the  form  of  the  silver 
fish  came  to  the  lake,  there  was  the  troll  sitting 
on  a  rock  before  the  house,  fishing.  Then  the 
master  caught  at  the  line  and  gave  it  a  twitch ; 
and  immediately  the  troll  began  to  tug  and  pull, 
until  presently  there  was  the  silver  fish  flopping 
upon  the  bare  rock. 

After  that,  it  was  n't  long  until  the  troll  had 
the  fish  up  to  the  house  and  on  the  table  in  the 
kitchen.  Then  he  went  out  to  get  some  faggots, 
for  he  was  n't  going  to  waste  any  time  before  he 
had  a  fine  fish  like  that  frying  on  the  fire  for  his 
dinner. 

As  soon  as  the  troll  was  out  of  the  door,  the 
master  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  about  —  and 
there  was  the  White  Pipe  hanging  over  the 
mantel.  Quick  as  a  wink,  he  changed  into  a 
long-legged  stork,  and  then  he  could  barely  reach 
the  pipe  with  the  tip  of  his  bill. 

Just  then  the  troll  came  in  with  the  faggots 
and  that  was  like  to  have  been  the  end  of  the 
master.  For  no  sooner  did  the  troll  see  the  stork 
with  the  pipe  in  its  bill,  than  down  tumljlcd  all  of 
the  faggots  but  one,  and  with  this  in  his  hand 


and  a  wild  yell  upon  his  lips  he  went  after  the 
bird  as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry  him. 

But  the  master  was  too  quick  for  the  troll,  and 
now  he  changed  into  a  black  cat.  bounding  be- 
tween the  troll's  legs  and  out  through  the  door- 
way before  there  was  any  chance  of  having  his 
bones  rapped  with  the  faggot. 

After  him  came  the  troll.  But  now  when  the 
master  reached  the  rock,  he  gave  one  leap  into 
the  air,  and,  when  he  struck  the  water,  there  he 
was  a  silver  fish  again. 

Well,  after  that  it  was  a  long  swim  back  again; 
but  at  last  the  master  reached  that  place  where 
he  had  entered  the  stream.  So  there  he  took  his 
own  form  again  and  was  soon  back  in  the  house 
where  Jacob  was  waiting  for  him. 

By  now  it  was  evening  again :  and  so  the  sec- 
ond day  had  passed,  and  only  one  day  remained. 

On  the  morrow  Jacob  did  n't  send  any  servants 
with  the  White  Pipe  to  Herr  Mayor.  Xo,  he  just 
tucked  it  under  his  arm,  and  presently,  rap,  tap, 
tap.  might  he  see  Herr  Mayor?  Yes,  he  was  told, 
Herr  Mayor  was  before  the  fire  in  the  big  hall. 

And  now  Jacob  had  come  for  Gretchen.  See, 
here  was  the  \\'hite  Pipe.  .\nd  yesterday  he  had 
sent  Herr  Mayor  the  Pewter  Tankard.  What 
had  Herr  Mayor  to  say  in  the  matter  now? 

Of  course  Herr  Mayor  had  to  hem  and  haw  a 
bit,  but  in  the  end  it  came  about  that  Jacob  was 
to  have  Gretchen.  For  now  that  Herr  Mayor 
had  a  good  pipe  that  would  always  be  full,  and  a 
tankard  of  good  brown  ale  always  a-simmering 
on  the  hearth,  why.  he  could  think  of  no  more  to 
ask  for.  As  for  Jacob,  well,  he  was  n't  the  kind 
of  a  lad  that  would  take  no  for  an  answer.  So 
everything  was  made  ready  for  the  wedding 
which  was  to  be  held  that  very  evening. 

\\'hen  Jacob  got  that  word  from  Herr  Mayor, 
he  was  as  gay  as  might  be,  and  he  went  back  and 
ordered  this,  that,  and  the  other  from  the  master, 
until  there  was  never  a  thing  a  body  might  think 
of  that  was  n't  to  be  found  somewhere  about  the 
house.  All  day  he  was  whistling,  and  singing, 
and  trying  on  his  fine  clothes,  and  never  once  did 
he  think  of  that  bargain  he  had  made  with  the 
master.  This  might  not  be  said  of  the  master, 
though,  and  already  he  had  begun  to  chuckle  and 
count  the  hours,  for  on  the  morrow  he  would 
have  Jacob  whistling  a  new  tune. 

Such  a  fine  wedding  as  that  was  would  take 
many  a  page  to  tell  of.  But  this  you  must  know : 
the  table  was  loaded  down  with  all  manner  of 
good  things  to  eat,  there  was  singing  and  dancing, 
and  never  a  soul  there  but  thought  he  had  never 
had  such  a  fine  time  before. 

While  all  this  was  going  on,  the  master  was 
sitting  at  home  in  the  corner. 
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Then  the  clock  struck  nine. 

"Aha!"  said  the  master.  'T  will  just  take  a  bit 
of  a  stroll  over  to  Herr  Mayor's  house,  and  see 
how  matters  are  going  with  my  servant  Jacob." 
And  he  chuckled  when  he  thought  how  the  lad 
had  but  three  hours  more  of  freedom. 

"Ten !"  struck  the  clock  at  Herr  Mayor's 
house,  and  there  was  the  master,  dressed  like  a 
servant,  grinning  and  laughing,  and  counting  the 
hours — one — two  —  three — just  as  they  were  being 
struck  by  the  clock. 

Eleven  o'clock !  And  this  time  the  master  was 
grinning  quite  dreadfully,  and  calling  "One ! 
Two  !    Three  !"  after  each  stroke. 

By  and  by  it  was  just  on  the  tick  of  twelve  ! 
Never  had  Jacob  seen  such  a  look  as  that  which 
was  then  on  the  face  of  the  master! 

"One !"  struck  the  clock.  "One  !"  cried  the 
master.  "Two,"  struck  the  clock.  "Two  !"  cried 
the  master. 

Then  Jacob  began  to  think  of  his  bargain,  and 
that  the  three  days  were  almost  over.  My,  how 
he  did  wish  that  servant  would  n't  count  the 
hours  and  laugh  so  fiendishly  ! 

"Ten,"  struck  the  clock.  "Ten  !"  cried  the  mas- 
ter.   "Eleven,"  struck  the  clock.    "Eleven  !"  cried 


the  master  with  his  face  grinning  more  dreadfully 
than  ever. 

And  now  Jacob  could  stand  it  no  longer. 

"Out  of  my  sight !"  he  cried.  "Out  of  my 
sight !    I  wish  we  may  never  see  you  more  !" 

"Twelve  !"  struck  the  clock— but  it  did  n't  strike 
before  Jacob  had  uttered  his  wish,  and  for  three 
days  the  master  was  to  serve  Jacob  and  grant  his 
every  wish  —  that,  you  remember,  was  the  bargain 
they  had  made. 

How  the  master  did  yell  when  he  heard  that 
wish !  And  now  he  was  a  servant  no  longer, 
neither  was  he  the  fine  gentleman  that  had  come 
that  other  day  into  Noodleburg.  No.  he  was  now 
a  great  ugly  creature  with  horns  upon  his  head 
and  one  foot  like  the  hoof  of  a  horse.  Out  of  the 
window  he  leaped,  and  up  the  street  he  ran,  and 
such  a  noise  as  he  made  was  like  to  wake  the 
whole  town. 

Well,  after  the  wedding,  Jacob  and  Gretchen 
went  to  live  at  Jacob's  house,  and  there  they  were 
as  happy  as  might  be.  As  for  the  master,  the  last 
they  ever  saw  of  him  was  when  he  leaped  out  of 
the  window  of  Herr  Mayor's  house,  and  a  lucky 
matter  that  was  for  Jacob  and  Gretchen,  and  no 
mistake. 
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Chapter  VI 

FACING  DEATH  ! 

With  white  face  and  trembling  hands  Cyrus 
sought  out  Jack,  shimbering  on  an  old  moss-cov- 
ered bench  under  a  great  sycamore  tree. 

''It  "s  gone,  Jack— gone  !" 

'"What  's  gone  ?" 

"My  passport  and  my  clothes.  Some  one  took 
them.  It  's  the  same  fellow  that  ate  the  bread  and 
butter  and  drank  the  tea,"  he  added,  with  con- 
viction. 

'There  was  n't  a  soul  for  miles  around.  Dogs 
ate  it,"  repeated  Jack,  stubbornly ;  but  he  was 
troubled  in  mind  as  he  followed  Cyrus  back  to 
the  empty  suitcase.  To  lose  a  passport  here, 
where  this  heathenish  war  was  raging,  was  about 
equivalent  to  losing  your  life. 

"It  's  gone,  sure  !"  he  said,  investigating  for 
himself. 

Bitter  sarcasm  forced  Cyrus  to  say,  "Dogs 
took  it !" 

"Oh,  I  say,  Cy !"  began  Jack,  laying  his  hand 
on  his  friend's  shoulder.  "I  don't  know  where 
your  passport  's  gone ;  no  doubt  you  're  right ; 
somebody  stole  it.  But  we  '11  pull  through  some- 
how. It  's  up  to  us  to  go  on  to  Paris,  and  get 
another  one  at  the  American  Embassy  there.  I 
know  the  ambassador  and  we  '11  have  no  trouble." 

"It  's  between  here  and  Paris  that  there  's 
danger,"  suggested  Cyrus,  a  little  comforted. 

"Oh,  we  '11  be  all  right,"  said  Jack,  but  he  was 
n't  dead-sure  himself;  and  if  he  had  known  that 
the  little  imp  of  misfortune  was  still  on  their 
heels,  he  would  have  felt  even  less  confident. 

With  very  little  petrol  to  spare,  they  started 
off.  All  went  well  till  nine  o'clock  that  night. 
Then,  in  the  very  loneliest  part  of  the  country, 
in  the  darkness,  with  a  cold  wind  blowing— the 
long-suffering  motor  stopped. 

"Out  of  petrol !"  suggested  Cyrus,  gloomily, 
from  the  baby-carriage. 

Jack  looked  over  his  machine,  tried  to  start  it, 
failed  and  groaned.  "Busted!"  he  described 
briefly.    "Can't  budge  her." 

The  little  imp  behind  them  stood  up  and 
laughed  — horridly,  meanly.  lUit  the  boys  never 
knew  he  was  there. 

"Busted,"  repeated  lack.  "Xow  what  '11  we 
do?" 

It  was  then  that  Cyrus  came  to  the  rescue.  Me 
alighted  from  the  baby-carriage. 


"Let  's  push  her,"  he  said  cheerily,  and  began 
to  whistle  an  air  from  ''The  Merry  Widow." 

Cyrus  w^as  not  by  any  means  as  jubilant  as  he 
appeared.  Home  and  mother  seemed  more 
precious  than  ever,  and  never  before  had  they 
been  so  far  distant.  Why,  oh  why,  had  he  been 
such  a  fool  as  to— 

"It  's  going  to  rain  again,"  said  Jack;  "another 
thunder-storm,  and  not  a  place  to  take  shelter. 
What  shall  we  do  ?" 

Cyrus  stopped  pushing  and  leaned  on  the 
powerless  cycle.  Although  well  made,  it  was  un- 
usually ponderous  and  weighed  like  lead.  Ath- 
lete as  he  was,  he  felt  ashamed  to  acknowledge 
that  he  was  almost  at  the  end  of  his  strength. 

It  was  strange  that  in  this  emergency  Cyrus, 
the  unadventurous,  the  one  who  was  in  most 
danger  because  he  was  without  a  document  to 
prove  that  he  was  a  L^nited  States  citizen  and 
claimed  the  protection  which  was  his  right,  was 
the  stronger  of  the  two.  Jack  asked  his  advice 
and  looked  to  him  for  guidance.  Jack,  too,  was 
dead  beat.  His  young  face  was  drawn  and 
white,  there  were  dark  circles  around  his  eyes. 
Cyrus  noted  this  with  a  new  sense  of  responsibil- 
ity. In  his  inmost  soul.  Hale  had  feared  that  he 
himself  was  really  a  coward.  He  had  felt  no 
longing  to  plunge  into  the  midst  of  that  battle 
waging  over  yonder  between  the  French  and 
Germans ;  he  had  had  no  craving  for  danger. 
He  forgot  that  the  brave  man  is  not  the  one  who 
rushes  into  danger,  but  the  one  who  meets  it 
calmly  when  need  be. 

And  neither  was  Jack  a  coward— far  from  it. 
He  was  more  reckless  than  Cyrus,  and  he  was 
not  to  blame  that  he  had  lost  his  nerve  just  for 
the  moment.  It  was  a  bad  situation.  They  were 
tired,  needed  food,  it  was  raining,  and  there  was 
no  prospect  of  shelter.  The  continuous  booming 
of  the  great  modern  cannon  reminded  them  that 
they  were  not  far  from  the  horrors  of  war. 

"I  can  see  lights  down  yonder.  If  we  pusli  on, 
Jack,  we  '11  get  there  in  an  hour,"  said  Cyrus. 

"And  what  shall  we  find  ?  Friends  or  ene- 
mies?" 

"Friends,  we  hope,"  Cyrus  rejjlicd  cheerily. 

"You  have  no  passport.  " 

"Well,  I  may  as  well  face  it  now  as  ever. 
W'e  've  no  more  food,  Jack  old  fellow ;  we  're 
tired  out  and  must  rest,  and  it  's  beginning  to 
pour.    Come  on,  let  's  try  it !" 

It  took  grit  to  reach  that  group  of  lights.    Step 
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by  step,  each  one  harder  than  the  last,  sinking 
into  mud,  splashed  by  rain,  their  clothes  torn  by 
branches,  pushing  the  heavy  cycle,  on  they  went. 
And  after  not  less  than  three  hours  of  toil, 
scarcely  speaking  a  word,  they  finally  came 
within  the  circle  of  what  was  a  military  en- 
campment. 

"Halt  !"  said  the  first  sentry. 

They  were  only  too  glad  to 
halt.  Cyrus  would  not  have 
minded  much  if  they  had  shot 
him  on  the  spot.  The  "darling 
boy"  felt  that  he  would  give 
his  fortune  for  a  pile  of  straw 
to  sleep  on  and  a  crust  of 
black  bread  for  his  supper. 

"Your  papers,"  demanded 
the  soldier,  holding  out  his 
bayonet  in  an  unpleasant  way. 

Cyrus  and  Jack  were  too  far 
gone  to  mind  a  little  thing  like 
that. 

Jack  gave  his  passport.  The 
soldier  looked  at  it  and  handed 
it  back  with  a  grunt. 

"Yours,  please?" 

This  to  Cyrus.  He  shook 
his  head. 

"He  has  n't  got  any  pass- 
port," explained  Jack. 

There  was  a  moment  of  sur- 
prised silence.  Cyrus  mar- 
veled that  he  was  not  more 
frightened. 

"Walk  before  me !"  came 
the  order.  And  they  walked, 
with  the  feeling  that  a  naked 
bayonet  was  within  an  inch  of 
their  backs. 

From  this  soldier  they  were 
passed  on  to  another,  and  then 
to  others,  ever  nearing  the 
circle  of  light  and  the  cluster- 
ing tents.  They  pushed  the 
cycle  between  them. 

At  the  entrance  to  the  larg- 
est tent  stood  two  guards. 
Silently  they  led  the  lads  in- 
side, motioning  them  to  leave 
the  motor-cycle  in  the  hands  of  a  soldier.  Here 
the  lights  were  so  dazzling  to  their  tired  eyes 
that  Jack  and  Cyrus  could  not  see,  at  first, 
who  was  in  the  tent.  A  dignified  man  in  the 
uniform  of  a  French  general  was  seated  by 
a  table,  studying  a  map.  Other  officers  were 
near  him.  They  all  looked  keenly  at  the  young 
Americans,  and  their  gaze  was  none  too  kindly. 


Spies  were  the  torment  of  the  French  army. 
Everybody  seemed  to  have  gone  crazy  over 
spies.  They  were  found  everywhere.  And 
now  here  were  two  more  suspicious  characters- 
Germans,  no  doubt.  Suspicious  characters  they 
looked,  indeed.  Cyrus  had  a  long  scratch  on  his 
face  from  a  vicious  briar:  he  wore  no  hat:  and 


rUF.Y    WALKEII    WITH    THE    Kf.F.LING    THAT    A    NAKKD    llAVONET 
WAS    WITHIN    AN     INCH    OF    THEIK    BACKS." 


his  hair,  grown  scraggy,  was  disordered.  Jack's 
clothes,  none  too  good  at  the  beginning,  were 
torn  in  several  places  and  were  thick  with  mud. 
One  eye  was  half  closed  with  a  swollen  lid, 
caused  by  something— an  insect's  bite,  perhaps. 
His  New  York  friends  would  have  disowned  this 
disreputable  fellow  entirely.  He  looked  to  be  a 
low-down  rascal,  fit  for  any  deed. 
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"Do  you  speak  French?"  asked  the  general, 
sternly. 

Cyrus  was  fascinated  by  the  way  he  sharpened 
a  pencil  as  he  spoke.  To  his  dying  day,  he  would 
never  forget  that  one  little  side-incident. 

"I  do,"  said  Jack. 

"What  's  your  name,  and  where  do  you  come 
from?" 

"I  am  Jack  Henderson,  from  New  York." 

The  general  examined  him  sharply.  There 
was  the  glimmer  of  a  smile  on  his  firm  lips. 

"Have  n't  seen  New  York  lately,  have  you  ?" 

"Came  over  just  before  the  war  and  got 
caught  here." 

"Plenty  of  chance  to  get  home  if  you  'd  wanted 
to,"  was  the  quick  reply. 

"Did  n't  want  to."  Jack  spoke  before  he 
thought.     He  knew  he  had  made  a  break. 

Like  lightning  came  the  question,  "IVIiy  did 
you  stay  here  ?" 

Jack  determined  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it. 
The  general  looked  kind. 

"To  tell  the  honest  truth,  I  wanted  to  see  all 
I  could." 

".And  so  you  ventured  down  here  into  the  thick 
of  danger,  you  idiot,"  said  the  general,  calmly. 
"Where  's  your  passport?" 

Jack  produced  it,  and  it  was  examined. 

"It  looks  all  right,  but  it  lacks  one  important 
thing  and  that  's  your  photograph." 

"Nobody  said  I  needed  my  photograph  on  it. 
It  's  mine,  all  right." 

"It  's  a  new  law.    Only  three  days  old." 

Things  seemed  to  be  going  well.  The  general 
was  jovial,  willing  to  believe  what  Jack  said, 
acknowledging  that  the  passport  was  his— when 
the  bolt  fell,  as  was  inevitable.  He  turned  his 
attention  to  the  silent  Hale. 

"Where  's  your  passport,  my  lad?" 

"I  don't  know,"  answered  Cyrus. 

The  general's  face  darkened.  He  gave  Cyrus 
no  time  to  explain,  and  in  perfect  English  made 
a  few  forcible  and  threatening  remarks. 

"There  's  no  time  to  fool  with  you  !"  he  said 
angrily.  "Tell  me  your  name  quickly,  and  ex- 
actly what  your  business  is  here.  .And  tell  the 
truth,  or  your  life  is  not  worth  that !''  He 
snapped  his  fingers. 

Cyrus  felt  that  the  quicker  he  spoke  the  truth 
under  these  very  painful  circumstances  the  better 
it  would  be  for  his  personal  safety.  But  the 
truth  had  a  very  strange  and  startling  effect. 

"My  name  is  Cyrus  Hale." 

"What !"  exclaimed  the  general,  rising  to  his 
feet  and  letting  forth  a  string  of  French  which 
made  the  air  fairly  alive  with  lightning.  "Cyrus 
Hale!    There  can't  be  two  Cyrus  Hales,  and  one 


passed  through  here  two  days  ago,  on  his  way  to 
the  frontier.  He  was  a  newspaper  correspond- 
ent, he  said,  and  his  passport  was  in  good  order, 
—  lacking  the  photograph,  of  course,  as  it  had 
been  issued  in  Rome  before  the  order  came.  ' 

He  stopped  suddenly  in  front  of  Cyrus,  who 
really  began  to  enjoy  the  situation.  It  savored 
of  the  dramatic.  A  moving-picture  show  was 
nothing  to  it. 

"Now  tell  me,  you  young  scamp,  which  is 
Cyrus  Hale,  you  or  the  other  one  ?  Tell  quick, 
or  we  "11  make  short  work  of  you  !'' 

"/  am  Cyrus  Hale." 

"And  how  am  I  to  know  it?  What  proof  have 
you?  The  other  one  said  that  was  his  name  and 
he  was  from  New  York.  He  spoke  as  good 
American  as  you  do.     Show  me  the  proof !" 

"He  is  Cyrus  Hale,"  interrupted  Jack. 

"Your  word  does  n't  count.  You  may  be  in 
league.  W'e  've  had  fellows  in  here  before, 
carrying  .American  passports,  who  were  German 
spies.    Where  is  your  proof?" 

Cyrus  was  dumb.  Where  was  the  proof  that 
he  was  himself?  He  had  not  one  line  of  writing, 
not  one  document  to  verify  his  statement.  The 
general  felt  that  he  had  been  made  a  fool  of,  and 
nothing  makes  a  man  whose  nerves  are  already 
on  edge  so  angry  as  to  know  that  he  has  been 
fooled.    It  should  not  happen  again. 

"That  fellow  who  passed  himself  off  as  me," 
he  began  eagerly,  "must  have  been  the  one  who 
stole  my  passport.  It  was  in  my  suitcase, 
strapped  on  the  back  of  the  motor-cycle,  and  Jack 
and  I  went  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill  to  watch  the 
battle  through  our  field-glasses,  and  the  man. 
whoever  he  was,  stole  my  passport  and  my 
clothes,"— the  general's  face  relaxed  again:  he 
smiled  grimly,  noting  Cyrus'  dilapidated  condi- 
tion,—"and  he  drank  our  tea  and  ate  our  bread 
and  butter,  and—" 

"That  will  do."  responded  the  general,  blandly. 
"It  "s  a  tough  story.  If  you  can  prove  it  between 
now  and  to-morrow  morning  at  eight  o'clock,  all 
right.  If  not— well,  we  've  no  time  to  waste. 
Take  the  young  men  away !" 

The  general  turned  to  his  map  again.  He  was 
very  tired.  The  day  had  been  hard,  and  to-mor- 
row would  be  worse.  Yet  he  was  a  just  man, 
though  sorely  tried  with  spies  on  every  hand, 
and  he  was  indignant  that  the  other  man  calling 
himself  Cyrus  Hale  had  been  allowed  to  go  so 
easily.  Dealing  with  spies  was  brutal  work,  and 
these  lads— /u'  had  a  son  twenty  years  old  fight- 
ing somewhere  up  yonder  in  northern  France. 

"I  wish  I  knew  whether  the  boy's  story  is 
true,"  he  thought,  tracing  a  line  with  his  pencil. 
"Yet  if  he  has  no  proof,  things  must  take  their 
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course  in  the  morning.  We  can  lose  no  time, 
and  we  are  surrounded  by  dangers.  Poor  lads  ! 
poor  lads !" 

Cyrus  and  Jack  were  very  silent  when  they 
were  left  alone  in  the  tent  on  the  borders  of  the 
camp.  Soldiers  were  all  about  them.  They  had 
l)een   searched,   but   nothing  had   been    found   of 


on  the  ground.  Outside,  the  soldiers  were  talk- 
ing. Jack  went  to  sleep  at  once,  for  he  was 
thoroughly  exhausted,  and  tired  Nature  asserted 
herself  in  spite  of  danger  and  fear. 

Cyrus  could  not  sleep.  He  wondered  that  he 
was  not  more  frightened.  Did  men  always  feel 
so  calm  when  death  faced  them?     If  he  had  no 


'THERE    S    NO   TIME   TO    FOOL   WITH    YOU 
HE    SAID   ANGRILY." 
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any  consequence.  The  cycle  had  been  brought 
into  the  tent,  together  with  their  bags,  and  in 
their  presence  an  officer  had  taken  everything 
out  of  the  latter.  With  a  sinking  heart  Cyrus 
saw  them  carry  away  the  films  to  be  developed. 
He  remembered  that  he  had  photographed  an 
aeroplane  and  the  French  cavalry.  His  doom 
was  sealed,  that  was  sure,  for  how  could  he 
proi'c  that  he  was  Cyrus  Hale?  He  had  n't  even 
a  letter  — a  paper  with  his  name  on  ! 

The  empty  camera  had  been  left  on  a  chair, 
doubtless  forgotten.  Jack  thrust  the  few  clothes 
and  toilet  articles  into  the  bag.  They  did  not 
speak  together  except  for  an  occasional  whisper. 

Once  Jack  said :  '"Never  mind,  old  chap.  We 
're  together !  "  And  Cyrus  squeezed  the  hand 
his  friend  held  out.     Side  by  side  they  lay  down 


proof  to  give  the  general  in  the  morning,  at 
eight  o'clock  he  and  Jack,  his  faithful  friend, 
would  be  shot  as  spies. 

There  was  something  hot  on  his  face  when  he 
thought  of  his  mother.  She  would  grieve.  He 
would  like  to  have  seen  her  again— to  have  felt 
her  kiss  and  the  soft  touch  of  her  hand- 
lack  stirred  and  Cyrus  crept  closer  to  hinL  He 
remembered  that  God  was  not  far  off— and  then 
—  he  fell  asleep. 

At  dawn  the  birds  in  the  trees  forgot  that 
they  had  been  alarmed  the  day  before  by  the 
booming  of  cannon ;  they  forgot  the  grim  sights 
they  had  seen,  the  sounds  of  pain  and  struggle, 
and  they  began  their  soft  morning  song.  The 
dew  lay  on  the  grass  and  moss  beneath  the  trees. 
I'he  sun  arose  as  calmly  as  if  there  were  no  war. 
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In  the  camp  there  was  commotion  and  life. 
The  general,  after  three  hours'  sleep,  was  at 
work  in  his  tent.  All  were  preparing  for  the  day. 

In  the  little  tent,  guarded  by  the  soldiers,  the 
two  boys  slept  on,  their  hands  tightly  clasped, 
one  in  that  of  the  other.  Their  dreams  were  not 
sad,  for  they  smiled  in  their  slumber  as  if  there 
were  no  war  and  no  death. 

Chapter  VII 

A   FEW   LINES   OF   WRITING,   AND  THEIR   VALUE 

Things  looked  bad  for  Jack  Henderson  and 
Cyrus  Hale  on  that  September  morning  when 
the  birds  were  singing  and  tiny  spiders  were 
calmly  weaving  their  webs  on  the  grass. 

The  films  found  in  Cyrus's  suitcase  had  been 
developed.  They  were  now  spread  out  before 
the  general  on  the  table  where  the  map  had  been 
before.  He  looked  at  them  gravely,  even  sadly. 
He  had  liked  those  boys.  They  reminded  him  of 
happy  days  not  far  behind  him,  hot  days  of  July 
in  the  garden  of  his  chateau  on  the  River  Loire 
when  his  own  sons  were  with  him.    Now — 

"Spies  they  are !"  said  the  major,  sternly. 
"Shall  we  never  get  rid  of  them— with  their 
stolen  American  passports  ?  See !  there  is  one 
of  our  aeroplanes.  These  are  our  cavalry. 
These  photographs  were  to  be  sold  to  the  enemy.  " 

"They  look  like  Americans,"  mused  the  gen- 
eral. It  was  hard  to  do  his  duty.  Those  boys— 
so  young— so  strong— with  good  faces;  they 
could  not  be  spies.  And  yet  he  dared  run  no 
risks. 

"So  did  that  one  who  passed  through  here  day 
before  yesterday  with  Cyrus  Hale's  passport !" 

The  taunt  in  the  major's  voice  galled  the  gen- 
eral to  irritation.  Either  he  had  been  fooled  by 
the  handsome  young  man  who  spoke  such  good 
English  and  had  succeeded  in  passing  the  lines 
without  the  slightest  difficulty,  or  he  was  fooled 
now.  There  could  not  be  hvo  Cyrus  Hales. 
One  or  the  other  was  an  impostor.  It  is  not 
pleasant,  nor  conducive  to  the  dignity  of  a  gen- 
eral to  be  tricked. 

The  general  rose. 

"We  have  no  time  to  lose,  Major.  If  the  lad 
has  any  proof  whatever  that  he  is  the  real  Cyrus 
Hale,  I  have  given  my  word  —  they  go  free. 
Have  a  guard  accompany  them  to  the  Swiss  bor- 
der, explain  the  fact  that  one  of  these  young 
gentlemen  has  no  passport,  and  see  that  they  are 
admitted  without  difficulty.  We  owe  this  to  the 
great  nation  whose  citizens  they  claim  to  be  and 
whose  passport  one  of  them  carries.  If  there  is 
no  ])roof,  they  die  !     1  leave  it  to  you." 

The  general  lit  a  cigar  and  walked  away,  feel- 


ing that  he  had  delegated  a  very  disagreeable 
task  to  the  major,  who  was  a  hard  man  and  did 
not  flinch  from  disposing  of  spies.  As  to  him- 
self, the  general  wished  that  he  had  no  heart. 
If  they  really  were  spies,  they  deserved  the  fate 
which,  among  all  nations,  is  meted  out  to  these 
secret  enemies.  But  the  general  more  than  half 
believed  their  story,  and  thought  they  were  out 
for  a  boy's  lark  not  realizing  the  danger  they 
were  in.  They  must  have  proof,  however.  The 
general  was  not  a  praying  man,  but  at  that  mo- 
ment he  appealed  unconsciously  to  the  Father  in 
Heaven  that  he  would  provide  a  means  of  escape 
for  those  two  thoughtless,  boyish  captives. 

Yes,  it  looked  bad  for  Cyrus  and  Jack.  They 
acknowledged  it  themselves,  and  were  very  quiet, 
watching  the  minutes  fly  on  their  watch-faces. 

The  soldier  brought  them  food,  but  they  could 
not  eat.  They  sat  down  in  the  rough  chairs, 
very  still,  thinking. 

"I  'm  sorry  I  brought  you  to  this  by  my  care- 
lessness. Jack,"  said  Cyrus. 

Jack  turned  shining  eyes  upon  him. 

"Old  chap,  don't  say  a  word !  We  're  together. 
I  got  you  up  here  on  this  fool's  errand.  I  ought 
to  have  known  better.  This  war  is  too  serious. 
But  I  "m  not  afraid  to  die,  if  we  must.  It  almost 
seems— Cy— as  if  we  were  dying  for  our  coun- 
try." His  voice  broke.  '"You  don't  think  that, 
by  any  means,  anywhere,  you  may  have  a  scrap 
of  paper,  a  letter—"    Cyrus  shook  his  head. 

"I  left  everything  in  Rome." 

Just  then  the  major,  accompanied  by  two  sol- 
diers, entered  the  tent. 

It  was  exactly  ten  minutes  to  eight  o'clock. 
Ten  minutes  of  life,  of  sunshine— and  then? 

The  major  was  in  a  hurry.  He  firmly  believed 
that  these  were  two  German  spies  passing  as 
Americans.  This  had  happened  several  times  in 
the  last  month.  It  would  be  less  frequent  now 
that  passports  must  have  photographs  on  them. 
He  must  make  short  work  of  this.  There  were 
weightier  matters  on  hand  to-day. 

"Are  you  ready  ?"  he  said,  sternly.  "Have  you 
found  any  proof  of  your  identity?'  He  ad- 
dressed Cyrus.  "If  you  have,  you  go  free.  The 
general  so  orders.  If  not— there  s  no  more  to 
be  said." 

"I  alone !"  exclaimed  Cyrus.  "Shoot  me.  but 
not  my  friend.  Let  him  go  free.  He  has  his 
papers.  If  you  cannot  believe  my  word,  shoot 
me,  but  let  him  go  free." 

"If  he  dies,  I  die,"  said  Jack,  firmly,  stepping 
to  Cyrus'  side. 

There  was  a  glimmer  of  admiration  in  the 
major's  hard  eyes.  Bravery  appealed  to  him. 
A  spy  was  a  sneak ;  he  hated  them. 
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Five  minutes  to  eight  o'clock. 

He  felt  a  strange  desire  to  help  these  boys  to 
escape. 

■'Only  five  minutes  !"  he  said,  briefly.  "Let  "s 
make  one  more  search." 

Feverishly  they  went  through  pockets,  looking 
under  linings,  inside  Jack's  cap.     Nothing  ! 


rf*9.<'* 


'HE   OPENED  THE    C.WIER.-V    AND    UIS    EYES    CAUGHl'   A    Bn'    OF    WHITE    PAPER. 


The  minutes  were  passing.  Cyrus  grew  white, 
and  Jack  felt  faint.  Life  was  beautiful.  It  was 
hard  to  lose  it  this  way— to  be  shot  as  a  des- 
picable spy ! 

The  major  took  up  the  empty  camera.  He 
opened  it,  and  his  eyes  caught  a  bit  of  white 
paper.  Eagerly— for  he  had  taken  the  lads' 
cause  really  to  heart ;  they  did  not  act  like  spies 
—  he  read  it. 


Then  he  sprang  forward  and  grasped  Cyrus's 
hand. 

"Your  camera  has  done  you  good  service,  my 
boy  !"  he  said.     "It  has  saved  you  !" 

The  two  soldiers,  muskets  in  hand,  stood  as 

still  as  if  they  had  been  made  of  wood,  but  their 

eyes   were    bright    with    interest    and    even   joy. 

They   were   new   at    their   business, 

and  the  plight  of  the  two  lads  had 

strongly  impressed  them. 

Cyrus  moved  his  lips,  but  no  sound 
came  from  them.  The  relief  from 
the  awful  suspense  was  too  sudden. 
But  Jack  had  strength  enough  to 
lean  forward  and  read  what  the  of- 
ficer at  Culoz,  without  a  thought  of 
what  value  his  act  might  bear,  had 
written  on  the  paper  :  "Allow  to  pass 
this  camera,  belonging  to  Cyrus 
Hale,  American  citizen.  Pierre 
Mayon,  Chief  of  Police,  Culoz." 

There  was  a  dull  thud,  and  Cyrus 
Hale,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
ay  in  a  dead  faint  on  the  ground, 
utterly  unconscious. 

The  day  that  followed  was 
never  forgotten  by  Jack  and 
Cyrus.  There  was  no  time 
to  attend  to  them,  or  to 
carry  out  the  general's  or- 
ders and  have  them  taken 
to  the  Swiss  frontier. 

Jack,  in  his  jubilance,  had 
drenched  Cyrus  with  water 
and  he  had  soon  revived. 
Being  strong  and  young, 
the  danger  went  into  the 
past,  and  the  fact  remained 
that  they  were  having  a 
tremendous  experience. 

They  passed  along  the 
trenches,  where  the  sol- 
diers were  loading  and  re- 
loading their  rifles  and  fir- 
ing with  precision.  Some 
of  them  were  whistling  as 
they  reloaded  their  weap- 
ons. Shots  were  all  around  them,  bullets  went 
over  their  heads,  but  Jack  and  Cyrus  were  not 
afraid.  They  were  most  breathlessly  interested 
and  enthusiastic.  Into  a  hollowed-out  niche  in 
the  earth  they  crept.  As  they  could  not  help, 
they  must  not  hinder;  and  from  this  vantage 
point  they  watched  and  cheered. 

As  the  day  went  on  things  grew  more  serious. 
The  major,   who  had   smiled  at   them  so  kindly 
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when  he  discovered  the  writing  in  the  camera, 
was  wounded,  falhng  heavily,  for  he  was  a  large 
man.  Jack  and  Cyrus  crept  slov,dy  toward  the 
place  where  he  lay.  It  was  dangerous,  for  the 
bullets  were  coming  swiftly,  fiercely,  a  veritable 
hail  upon  the  ground. 

The  fascination  of  war  was  upon  the  two 
Americans  and  they  did  not  feel  afraid. 

The  major  was  alive  when  they  reached  him. 

"Water!"  he  breathed  — the  first  cry  of  the 
wounded. 

Jack  supported  his  head  while  Cyrus  crept 
back  between  the  fallen  men  and  snatched  up  a 
canteen  lying  in  the  trenches. 

At  the  risk  of  his  life,  he  went  back  again, 
forced  open  the  major's  lips  and  poured  a  few 
drops  of  water,  not  fresh  but  brackish  in  taste, 
into  his  mouth. 

The  officer  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  grate- 
fully into  the  boy's  face. 

"Could  we  carry  him?"  asked  Jack,  breath- 
lesslv. 

"We  'II  try." 

Bullets  whizzed  by  them,  but  they  heeded  them 
not. 

Little  by  little,  they  crept  toward  the  trenches, 
bearing  the  heavy  burden  of  a  half-unconscious 
man.  \'ery  gently  they  laid  him  down  in  a  jjlace 
of  safety. 

For  three  days  Jack  and  Cyrus  stayed  in  the 
trenches  with  the  soldiers.  There  was  nothing 
else  for  them  to  do.  They  dared  not  try  to  go  on 
to  the  frontier,  for  there  was  always  that  grim 
firing-line  over  yonder. 

For  three  days  neither  they  nor  the  blackened, 
grimy  soldiers  had  any  food ;  but  the  latter 
fought  on  heroically.  Instinctively  Cyrus  knew 
how  to  help  those  that  were  suffering.  He  as- 
sisted the  few  Red  Cross  doctors  and  luirses— 
only  too  few — to  care  for  those  who  were 
wounded.  He  learned  to  bandage,  and  to  dress 
wounds,  to  lend  a  hand  everywhere. 

Strange  to  say,  he  liked  it ;  and  into  his  soul 
came  a  great  determination :  when  he  had  fin- 
ished his  course  at  Princeton,  if  he  ever  got  back 
to  the  dear  old  place,  he  would  study  to  be  a 
surgeon,  and  he  would  try  to  alleviate  suffering. 

As  a  curious  coincidence.  Jack,  too,  chose  his 
future  profession  on  this  same  battle-field  in 
southeastern  France.  He  had  intended  to  en- 
joy himself,  live  on  his  income,  and  have  lots  of 
fun.  Things  seemed  different  since  he  had  faced 
ileath  on  that  bright  morning.  Life  was  earnest, 
and  must  be  lived  earnestly.  He  would  work, 
but  in  a  way  that  would  please  him.  America 
had  to  be  protected.  Some  one  must  serve  in 
her  army.     Jack  determined  to  go  to  West  PoiiU 


and  become  an  officer  in  the  Army  of  the  United 
States. 

Just  one  week  later  two  young  men,  wearing 
garments  bought  in  Geneva,  clad  afresh  from 
head  to  foot,  from  immaculate  hat  to  stylish 
shoes,  emerged  from  the  station  in  Rome.  They 
carried  brand-new  suitcases,  also  from  Geneva. 
and  umbrellas  purchased  in  the  same  place. 

When  they  had  appeared  at  the  finest  shop 
in  the  Swiss  city  by  the  lake,  and  requested 
everything  from  underwear  to  overcoats,  from 
neckties  to  soap,  the  salesman  had  gasped. 

Two  more  forlorn-looking  tramps  he  had  never 
seen.  Their  faces  and  hands  were  clean,— they 
had  washed  them  in  the  station  with  yellow  soap, 
—but  nothing  else  was  clean  about  them.  Their 
clothes  were  blackened  and  torn;  their  shoes 
were  broken  where  brambles  had  caught  in  the 
leather.  Cyrus  had  no  hat.  Not  one  thing  had 
they  brought  with  them  from  the  scene  of  battle, 
except  their  own  precious  bodies,  the  tattered 
clothes  that  covered  them,  and  the  precious, 
empty  camera.    Cyrus  intended  to  keep  it  forever. 

The  salesman  looked  them  over.  He  perceived 
the  gentlemen  inider  the  guise  of  the  tramp. 

"Oui,  Messieurs,"  he  said  politely. 

In  an  hour  they  emerged,  transformed,  and 
smiled  at  each  other  in  glee. 

"Now  for  the  barber!"  they  said. 

And  thus,  clean,  refreshed,  clothed,  they  came 
to  Rome,  and  in  the  auto-bus  were  carried  to  the 
Quirinal  Hotel. 

Cyrus  paused  a  moment  to  make  an  inquiry  be- 
fore going  to  his  room,  which  he  had  stipulated 
must  have  a  bath  attached. 

"Is  Mr.  Hutchinson  still  here?" 

"Yes,  sir,  Mr.  and  Miss  Hutchinson  are  here, 
but  leave  to-morrow  for  Naples,  whence  they 
sail  on  Friday  for  America  on  the  Diicii 
d'Aosta." 

"Thank  you,"  replied  Cyrus,  allowing  himself 
to  be  conducted  to  the  elevator  and  borne  upward. 
Then  he  said,  firmly,  "I  "11  go  too." 

When  he  came  in  to  Cy's  room  half  an  hour 
later.  Jack  had  decided  to  follow  his  friend's 
example. 

"I  'm  for  home  !"  he  exclaimed,  ardently.  "The 
old  countr)'  "s  good  enough  for  me,  and  I  11  em- 
brace that  old  girl,  the  Goddess  of  Liberty,  when 
I  see  her.  But  I  say,  old  chap,"  he  buttonholed 
Cyrus,  "what  do  you  say  to  not  telling  what  's 
happened ;  at  least,  not  right  away  ?  It  was  n't 
so  awfully  creditable  for  us  to  be  such  fools. 
What  do  you  say?" 

"I  "m  agreed,"  said  Cyrus. 

Their    passage    was    engaged    on    the    Duca 
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d'Aosta,  and  Cyrus  went  to  the  American  Em- 
bassy to  get  another  emergency  passport,  one 
which  would  carry  him  safely  through  the  dan- 
gers of  the  mighty  deep  to  that  blessed  shore 
where  there  was  peace,  and  where  passports  were 
no  longer  needed. 

"There  's  a  letter  here  for  you,  Mr.  Hale." 
said  the  secretary. 

"What  the  dickens  —  "  began  Cyrus,  when  lie 
saw  the  blue  German  stamp.  "Who  's  writing 
to  me  from  Germany?" 

He  tore  open  the  letter.  It  was  signed  Otto, 
Baron  Thurnstein. 

Cyrus  whistled. 

This  is  the  letter  which  he  read: 

My  dear  Mr.  Hale  ; 

Under  separate  cover,  I  am  returning  to  you  your 
passport,  for  which  I  cannot  thanl<  you  enough,  as  it 
saved  my  life. 

"He  's  got  a  cheek !"  pondered  Cyrus. 

How  I  got  it,  you  can  doubtless  imagine.  I  stole  it. 
I  was  a  prisoner  of  war,  and  by  means  of  it  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  escaping  alive.  I  sincerely  trust  that  it  did 
not  cause  you  any  incon\enience  to  part  with  your 
credentials, — 

"Humph  !"  muttered  Cyrus.  "Oh,  no  !  No  in- 
convenience at  all,  Herr  Baron !" 

— but  that  you  were  able  to  prove  your  identity  as  an 
American.  My  mother  came  from  Vermont.  I  've  got 
your  blood,  you  see,  so  you  '11  forgive  me,  will  you  not  ? 
And  if  you  come  to  Germany,  and  I  'm  aU^'e  when  this 
awful  war  is  over,  I  '11  give  you  a  week  of  such  hunting 
as  you  never  enjoyed  in  your  life  if  you  '11  come  and 
visit  me  at  Castle  Thurnstein,  where  you  will  be  most 
cordially  welcomed  by. 

Yours  very  truly. 

Otto,  B.^RO.N  Thurnstein. 

P.S.  I  am  so  glad  that  your  nose  is  straight.  Mine  is 
n't,  but  the  officials  did  n't  observe  it. 


"I  '11  be— jiggered  !"  exclaimed  Cyrus.  "But 
when  this  war  is  over,  I  zvill  go  to  Castle  Thurn- 
stein and  have  a  big  blow-out.  I  hope  he  '11  be 
living,"  he  added  more  gravely. 

After  all  it  was  Jack  who  gave  the  whole 
thing  away.  It  was  while  they  were  on  the 
ocean  with  Rob  and  Ruth  Hutchinson.  It  was 
liright  starlight  and  a  gloriotis  night.  The  foamy 
waves  were  flashing  with  gleams  of  phosphorus, 
and  they  all  sat  in  a  corner  sheltered  from  the 
wind. 

"Remember  that  night  when  we  thought  we 
should  be  shot  in  the  morning,  Cyrus?  About 
two  o'clock,  and  we  got  up  and  looked  out  through 
the  rip  in  the  tent-canvas  and  saw  the  stars  shin- 
ing as  brightly  as  they  do  to-night." 

"When  was  it?  Tell  about  it !"  Ruth  pounced 
on  them  at  once,  and  the  story  came  out. 

Cyrus  was  annoyed.  What  would  a  girl  like 
Ruth  Hutchinson  think  of  a  fellow  who  could 
be  such  a  fool  as  to  run  into  needless  danger? 
He  wandered  off  by  himself  to  the  stern  of  the 
boat  and  stood  gloomily  watching  the  waves  fall 
away  from  the  great  steamer.  A  girl  hates  and 
scorns  a  man  who  is  n't  brave,  and  he  would 
have  liked  to  stand  well  with  Ruth. 

Hearing  a  little  movement,  he  turned  and 
found  himself  looking  down  into  the  girl's  face. 
The  light  shone  full  upon  her,  and  her  eyes,  blue 
as  violets,  were  very  bright. 

"I  'm  proud  of  you  for  being  so  brave,  Cyrus. 
Jack  told  us  all  about  it,  how  you  tried  to  get 
them  to  shoot  you  and  let  him  go  free." 

Cyrus   felt  himself  grow  very  red. 

"It  was  all  rot— all  that  Jack  said,"  be  mur- 
mured.    But  he  was  comforted. 

Ruth  Hutchinson  was  a  very  nice  girl  indeed. 


THE  END. 


HIS  SECRET  GRIEF 


{A  JiHgh-) 


BY  JACK  BURROUGHS 


There  was  a  thousand-legged  worm 

Who  had  a  thousand  feet : 
His  step  was  dignified  and  firm 

And  fell  with  measured  beat. 
He  lived  in  very  simple  style. 

His  troubles  they  were  few; 
He  faced  those  troubles  with  a  smile. 

As  cheerful  persons  do. 


And  yet,  one  secret  grief  had  he 

That  weighed  upon  his  heart- 
Each  morning  he  arose  at  three 

To  get  an  early  start : 
With  button-hooks  on  every  hand. 

He  'd  don,  by  two's  and  two's. 
Five  hundred  pairs  of  stockings,  and 

P'ive  hundred  pairs  of  shoes. 


TUCKED  IN 

BY  ALICE  CROWELL  HOFFMAN 


The  moon  man  has  a  great  big  cloud 

To  cover  o'er  his  head ; 
The  crocus  has  the  soft,  brown  earth 

Tucked  round  it  in  its  bed. 

The  wheat-fields  sleep  'neath  blankets  white, 

Of  fleecy,  downy  snow; 
The  little  bugs  have  been  wrapped  up 

A  long,  long  time  ago. 

The  caterpillar  cuddles  close 

In  his  soft  silk  cocoon; 
He  's  sleeping  now  so  he  can  be 

A  butterfly  next  June. 

The  little  garter-snakes  have  crept 

In  holes  down  in  the  ground ; 


They  're  sleeping  there  through  winter's  cold 
All  safe  and  snug  and  sound. 

The  turtle  's  way  down  in  the  mud, 

Safe  in  his  horny  shell ; 
I  would  n't  like  a  bed  like  that. 

But  it  suits  him  quite  well. 

And  all  the  honey-bees  that  buzzed 

Around  the  summer  flow'rs 
Have  snuggled  close  within  the  hive 

To  spend  the  winter  hours. 

\\'hen  mother  tucks  me  in  at  night, 

I  listen  to  the  storm. 
And  I  am  glad  as  I  can  be 

That  all  my  friends  are  warm ! 


WASH-DAY 

BY  E.  W.   KEMBLE 

When  Mammy  does  her  washin', 
I  wash  my  dolly's  clo'es; 

Jes'  how  dey  git  so  grimy, 
De  land  er  goodness  knows. 

I  sops  'em  in  de  water. 
Den  swishes  roun'  de  suds, 

An'  w'en  I  gets  'em  ironed, 

Dey  '11  look  like  bran'  new  duds. 

But  't  won't  be  long,  I  reckon, 
Dey  'II  stay  so  nice  an'  smart ; 

De  way  dat  chile  gets  mussy 
Jes'  breaks  her  mudder's  heart. 

But  maybe  when  1  hugs  her 
An'  squeezes  her  so  tight, 

De  color  runs— Ma  says  it  do, 
.\n'  my  ma  's  alius  right ! 


THE  SAPPHIRE  SIGNET 

OR,  THE   LASS   OF   RICHMOND    HILL 
BY  AUGUSTA  HUIELL  SEAMAN 

Author  of  "  The  Bo^rdcd-up  lloiise" 


Chapter  X 

ALEXANDER   TAKES    HOLD 

WO  afternoons  later  all 
the  girls  were  gathered  in 
the  parlor  promptly  at 
three,  but  Alexander  had 
not  yet  put  in  an  appear- 
ance. He  attended  the 
public  school,  which  did 
not  dismiss  as  early  as 
high  school,  and  he  would 
probably  be  at  least  three 
quarters  of  an  hour  late, 
as  he  was  usually  kept  in 
for  misbehavior.  During  his  absence,  the  girls 
discussed  him  eagerly. 

''Do  you  know,"  vouchsafed  Corinne,  "I  think 
he  is  the  cleverest  little  rascal,  and  so  comical 
that  I  want  to  laugh  whenever  I  look  at  him  ! 
How  is  it  I  "ve  never  seen  him  before?" 

"Why,  the  explanation  is,"  answered  Bess, 
"that  he  never  stays  in  the  house  afternoons  if 
he  can  possibly  help  it.  He  's  always  out  run- 
ning the  streets  or  playing  baseball  in  the  vacant 
lots.  But  the  other  day  it  was  cold  and  damp, 
and  Sarah  discovered  that  he  had  a  bad  sore 
throat  and  insisted  that  he  stay  indoors.  He  's 
rather  afraid  of  Sarah,  though  he  does  tease 
her  frightfully.  That  's  why  he  was  around  try- 
ing hard  to  annoy  us  — he  had  n't  anything  else 
to  do  !" 

"Well,  he  's  a  little  trump,  anyway!"  insisted 
Corinne.  "And  did  you  ever  hear  such  a  glorious 
collection  of  slang!" 

"Is  n't  it  awful!"  sighed  Margaret.  "Mother 
is  terribly  worried  about  him  and  the  way  he 
talks.  And  yet  she  can't  help  laughing,  herself, 
sometimes,  at  the  funny  things  he  says.  Really, 
he  often  seems  to  be  speaking  in  some  foreign 
language  that  I  can't  understand  a  word  of!" 

"What  does  he  mean  by  'dope,'  anyway?" 
mused  Corinne.  "I  can't  imagine,  unless  it  's 
'news'  or  'information,'  You  just  have  to  con- 
strue his  remarks,  as  you  do  the  Latin  !  I  think 
we  '11  have  to  get  a  dictionary  of  slang  if  he 
keeps  on  like  this  !" 

"But,  oh,  what  do  you  suppose  he  is  finding 
out !"  exclaimed  Margaret.     "What  can  he  possi- 


lily  know  that  can  have  anything  to  do  with  our 
secret  ?" 

"You  never  can  tell!"  said  Bess.  "He  goes 
snooping  around  this  neighborhood  in  all  sorts 
of  places,  and  talks  with  all  sorts  of  people. 
Perhaps  he  has  stumbled  on  something,  though  I 
have  my  doubts.     But  here  he  comes  now  !" 

Alexander  entered  the  house,  slamming  the 
basement  door  and  singing  at  the  top  of  his  high 
sweet  voice : 

"  On  Richmond  Hill  there  lived  a  lass. 
More  bright  than  May-day  morn  !  " 

After  a  preliminary  scuffle  and  dispute  with 
Sarah  in  the  kitchen,  probably  over  the  question 
of  cake,  he  came  galloping  upstairs,  and  burst  in 
upon  them  with  a  military  salute  and: 

"Hullo,  pals  !  Do  I  have  to  give  the  high  sign 
and  the  grand  salaam  ?" 

"Never  mind  that !"  laughed  Corinne.  "Hurry 
up  and  tell  us  about  this  wonderful  thing  you 
know.     We  're  crazy  to  hear  !" 

Alexander  was  visibly  flattered,  and  drew  a 
chair  to  the  group  by  the  fire,  with  an  air  of  great 
importance. 

"Well,  it  's  this  way."  he  began.  "It  hit  me  all 
of  a  sudden  the  other  day,  that  I  had  the  dope  on 
something  that  might  be  right  in  your  line  o' 
goods.  But  I  was  n't  sure,  and  I  wanted  to  nail 
it.     Now  I  have  nailed  it  — and  it  's  O.K. !" 

"Tell  us.  quick  !     Quick  !"  cried  Margaret. 

"Hey  !  put  on  the  brakes  a  minute,  kid  !"  he 
commented.  "If  you  go  so  fast,  you  '11  bust  your 
speedometer !  Do  you  know  where  McCorkle's 
stable  is?" 

All  but  Corinne  nodded.  For  her  enlighten- 
ment, he  explained:  "It  's  around  on  Varick 
Street  between  Charlton  and  Van  Dam.  on  this 
side  of  the  way." 

"It  's  a  funny  old  place,  is  n't  it!"  interrupted 
Margaret.  "Sarah  sometimes  wheels  me  past  it. 
The  building  looks  awfully  ramshackly.  But  what 
about  it?  Surely  it  can't  have  anything  to  do 
with  our  affair  I" 

"Just  you  douse  your  sparker  and  save  gaso- 
line !"  chuckled  Alexander.  "Shows  how  much 
yo\i  know  about  things  !  You  needed  a  man  on 
this  job  !  As  I  was  going  to  say.  I  know  Tim 
Carrity  pretty  well  — he  has  charge  of  tiie  horses. 


438 


THE  SAPPHIRE  SIGNET 


[Mar., 


We  're  pretty  good  pals,  and  he  gives  me  a  whole 
lot  of  interesting  dope,  off  and  on.  Last  summer 
he  told  me  something  that  stuck  in  my  crop,  but 
I  did  n't  think  of  it  again  till  the  other  day.  Then 
I  thought  I  'd  go  and  nail  it  for  certain,  before 
I  told  you  kids,  and  I  got  him  to  reel  it  off  again 
yesterday.  It  's  the  dope,  all  right !  I  saw  it 
myself  !'' 

"For  gracious  sake,  Alexander,  don't  keep  us 
in  suspense  another  minute  !"  implored  Corinne. 
''Tell  us  quick !" 

"All  right !  Now  I  'm  going  to  shoot !  You 
remember  telling  me  about  the  theater  that  old 
house  was  turned  into?  Well,  Tim  once  told  me 
that  the  stable  was  built  right  over  where  an  old 
theater  had  stood,  — on  the  very  foundations,— 
and  in  the  back,  where  the  stalls  are,  you  could 
see  a  part  of  the  old  stage,  the  paintings  on  the 
beams,  and  frescoes— he  called  'em !  He  was 
quite  proud  of  it !" 

The  listening  four  were  now  sitting  up  straight 
and  tense.     He  went  on : 

"I  did  n't  pay  much  'tention  to  it  at  the  time. 
Did  n't  interest  me !  Rather  be  talking  about 
baseball !  But  the  other  day,  after  all  you  told 
me,  I  fell  for  it  again.  Yesterday  I  went  round 
and  made  him  tell  me  all  over  again  and  show  it 
to  me,  too.  I  guess  we  've  hit  the  trail,  kids  ! 
It  was  there,  all  right  !  Funny  old  gilt  do-dabs, 
and  you  could  just  make  out  the  shape  of  the 
stage,  curved,  the  way  they  have  'em  in  the  the- 
aters now." 

He  stopped,  and  every  one  drew  a  long  breath. 

"Alexander,  j'ou  are  certainly  a  trump  !''  sighed 
Corinne.  "This  is  the  best  discovery  yet.  But 
I  'm  surprised  that  the  site  of  the  house  should 
be  on  Varick  Street.  Most  books  said  it  faced 
on  Charlton." 

And  Bess  added  her  say : 

"This  is  certainly  awfully  interesting,  but  I  'm 
blest  if  I  can  see  how  it  "s  going  to  be  of  the 
slightest  help.'" 

"Say,  you  're  what  us  baseball  fans  call  a  bone- 
head,"  and  Alexander  chuckled  derisively.  "I  'II 
bet  Corinne  's  fallen  for  it  already,  without  being 
told!" 

"I  confess,  I  don't  see  just  how  it  helps,"  ad- 
mitted Corinne,  "unless— unless— there  's  some 
part  of  the  old,  original  house  left." 

"That  's  the  line  o'  talk!"  shouted  the  boy. 
triumphantly.  "I  knew  you  'd  hit  the  bull's-eye 
if  any  one  did  !  There  sure  is  something  of  the 
old  house  left,  and  that  is  — the  beams  that  sup- 
ported the  cellar  ceiling  !  They  make  the  foun- 
dation of  the  stage !" 

This  time  Alexander  certainly  scored  a  sensa- 
tion. 


"The  beams— the  beams.'"  cried  Margaret 
"Then  there  must  be  the  one  that  had  the  secret 
hiding-place  in  it !" 

"Now  you  're  talking!"   remarked  Alexander. 

"But  did  you  see  it?  Can  you  get  at  it?"  de- 
manded Corinne. 

"There  's  where  Central  cuts  you  oft' !  I  exam- 
ined the  thing  carefully,  and  got  Tim  to  tell  me 
all  he  knew.  But  we  found  that  the  stable  only 
went  part  of  the  way  through  the  old  cellar  of 
the  house ;  the  two  ends  are  cut  off  and  under- 
ground—or at  least  they  're  behind  the  side  walls 
of  the  stable.    Can  you  beat  it?" 

"Then  we  can't  get  at  it  after  all !"  wailed  Mar- 
garet, disappointed  all  the  more  keenly  for  the 
high  hope  that  had  been  raised. 

"Nope  I  We  just  can't  get  at  it  — as  things 
stand  now  !  " 

"Is  n't  there  any  way  you  can  think  of,  Alex- 
ander?" demanded  Corinne.  "Think  what  we 
might  find  in  that  secret  nook— gold,  jewels,  pa- 
pers of  great  value, — oh!  this  is  exasperating! 
Can't  you  think  of  some  way?" 

Alexander,  however,  only  appeared  to  lapse 
into  deep  reverie. 

"I  have  n't  showed  you  my  whole  line  o'  goods 
yet !"  he  confessed,  after  submitting  them  to  an 
interval  of  soul-satisfying  suspense. 

"You  have  n't— what?"  echoed  Corinne  uncer- 
tainly. 

"Told  you  — all  — I  know!"  he  translated  oblig- 
ingly. 

"Well,  for  goodness  sake,  go  on !  How  you  do 
tease  !" 

"Here  it  is :  in  a  few  weeks  they  're  goin'  to 
begin  to  widen  \'arick  Street  and  put  a  subway 
through." 

They  only  gazed  at  him,  after  this  statement, 
in  uncomprehending  bewilderment. 

"You  don't  get  me  yet?"  he  went  on.  "Well, 
that  means  they  're  going  to  do  a  good  deal  of 
altering." 

Still  they  appeared  unenlightened. 

"Gee!  but  you  four  are  thick!"  he  cried  at 
last.  "The  only  way  they  can  widen  it  is  by  tear- 
ing down  all  the  houses  on  one  side.  .And  that  's 
just  what  they  're  going  to  do  on  this  side !  Mc- 
Corkle's  stable  has  got  to  go.    Now  are  you  on  ?" 

"Then— then— "  stuttered  Corinne. 

"Then  we  can  get  at  the  secret  beam!"  an- 
nounced -\le.\ander  in  triumph. 

Ch.\pter  XI 

.•\LEX.\NDER    SPRINGS    A   SURPRISE 

It   w-as   with   impatience   indescribable   that   the 
members   of  the   Antiquarian   Club  awaited   the 
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demolition  of  McCorkle's  stable.  Now  that  Alex- 
ander had  enlightened  them  as  to  the  approach- 
ing changes  in  Varick  Street,  the  girls  watched 
with  absorbing  interest  the  slow,  gradual  ap- 
proach of  the  house-wrecking  throng  which  had 
sometime  before  invaded  the  upper  portion  of 
the  street.  For  weeks  they 
had  been  passing  unheeded 
the  frenzied  scene  of  tearing 
down,  digging  up,  and  general 
destruction  that  had  suddenly 
changed  peaceful  ^^1rick 
Street  into  an  unsightly  heaji 
of  ruin  and  scaffolding.  It 
had  meant  nothing  to  them, 
so  absorbed  were  they  in  their 
own  affairs.  And  now  they 
found,  quite  to  their  amaze- 
ment, that  it  was  going  to 
have  a  very  direct  bearing  on 
these  same  affairs  ! 

House  by  house,  block  by 
block,  it  drew  nearer.  Every 
day  that  was  pleasant  enough 
for  Margaret  to  be  out  she 
commanded  Sarah  to  wheel 
her  past  the  work  of  demoli- 
tion, much  to  Sarah's  disgust, 
who  infinitely  preferred  the 
quiet,  sunny,  unobstructed 
walks  of  peaceful  Charlton 
Street.  Then,  before  turning 
the  corner  homeward,  Marga- 
ret would  beg  to  be  wheeled 
past  McCorkle's  stable,  at 
which  she  would  gaze  hard  and 
rapturously  as  long  as  it  was 
in  sight.  This  also  deeply  an- 
noyed and  bewildered  Sarah. 
"Bedad !"  she  would  ex- 
claim impatiently,  "it  does 
beat  me  what  ye  see  in  that 
dur-rty  owld  rookery  !  'T  is  fit 
only  fur  th'  scrap-heap,  and 
ye  look  at  it  as  if  it  was  hung 
wid  diamonds  I  What  's  got 
into  ye  these  days,  Margie 
macushla  !  'T  is  that  quare  Corinne  gur-rl  that 
has  bewitched  ye !" 

Margaret  could  easily  see  that  Sarah  was  very, 
very  jealous  of  her  new  friend,  so  she  would  say 
nothing,  but  only  smile  her  slow,  mysterious  lit- 
tle smile.  "That  queer  Corinne  girl"  had  indeed 
bewitched  her,  and  had  brought  into  her  pain- 
ridden,  colorless  e.xistence  something  worth  liv- 
ing for  !  But  this,  of  course,  she  could  not  admit 
to  Sarah. 


At  last,  one  cold,  blustery  afternoon,  the  twins 
burst  in  with  the  exciting  information  that  the 
house-wrecking  had  actually  commenced  on  their 
own  block,  up  at  the  King  Street  corner.  After 
that  the  interest  became  concentrated  and  in- 
tense.     .\nd   liy   the   time   the   little  old   dormer- 


vou  cijui.i)  jusr  ^rAK^;  urr  'i 


windowed  shanty  on  their  own  corner  was  leveled 
to  the  ground,  they  had  reached  the  tiptoe  of 
excitement. 

Fully  two  weeks  before  this  McCorkle's  stable 
had  been  vacated  and  left  ready  for  its  destruc- 
tion. And  since  then  Alexander  had  spent  much 
time  crawling  around  its  foundations  and  exam- 
ining it  in  every  nook  and  cranny. 

When  the  little  building  next  to  it  came  down, 
and  the  day  before  the  stable  was  to  have  its 
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turn,  the  Antiquarian  Club  held  an  important 
meeting,  called  at  the  request  of  Alexander. 

"This  is  going  to  be  ticklish  business !"  he  an- 
nounced ;  "getting  at  that  beam,  I  mean.  And  I 
ain't  so  sure  it  "s  going  to  pan  out  all  right, 
either.  Good  thing  to-morrow  's  Saturday,  so  I 
can  be  on  the  job  all  day.  But  I  've  been  laying 
my  pipes  pretty  slick  !  I  "ve  got  on  the  soft  side 
of  a  lot  of  those  workmen,  and  the  night-watch- 
man loves  me  as  if  I  was  his  little  nephew  Wil- 
lie !  It  "s  the  night-watchman  I  'm  depending  on 
most.  He  "s  agreed  to  let  me  in  there  to  grub 
around  any  night  I  want  — so  long  as  I  don't  do 
any  damage.  Rut,  see  here,  you  kids  !  Don't  be 
setting  your  hopes  on  nie  getting  at  anything  to- 
morrow, 'cause  more  'n  likely  they  won't  touch 
the  foundation  before  next  week  !" 

The  next  day  saw  the  demolition  of  McCorkle's 
stable.  It  being  Saturday,  the  Antiquarian  Club 
was  able  to  be  present  in  full  force  (on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  street)  to  see  it  go.  Margaret's 
chair  was  wheeled  by  the  twins  and  Corinne  in 
turn.  But  Alexander,  across  the  street  in  the 
danger-zone,  gyrated,  imp-like,  up  and  down  the 
sidewalk  and  was  twenty  times  ousted  from  im- 
minent peril  by  the  half-indignant,  half-laughing 
workmen. 

Piece  by  piece  the  boards  and  l)ricks  fell,  story 
by  story  the  old  building  came  down,  till  at  last 
it  was  level  with  the  very  sidewalk,  and  carts  be- 
gan to  remove  the  debris.  Then  was  visible  the 
strange  thing  that  .•Mexander  had  long  before 
told  them  about. 

"See  !  see !''  he  cried,  running  across  to  them 
and  pointing  back  excitedly.  "There  it  is  !  Did 
n't  I  tell  you  so  ?"  And  looking  toward  the  back, 
they  could  plainly  di.scern  the  queer,  curved  out- 
line of  the  old  stage,  with  a  few  cracked  and 
tarnished  bits  of  gilt  cornice  still  clinging  to  it. 

"But  when  are  they  going  to  reach  the  beams 
underneath?"  demanded  Margaret,  in  an  excited 
whisper. 

"Not  before  Monday  I  At  least,  they  can't  get 
to  uncovering  the  ones  wc  want  before  then. 
The  rest  are  almost  bare  now." 

"Oh  !  Iioiv  can  we  wait  till  Monday  !"  wailed 
Margaret. 

"I  gave  you  the  tip  we  might  have  to!"  admon- 
ished Alexander.  "Vou  re  entirely  too  light  and 
speedy  !  Vou  ought  to  go  into  the  house-wreck- 
ing business  yourself— then  you  'd  see!" 

The  interval  between  .Saturday  and  Monday 
seemed  simply  interminable  to  every  one  of  the 
five.  On  Sunday,  Alexander  spent  much  time 
haunting  the  ruins,  Corinne  was  obliged  to  be  in 
her  own  home,  Mrs.  Bronson  was  visiting  a  sick 
friend,  and  Margaret  and  the  twins,  left  alone. 


whispered  together  most  of  the  day  about  the 
impending  event. 

"What  do  you  suppose  we  '11  find  in  that 
beam?"  Margaret  would  inquire  for  the  hun- 
dredth time. 

"Probably  nothing  I"  Bess  would  reply,  for  she 
was  always  inclined  to  look  on  the  dark  side  of 
things. 

"Oh,  that  's  not  possible.'"  Margaret  would  re- 
tort. "/  think  it  may  be  some  important  papers. 
I  don't  much  expect  there  '11  be  gold,  or  jewels, 
or  anything  of  that  kind.  But  just  suppose  it 
was  the  sappliirc  signet.'" 

"Do  you  know,  dear,"  said  Jess,  once,  "I  'd  be 
pretty  well  satisfied  if  we  even  found  just  the 
hole'  That  would  show,  at  least,  that  Alison's 
account  was  correct,  and  we  had  worked  things 
out  right,  so  far." 

"Yes,  but  it  would  n't  help  us  out  any  with 
solving  the  mystery,"  objected  Margaret.  "When 
do  you  suppose  it  will  be  get-at-able,  anyway?" 

"Alexander  says  he  's  going  to  be  there  before 
school  in  the  morning,  and  again  at  noon,  and  in 
the  afternoon  too.  He  says  he  's  almost  tempted 
to  ])lay  hookey  and  be  there  all  day  !  But  I  told 
him  Sarah  and  Mother  would  have  a  fit  if  he 
did !  The  club  is  to  be  all  together  here  in  the 
afternoon,  and  he  "11  come  right  in  and  tell  us  the 
minute  he  discovers  anything." 

"Would  n't  it  be  simply  awful,"  moaned  Mar- 
garet, "if  any  one  got  in  ahead  of  us  and  looted 
the  place  in  the  beam!" 

"Alexander  does  n't  think  that  likely,"  de- 
clared Jess.  "I  asked  him  about  that,  too,  but  he 
says  it  's  probably  so  well  concealed  that  nobody 
would  think  of  such  a  thing — unless  the  beam 
were  to  be  chopped  up,  and  that  won't  happen  for 
a  good  while  yet." 

.So  they  were  all  forced  to  possess  their  souls 
in  patience  till  Monday  afternoon.  Then,  with 
fast-beating  hearts,  the  girls  gathered  in  the 
Charlton  Street  parlor.  Alexander,  of  course, 
was  not  with  them,  and  they  did  not  expect  him 
for  some  time.  But,  to  their  utter  amazement, 
he  strolled  in  about  three-thirty,  hands  in  his 
])ockets,  whistling  "The  Lass  of  Richmond  Hill" 
as  unconcernedly  as  though  this  were  not  the 
day  of  days  for  the  .\ntiquarian  Club! 

"Good  gracious,  .Mexander,  what  's  wrong?" 
demanded  Corinne. 

"Wrong?  Nothing  ;it  all  I  I'.verylhing  O.K., 
.\.  number  one  I  "  he  replied  airily. 

"But  why  are  n't  you  over  at  the  stable  as  you 
said  you  'd  be  ?" 

"Oh,  I  did  n't  think  it  worth  while  !"  he  an- 
swered indifferently,  ambling  over  to  gaze  out  of 
the  window. 
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"But  Alec  !"  cried  Margaret.  "Have  you  gone 
back  on  us  like  this?  And  after  all  you  said! 
And  you  seemed  so  interested,  too  !  I  just  can't 
believe   it  of  vou  !"     Her  great,   beautiful   gray 


"'I    POKED    AH01'M>    ir.  TOP,  BOTTOM,  AND    bJDKS. 

eyes  filled  with  sudden  tears,  and  Alexander, 
turning  from  the  window,  observed  it. 

"Aw  !  turn  off  the  weeps  !"  he  exclaimed  gruffly, 
but  contritely.  "Can't  you  all  take  a  bit  of  kid- 
ding? It  ain't  worth  while  for  me  to  be  over 
there  any  more— because  I  've  found  the  beam 
already— and  explored  it !" 

At  this  astonishing  revelation  they  sprang 
upon  him  literally  in  a  body  — all  but  Margaret. 

"Oh,  Alec!  You  did  n't!  When?  Tell  us 
all  about  it  ?  What  did  you  find  ?  How  did  you 
do  it?"    The  questions  rained  thick  and  fast. 


"Well,  just  unhand  me,  and  sit  down,  and  I  '11 
tell  you  all  about  it  I  Saturday  night  I  was  crawl- 
ing round  a  bit  after  the  work  was  all  over,  and 
only  the  night-watchman  there.  I  found  that  the 
two  beams  on  this  north  end  were  really  pretty 
well  uncovered,  in  spots,  and  what  was  left  over 
them  could  be  easily  scraped  off.  It  was  mostly 
dirt  and  loose  mortar.  I  did  n't  have  time  to  do 
anything  that  night,  but  I  gave  the  watchman  the 
tip  that  I  'd  be  back  the  next  night  and  poke 
around  a  bit.  He  likes  me,  and  he  thinks  I  'm 
collecting  wood  to  build  an  Indian  wigwam  in 
that  vacant  lot  on  Hudson  Street.  And  us  fel- 
lers arc  building  one,  too,  so  it  's  no  lie  !"  Alex- 
ander, to  do  him  iustice,  was  scrupulously  truth- 
ful. 

"So  I  beat  it  out,  last  night,  after  borrowing 
the  twins'  door-key,  so  I  would  n't  have  to  wake 
up  that  lallypaloozer,  Sarah,  when  I  came  in.  Of 
course  I  took  a  chance  of  not  striking  the  right 
beam,— it  might  be  the  one  at  the  south  end,  for 
all  I  knew.  However,  I  doped  out  the  one  I 
thought  it  was,  shoveled  ofif  the  bricks  and  mor- 
tar softly,  so  's  not  to  attract  attention,  and 
measured  oft'  ten  feet  from  the  i^'cst  end  with  a 
tape-line.  You  know  the  kid,  Alison,  said  the 
steward  stood  about  ten  feet  from  the  wall  of 
the  house,  along  the  beam. 

"Then  I  opened  my  big-bladed  pocket-knife 
and  poked  and  poked  and  poked  around  it,  top, 
bottom,  and  sides.  But  never  a  sign  of  an  open- 
ing did  I  find.  After  I  'd  been  at  the  job  about 
an  hour,  I  gave  it  up  and  scooted  for  the  east 
end  of  the  beam,  and  began  the  same  thing  all 
over.  Nothing  doing  for  about  half  an  hour! 
Then  all  at  once,  my  blade  slipped  into  a  crack  ! 
I  gave  a  hard  pull,  and— jumping  Jupiter  I  — there 
I  was !  The  thing  came  open  like  a  door  on  a 
rusty  hinge,  and  there  was  a  hole  about  a  foot 
and  a  half  long! 

"You  bet  I  did  n't  do  a  thing  but  shove  my 
hand  in  and  feel  all  around  in  the  hole  !  I  did  n't 
dare  even  to  light  a  match,  for  fear  a  cop  might 
see  me.  Just  then,  all  of  a  sudden,  the  watchman 
called  out  softly  that  the  roundsman  was  coming 
and  I  'd  better  beat  it  while  the  going  was  good ! 
I  just  had  time  to  duck  off  that  beam,  crawl  along 
the  darkest  side  of  the  wall,  and  sneak  out  as  the 
roundsman  came  along  and  stood  talking  to  the 
watchman,  as  he  always  does,  for  about  fifteen 
minutes.  I  got  into  the  house  all  hunky,— and 
that  "s  why  it  ain't  any  use  for  me  to  be  there 
this  afternoon  !"  he  ended  abruptly. 

"But,  Alec,  what  did  you  fndf  Did  you  find 
iin\thing?"  demanded  the  four  in  one  breath. 

Alexander  nodded  impressively.  "\'ep!  I  found 
something  all  right !"     Then  he  suddenly  took  an 
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object  from  under  his  coat  and  laid  it  carefully 
in  Margaret's  lap. 
"I  found  tliis.'" 

Chapter  XII 

THE    MYSTERY   UNRAVELS   FURTHER 

It  would  be  useless  to  attempt  describing  the 
mingled  sensations  with  which  the  Antiquarian 
Club  (all  but  Alexander)  bent  to  examine  the 
latest  "find."  The  twins,  however,  drew  back  in 
a  moment  with  a  disappointed  air  and  the  dis- 
gusted query : 

"Is  that  all !     What  in  the  world  is  it?" 

It  certainly  was  neither  gold  nor  jewels,  nor. 
apparently,  important  papers  of  any  sort,  and 
their  interest  waned  at  once.  It  was  paper  of 
some  kind— dirty,  mildewed,  stained  with  time, 
and  nibbled  freely  by  mice.  But  it  bore  no  re- 
semblance to  the  state  documents,  laden  perhaps 
with  impressive  seals,  that  the  twins  had  vaguely 
expected  to  behold,  if.  indeed,  the  find  took  that 
shape  at  all.  But  Margaret  and  Corinne  had 
been  turning  it  over  carefully.  All  of  a  sudden 
they  uttered  a  simultaneous  little  cry : 

"Oh.  girls  !     Don't  you  know  what  it  is?" 

"Xo  !''  declared  the  twins. 

'•Why  — tlic  other  half  of  the  diary!" 

Then  indeed  did  the  twins  give  way  to  belated 
exultation  in  which  Alexander  joined,  for  of 
course  he  had  already  discovered  this. 

"Yes,  it  certainly  is !"  reasserted  Corinne,  ex- 
amining it  more  closely.  "The  book  was  evidently 
torn  in  two,  and  this  half  concealed  in  the  beam. 
—  but  for  what  earthly  reason  I  can't  imagine  ! 
I  wonder  if  Alison  put  it  there  herself?" 

"D'  ye  see  anything  queer  about  the  first  page?" 
inquired  Alexander,  mysteriously.  They  bent 
again  to  examine  it.  The  first  page  was  the  most 
worn  and  stained  and  torn  and  least  decipherable 
of  all.  because  it  had  been  unprotected.  There 
were  the  same  characters  of  the  cipher,  only  very 
dimly  discernible.  But  written  diagonally  across 
it,  evidently  with  something  black  and  dull,  pos- 
sibly a  piece  of  charcoal  or  charred  wood,  were 
a  few  words  in  English.  They  were  so  faint  that 
they  might  have  been  taken  merely  for  the  traces 
of  dark  stains  or  smudges  had  not  one  examined 
them  closely. 

"Shall  I  put  you  wise  to  what  they  say?"  sug- 
gested .Alexander. 

"Oh.  do  !  "  they  all  cried. 

"Well,  here  it  is:  '1  am  now  assured  you  are  a 
spy.  This  proves  it.  I  can  make  naught  of  it, 
but  will  hide  it  securely.  Later  I  will  denounce 
you."     Would  n't  that  jar  you,  now  !" 

"Who  </()  you  suppose  wrote  it  ?"  demanded 
Corinne. 


"Could  it  have  been  Alison?"  suggested  Mar- 
garet.   "Maybe  she  meant  it  about  the  steward." 

"That  's  my  guess !"  echoed  Alexander. 

"But  why  did  she  write  it  in  English,  and  with 
this  charcoal  or  whatever  it  is?  And  why  did 
she  hide  it  in  that  beam  ?  .\nd  why  was  the 
diary  torn  in  two?" 

"You  can  search  me !"  Alexander  remarked, 
shrugging  his  shoulders. 

"Would  n't  it  be  a  good  idea  to  find  out  by 
translating  the  rest  ?"  quietly  suggested  Bess,  the 
practical.  "Xo  doubt  she  "11  say  something  in  it 
that  will  put  us  on  the  right  track." 

"(iood  business!"  chuckled  Alexander.  "You 
ve  got  sotnc  sense  in  that  bean  of  yours,  kid  !" 

"I  don't  understand  you  !''  retorted  Bess,  coldly. 
.She  thoroughly  disapproved  of  his  slang,  and 
was  never  amused  by  it  as  the  rest  often  were. 

"I  should  worry  !''  he  responded  unconcernedly, 
and  turned  to  Margaret.  "Could  n't  you  dope  out 
a  bit  of  it  now.  kiddie  ?  You  've  got  the  goods 
to  do  it  with.  " 

"Xo,"  interrupted  Corinne,  looking  at  her 
watch :  "it  's  getting  late,  and  I  must  go.  Let  's 
give  ^Margaret  a  couple  of  days  to  work  it  out. 
and  then  we  'II  have  a  grand  old  meeting  and 
solve  the  whole  riddle  — I  hope!" 

Much  as  they  longed  to  know  the  whole  story 
at  once,  it  was  obvious  that  Corinne's  suggestion 
was  most  sensible.  But  before  they  separated, 
they  unanimously  voted  "Aye  I"  to  another  mat- 
ter—that the  discovery  of  the  contents  of  the 
secret  beam  was  the  most  satisfactory  thing  that 
had  happened  so  far  I 

Two  days  later  they  gathered  around  Margaret, 
keen  for  the  exciting  revelations  that  they  felt 
sure  were  awaiting  them.  Margaret  had  resumed 
her  sphinxlike  attitude  of  mystery  and  would  re- 
veal no  clue  to  what  she  had  discovered,  ^\'hen 
they  were  settled  and  quiet,  Alexander  remarked : 

"Go  ahead,  kid  I  Shoot !  Get  it  off  your 
mind  !"  .\nd  smiling  indulgently  on  him,  Marga- 
ret began : 

"You  remember  where  we  left  ofif  in  the  other 
half  of  the  journal— a  sentence  just  stopped  in 
the  middle.  It  w^as  this:— 'For  Madame  M.  will 
accept  naught  from  him  and  —  '  Xow.  on  this  first 
page,  she  completes  it.  .And,  by  the  way.  I  had 
the  worst  time  puzzling  out  that  first  Jiage  !  It 
was  so  stained  and  faded  and  torn.  Sometimes  I 
was  n't  even  sure  I  was  getting  it  right.  But  I 
guess  now  I  have  it  correct.  She  goes  on  to 
finish : 

"■ — yet  I  scarce  could  tell  him  so.  He  must  h.-ive  guessed 
my  predicament,  for  he  only  smiled  and  said  it  was  of 
no  moment.     An  she  would  not  care  for  it.  I  might  keep 
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it  for  myself.     'T   was  rarely  kind  in  him.     I   long  to 
tell  him  about  myself,  but  I  dare  not — not  yet. 

"Then  comes  a  break.     Now  she  says : 

"His  lady  did  pass  me  to-day,  walking  in  the  garden  ; 
and  since  the  high  shrubbery  screened  us,  I  curtesied 
deeply  to  her.  I  scarce  dare  notice  her  when  any  of  the 
household  are  by.  She  looked  at  me  long,  then  spoke 
me  fair,  asking  had  she  not  met  me  before  she  came 
here.  I  answered,  yes.  the  day  her  coach  broke  down 
on  the  road  last  year,  and  I  helped  to  hold  the  fright- 
ened horses  while  't  was  mended.  She  did  thank  me 
anew,  and  asked  me  what  it  was  I  was  about  to  tell  her 
then,  when  Madame  M.  had  dragged  me  suddenly  away. 
I  replied  that  I  dared  not  repeat  it  there,  but  would 
seek  some  chance  to  speak  with  her  alone  when  we  did 
have  more  time  and  were  not  obser\'ed.  Then  I  heard 
footsteps  approaching,  and  I  fled  quickly  away." 

"Wonder  what  it  could  have  been  that  she  was 
trying  so  hard  to  tell  Lady  Washington  !"  sighed 
Corinne.  "This  does  n't  grow  any  less  mysteri- 
ous, apparently  !    Go  on,  Margaret !" 

"Another  break,  then  she  says : 

"I  have  at  last  learned  what  is  this  wicked  plot — " 

"Good  business!"  ejaculated  Alexander. 

"  'T  is  through  Mistress  Phoebe  I  found  it  out.  She 
has  a  lover  who  is  one  of  his  life-guard,  and  this  lover 
she  has  had  cause  to  suspect  is  not  entirely  loyal  to 
/ii'iH.  Last  night  she  did  ply  him  with  overmuch  good 
malt  brew,  and  in  his  befogged  state  she  did  get  him  to 
babble  the  secret.  Oh,  it  is  a  vile  scheme  !  They  are 
planning  to  deliver  the  city  out  of  his  hands.  But  that 
is  not  the  worst.  They  seek  first  of  all  to  murder  him. 
and  in  some  underhand,  cowardly  fashion.  The  man- 
ner of  it  is  not  decided  yet.  Phcebe  tells  me  her  lover 
will  remember  no  word  of  what  he  said  to  her  last 
night  in  his  cups.  But  she  intends  to  watch  him  right 
closely.  When  she  has  learned  the  manner  of  the  plot- 
ted murder,  he  must  be  warned." 

"Is  n't  this  exciting  !  '  exclaimed  Corinne. 
"Bully  !     Hot  stuff !"  agreed  Alexander. 
Margaret  continued :  "Now,  another  entry. 

"I  have  confided  my  story  to  Phcebe.  She  is  well 
to  be  trusted,  I  feel.  She  has  promised  to  help  me  in 
my  need.  I  am  becoming  right  fond  of  Phcebe.  Cor- 
bie was  here  last  night  to  see  the  steward.  They  are 
both  in  the  plot,  we  feel  sure.  .After  Corbie  left,  the 
steward  descended  to  the  cellar.  I  did  not  dare  to  fol- 
low— I  could  only  guess  that  he  went  to  his  secret  hid- 
ing-place. 

"Now,  another  space.     Then  : 

"Phcebe  had  news  to-day.  Last  night  she  did  again 
muddle  her  lover  with  much  strong  drink.  And  she 
did  get  him  to  confess  that  the  plot  is  near  completion  ; 
that  if  all  goes  well,  't  will  be  put  in  action  four  days 
from  now.  He  also  did  acknowledge  that  they  in- 
tended to  put  him  out  of  the  way  by  poisoning  some- 
thing he  ate.  But  he  knew  nothing  more  definite. 
Phcebe  says  she  dares  not  thus  befuddle  him  again.  It 
is  too  dangerous,  as  he  has  shown  that  he  suspects  he 


is  babbling  and  has  asked  her  since  many  searching 
questions,  to  which  she  pretends  guileless  ignorance. 
We  must  watch  him.  What  if  we  should  not  be  able  to 
foil  him  and  his  vile  conspirators  ! 

"Madame  M.'s  health  does  not  improve.  Nay,  she 
has  dropped  so  low  that  't  is  feared  she  will  not  live. 
Her  physician  did  bleed  her  yesterday,  but  't  was  of  no 
avail.  She  recognizes  me,  but  she  will  have  naught  to 
say  to  me.  In  fact  she  is  too  weak  to  utter  a  word.  I 
am  right  sorry  for  her  and  grieve  that  she  cannot  for- 
give me,  though  I  have  done  no  real  wrong.  I  have 
sometimes  thought  she  must  know  of  the  plot,  the  vile 
plot  that  is  to  be  enacted  in  this  house.  But  Phoebe  de- 
clares she  is  innocent  of  that.  Deep  as  her  hatred  may 
be,  she  would  never  wink  at  such  a  crime." 

"Well,  that  settles  one  question,  anyhow !"  in- 
terrupted Corinne.  "Do  you  remember  how  we 
discussed  that?" 

"Yep !  that  was  the  day  I  butted  in !"  com- 
mented Alexander,  in  whimsical  recollection. 
"Fire  away,  kid  !  ' 

Margaret  continued : 

"Phoebe  and  I  do  despair  of  discovering  by  what 
means  they  plan  to  carry  out  the  plot.  She  dares  no 
longer  question  her  lover  when  he  is  under  the  influ- 
ence of  wine.  Nor  does  she  yet  dare  denounce  him, 
lest  the  other  conspirators  escape  unharmed.  It  would 
be  premature  to  do  so  till  we  know  the  exact  facts.  I 
have  told  her  of  the  steward  and  his  secret  hiding-place 
in  the  wine-cellar.  If  we  can  do  naught  else,  we  will 
rifle  that  some  time  when  he  is  away.  Perchance  there 
may  be  information  in  it. 

"Then,  here  's  the  next  entry : 

"It  is  midnight,  and  on  the  morrow  the  plot  will  be 
consummated.  I  write  this  in  much  fear.  Perchance  it 
will  be  the  last  I  shall  ever  have  opportunity  to  write. 
If  such  be  the  case,  and  my  relations  in  Bermuda  do 
ever  find  this  trunk  and  the  diary  in  its  false  bottom, 
and  should  they  be  able  to  decipher  it,  I  want  them  to 
know  that  I,  .\lison  Trenham, — " 

"Trcnham!"  shouted  the  listening  group.  "Hur- 
rah !  at  last  we  know  her  full  name !  That  's 
dandy!"  Margaret  gave  them  little  heed  and 
went  on : 

" — do  grievously  repent  my  folly  in  ever  leaving  my 
peaceful  home  ;  that  I  beg  Grandfather  to  forgive  me  if 
he  can,  and  wish  .\unt  and  Betty  to  know  that  I  love 
them  always.  Also,  that  H.  and  his  uncle  were  little  to 
blame  for  their  part  in  what  happened  before  we  left 
Bermuda,  and  that  I  do  not  regret  giving  my  assistance, 
for  it  was  a  noble  cause,  even  though  our  government 
did  not  approve. 

"To-night,  Phoebe  and  I  did  raid  the  steward's  secret 
hiding-place.  We  waited  till  he  had  gone  out,  about 
ten  o'clock,  and  from  his  actions  we  made  sure  that  he 
would  be  away  long,  for  he  went  straight  to  Corbie's 
tavern.  But  even  so.  we  took  a  terrible  risk.  Once  in 
the  cellar,  our  work  was  not  difficult.  I  pointed  out 
the  location  of  the  spot,  and  we  opened  the  beam  as  I 
had  seen  him  do.  Bui  our  amazement  was  great  when 
we  found  naught  in  it.  He  must  have  removed  every 
belonging,  and  that  right  recently.     We  were  just  about 
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to  turn  away  when  Phctbe  declared  she  would  look  once 
more,  and  she  felt  all  about  in  it  carefully.  Her  search 
was  rewarded,  for  far  back  in  a  crevice  was  stuck  a 
small  folded  note. 

"We   read   it  by  the  light  of  the  candle,   not   at   first 


1    (  .\N     VVHIM'F.K    HIM    A    \VAK;NING    NUT     I  U    Ii.\T    OK    IT 


daring  to  take  it  away.  It  was  from  the  governor,  and 
said  that  on  the  morrow  a  dose  of  poison  should  be  put 
into  a  dish  of  peas  prepared  for  him  at  his  noonday 
meal.  The  poison  would  have  no  effect  under  an  hour. 
In  the  meantime,  word  should  go  forth,  and  the  fortifi- 
cations would  be  seized.  Everything  was  in  readiness. 
That  was  all.  The  note  had  plainly  been  forgotten  by 
the  steward  when  he  removed  his  other  papers.  We 
dared  to  keep  it,  on  a  second  thought,  since  he  would 
probably  think  he  had  lost  it  elsewhere,  if  he  missed  il 
at  all.     So  we  look  it  away  with  us. 

"Our  i>lans  are  all  laid.  Phcebe  will  herself  be  in 
the  kitchen  to-morrow  at  noon,  and  no  doubt  either  her 
lover  or  the  steward  will  place  the  poison  in  the  dish. 
Then  I  am  to  pass  through  the  kitchen  at  a  certain  mo- 
ment, and  Phoebe  will   reciuest  me  to  carry  in  the  dish 


and  lay  it  before  him.  As  I  do  so,  I  can  whisper  him 
a  warning  not  to  eat  of  it,  saying  I  will  explain  later. 
If  Phcebe  herself  did  this,  she  would  be  suspected  at 
once,  for  she  never  goes  into  the  dining-room  to  serve. 
But  she  will  choose  a  moment  when  no  retainer  of  his 
happens  to  be  in  the  kitchen,  and 
■  ■  --  send  me  with  it  instead.  God 
grant  that  the  plan  do  not  go 
wrong.  He  will  suffer,  and  our 
own  lives  will  be  in  great  danger 
-^     should  we  fail  or  be  discovered. 

"We  have  arranged  that,  when  I 
go  to  him  later  to  disclose  what 
we  know,  I  shall  also  tell  him  my 
own  story  and  throw  myself  on 
the  protection  of  hirn  and  his  good 
lady.  For  I  fear  it  will  then  be  no 
longer  safe  for  me  to  remain  here 
as  I  am  now.  That  is  all.  God 
has  us  in  His  hands.  I  await  the 
morrow  with  untold  trembling. 

"Should  it  be  thought  strange 
that  in  writing  this  journal  I  have 
given  few  no}}ies  and  so  made  the 
identities  hard  to  guess,  I  must 
explain  that  I  have  ever  been  in 
great  fear  of  this  being  discov- 
ered— nay,  even  deciphered.  I 
bethought  me  that  the  fewer 
names  I  used,  the  less  incriminat- 
ing this  might  be  to  myself  and  all 
concerned.  As  I  read  it  o\'er  now, 
I  feel  that  it  was  but  a  poor  make- 
shift, at  best.  However  that  may 
bo,  I  trust  that  it  may  some  day 
get  back  to  my  dear  ones  in  Ber- 
muda, should  aught  evil  befall  me. 
They  will  understand: 

"The  hour  grows  late  and  I 
must  retire,  though  I  feel  little 
able  to  sleep.  But  one  thing  more 
I  must  disclose  ere  I  bring  this 
journal  to  an  end. — the  hiding- 
place  of  the  sapphire  signet. 
Should  it  befall  that  I  never  re- 
turn to  my  home  nor  see  my  rela- 
tives again,  it  would  be  only  right 
that  they  be  informed  where  the 
jewel  may  be  found,  and  that  I 
meant  no  e\'il  in  taking  it  from 
Grandfather.  Also,  I  do  earnestly 
beseech  any  soul  who  shall  per- 
chance sometime  long  in  the  fu- 
ture find  and  decipher  this  record, 
that  he  or  she  will  search  for  the  signet  in  the  place  that 
I  have  indicated.  And  should  they  find  it  still  there  hid- 
den, I  pray  that  they  will  make  an  effort  to  return  it  to 
any  of  my  family  or  connections  who  may  still  exist. 
"I  have  concealed  the  sapphire  signet  in — " 

Margaret  came  to  a  dead  stop.  "Girls  — and 
.Mexandcr  — that  's  absohitcly  nil  there  is!" 

So  tense  had  been  the  interest  that  they  could 
not  believe  their  ears  when  Margaret  made  this 
announcement.  Alexander  was  the  first  to  re- 
cover his  power  of  speech.  Thumping  the  floor 
indignantly,  he  delivered  himself  thus: 

"SulTering  cats  !    Can  you  beat  it !" 


(  Td  he  cauthnted.) 


FEBRUARY  30TH 

BY  CLARENCE   LUDLOW  BROWNELL,  F.R.G.S. 


Leap-year  never  comes  oftener  than  once  in  four 
years,  and  sometimes  only  once  in  eight  years,  so 
February  usually  has  to  be  content  with  exactly 
four  weeks  and  not  a  day  over.  Calendars  never 
give  more  than  twenty-nine  days  to  the  second 
month  of  the  year,  and  it  seems  as  if  the  whole 
world  must  believe  that  February  never  can  have 
more  than  twenty-nine  days. 

But  it  can.  It  can  have  thirty.  I  know  enough 
people  to  fill  a  large  school-house,  each  one  of 
whom  has  lived  thirty  days  in  February.  Among 
these  people  are  many  distinguished  army  and 
navy  officers,  several  statesmen  and  financiers, 
engineers,  school-teachers,  and  other  famous  folk. 

I  knew  these  people  as  fellow-passengers.  We 
were  together  on  board  ship  coming  from  Yoko- 
hama, Japan,  to  Honolulu,  and  on  to  San  Fran- 
cisco. We  were  crossing  from  the  Eastern 
Hemisphere  into  the  Western,  out  on  the  Pacific 
Ocean,  where,  according  to  the  maps,  lies  the 
iSoth  meridian,  just  half-way  around  the  world 
from  Greenwich,  England. 

All  school-children  know  that  it  is  from  the 
famous  observatory  at  Greenwich  that  people 
who  make  geographies  measure  degrees  of  longi- 
tude, or  distances  east  and  west. 

So  we,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  earth  from 
Greenwich,  were  sailing,  or  steaming,  east  toward 
the  sunrise.  Now  it  is  the  custom  of  the  masters 
of  vessels  crossing  the  Pacific  Ocean  to  do  a  curi- 
ous thing.  Both  the  thing  they  do  and  the  way 
they  do  it  are  curious,  for  w'hat  they  do  going 
east  is  exactly  the  opposite  of  what  they  do  if 
they  are  going  west,  though  they  do  it  at  the 
same  place.  As  most  of  you  know,  to  keep  their 
calendar  dates  right,  they  drop  a  day  out  of  their 
lives  and  out  of  the  lives  of  everybody  on  board 
the  ship,  passengers  and  crew  alike,  if  they  are 
going  west :  but  they  add  a  day  to  the  lives  of 
every  one,  and  give  each  person  on  board  an 
extra  day  to  live,  if  they  are  going  east.  Sea- 
captains  are  the  only  persons  who  can  dp  this, 
and  they  can  do  it  only  on  the  Pacific  Ocean. 

Your  teachers  and  school-books  have  told  you 
why  they  have  to  drop  or  add  a  day  when  they 
reach  the  iSoth  meridian. 

Even  sea-captains  could  not  increase  or  lessen 
the  number  of  days  their  passengers  and  crews 
may  live,  were  it  not  for  the  fact  that  the  earth 
revolves.  If  the  earth  did  not  revolve,  or  rather 
if  it  turned  around  slowly,  very  slowly,  say  once 
a  year,  the  same  side  of  the  earth  would  be  al- 


ways toward  the  sun.  Consequently,  one  side 
would  have  daylight  all  the  time,  and  the  other 
side  would  have  night  all  the  time. 

Probably,  under  such  conditions,  no  sea-captain 
would  think  of  disturbing  our  almanacs.  But  the 
earth  turns  rapidly,  so  rapidly  that  people  living 
on  the  equator  are  carried  round  at  the  rate  of 
a  little  over  one  thousand  miles  an  hour.  And  so, 
you  see,  if  one  of  these  people  wished  to  keep  on 
the  sunny  side  of  the  earth  all  the  time,  he  could 
do  it  by  getting  into  a  flying-machine  — supposing 
that  that  machine  could  travel  at  the  rate  of  one 
thousand  miles  an  hour— a.nd  steering  due  west. 

Some  day,  perhaps,  machines  may  travel 
through  the  air  at  that  rate,  and  perpetual  sun- 
shine will  then  be  possible  if  the  flyer  will  only 
keep  above  the  clouds  and  lay  his  course  with  the 
sun  (or  against  the  turning  of  the  earth).  By 
doing  this,  he  will  be  home  again  with  the  sun, 
having  gone  the  whole  way  round  the  earth  with- 
out seeing  the  sun  set.  So  it  will  seem  to  him 
that  he  is  back  on  the  same  day  he  set  out. 

It  will  not  seem  so,  however,  to  the  people  he 
left  at  home.  They  will  have  seen  a  sunset  and 
a  sunrise  since  the  flyer  started— a  day  has  gone 
and  a  new  day  has  come.  It  is  the  "next  day" 
with  them,  though  the  "same  day"  with  the  flyer. 
.\nd  so,  if  he  keeps  a  diary  and  wishes  his  dates 
to  agree  with  those  of  the  people  who  stayed  at 
home,  he  must  skip  a  day,  just  as  the  sea-captains 
do  who  go  from  San  Francisco  to  Yokohama. 

Supposing,  however,  that  the  flyer  flew  east  in- 
stead of  west,  that  is,  suppose  he  laid  his  course 
in  the  direction  in  which  the  earth  revolves  and 
traveled  toward  the  sunrise.  Then  he  would  see 
one  more  sunrise  than  the  stay-at-homes  would 
see.  His  diary  would  have  one  more  day  recorded 
in  it  than  the  diaries  of  those  who  remained  be- 
hind would  have ;  and  to  make  its  dates  with 
theirs,  he  would  have  to  double  up  a  date  or  put 
in  an  extra  day,  just  as  sea-captains  add  a  day 
when  coming  east. 

By  common  consent  of  sea-going  peoples  the 
iSoth  meridian,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  world 
from  Greenwich,  is  the  line  —  quite  an  imaginary 
line,  of  course  — where  the  dates  are  adjusted. 
Our  good  ship  happened  to  come  to  this  line  on 
the  twenty-ninth  of  February.  As  we  were  going 
east  from  Yokohama  to  Honolulu,  there  was  noth- 
ing to  do  but  write  in  our  diaries,  February  joth. 

But  when  would  a  baby  born  on  board  that  day 
have  another  "birthday"? 
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Chapter  IV 

jurMY  doyle's  story 

Jim  anil  lack  were  walking  down  Main  Street. 
The  Antelope  Siphon  repairs  were  finished,  and 
they  were  back  in  Los  Angeles  looking  for  work 
again. 

"Have  we  got  to  wait  for  a  cyclone  to  blow  ns 
another  job?"  asked  Jack. 

Jim  Doyle  grinned.  "Mebbe  !"  he  said.  "Or,  it 
might  be  an  earthquake  this  time." 

Just  then  he  was  nearly  knocked  ofif  his  feet  by 
a  tremendous  thump  on  the  back,  "Hello,  Jim !" 
cried  a  husky  six-footer,  "Hain't  seen  ye  in  five 
years;  what  yer  working  at  here?" 

"Presarve  me  from  me  friends !"  exclaimed 
Doyle,  as  he  slung  around  to  meet  his  assailant. 
"Och,  but  ye  're  powerful  hearty  with  yer  fists, 
Kelly  !  I  thought  it  was  the  earthquake  we  were 
just  talking  about." 

The  big  man  laughed. 

"Ve  never  can  tell  how  yer  friends  are  going 
to  greet  ye,"  continued  Doyle.  "Look  at  this  hul 
now,"    turning    to    lack.      "He    looks    harmless 


enough  ;  but  how  do  ye  suppose  he  showed  his 
pleasure  at  seeing  me?  Why,  by  throwin'  a 
bucket  o'  water  at  me  an'  then  buryin'  me  under 
a  car-load  o'  sand.  It  would  have  killed  me  if 
I  had  n't  clapped  my  mouth  to  a  joint  in  the 
water-main  I  was  calkin'." 

"Oho!"  exclaimed  the  big  man.  "So  you  're 
the  hero  I  read  about  in  the  'Frisco  papers  last 
month,  are  ye?" 

"Ye  don't  mean  to  say  it  got  into  the  papers !" 
ejaculated  Doyle. 

"Sure  thing !     On  the  front  page." 

"Huh  !"  Jim  grunted.  "Well,  that  's  the  feller 
that  done  it.  Shake  hands  with  me  friend  Kelly, 
jack,"  said  Doyle. 

Then  they  began  to  talk  about  the  work  they 
had  been  doing.  Doyle  was  saying  that  they  had 
just  finished  the  biggest  aqueduct  in  the  world, 
without  bothering  to  explain  how  little  of  the 
work  they  bad  really  done. 

"Oh,  ye  have,  have  ye?"  answered  Kelly. 
"Well  then,  ye  'd  better  tackle  the  biggest  electric 
power-plant  in  the  world  next.  I  jest  come  from 
there  to  look  for  somethin'  more  interesting." 
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"What  power-plant  do  you  mean  ?" 

"Why,  have  n't  ye  heard  of  the  Big  Creek 
plant  ?  They  are  going  to  use  the  highest  head 
of  water  on  record,  and  send  the  'juice'  they  make 
all  the  way  to  this  town— 240  miles,  at  150,000 
volts,  the  highest  voltage  ever  used  for  sending 
electricity  acrost  the  country." 

"Is  there  any  job  for  us  there?" 

"Should  n't  be  s'prised.  Come  on  in."  turning 
toward  a  saloon,  "and  let  's  talk  things  over." 

Jim  Doyle  shook  his  head.  "Nothin'  doin',"  he 
said.     "I  'm  on  the  water-wagon  now." 

Kelly  stopped  aghast.  Then  he  winked  at  Jack 
and  burst  out  into  a  loud  laugh.  "Ye  got  me  that 
time,  Jim.  Ye  're  up  to  yer  old  tricks.  I  thought 
ye  really  meant  it  at  first." 

"But  I  do  mean  it,"  persisted  Doyle. 

"What!"  gasped  Kelly:  "that  sand  got  inside 
yer  head,  eh?" 

"No,  it  wa'n't  the  sand  as  did  it,  but  just  a 
young  feller  like  this  Jack,  here.  I  can  see  his 
face  now,  all  red  with  the  glow  o'  the  bonfire, 
peering  at  me  through  the  black  night,  with  the 
waters  of  the  Rio  Pinto  up  to  his  chin  an"  tryin' 
to  tear  him  loose  from  the  bit  o'  rock  he  was 
clingin'  to,  an'  —  " 

Kelly  shook  his  head  at  Jack  and  tapped  his 
forehead  sadly.  "Cheer  up,  Jimmy,"  he  inter- 
rupted. '"Where  do  ye  live  ?  I  '11  drop  around  to 
see  ye  sometime." 

Jack  gave  him  the  address,  and  the  big  man 
shambled  down  the  street. 

"What  were  you  saying  about  the  face  out  in 
the  water?"  questioned  Jack,  consumed  with 
curiosity  as  to  the  mystery  of  Jim's  reform. 


"It  was  down  on  the  Rio  Pinto,  in  Brazil,"  he 
began.  "You  remember  I  left  the  Thunder  River 
job   early   in   the   spring,   when    I    took   the   first 


HEAD-TOWEK   A.ND  CABLES. 


A,  button-rope:  B,  E,  main  cable:   C.  C,  C,  C,  conveying-rope :   H,  H,  hoisting-rope:   I,  I,  I, 
dumping-rope:   M,  skip:   N,  head-tower;   P,  skip-tipping  rope,     (see  next  page.) 

"Oh,  I  '11  tell  ye  all  about  that  to-night.  But 
now  we  must  be  hunting  up  a  job." 

That  evening,  after  dinner.  Jack  prevailed  upon 
Doyle  to  recount  the  thrilling  experience  that  had 
made  such  a  marked  change  in  his  life. 


FIGUEE   2.      A  CAELEVVAV   CARRIAGE. 
A,  button-rope:   B,  main  cable:   C,  conveying-rope;   D,  dumping- 
block;  E,  hoisting-block :   F,  carriage:  O,  fall-rope  carriers; 
H,  hoisting-rope:  I,  dumping-rope;  K,  button;  L,  horn. 

train  east.  Well,  after  awhile  I  got  to  New 
York,  an'  there  a  friend  of  mine  put  me  wise  to 
this  job  down  in  Brazil.  When  I  got  to  the  Rio 
Pinto,  I  found  there  was  n't  a  dozen  white  folks, 
an'  the  rest  was  picked  up  from  all  over  the 
world— a  lot  of  'em  black  as  the  ace  of  spades, 
but  there  were  Portuguese,  Italians,  Indians, 
even  Chinese,  an'  one  feller  was  an  Arab  —  Ali 
something-or-other.  We  called  him  .Al,  for  short. 
The  job  was  to  build  a  dam  across  the  river,  an' 
an  ugly  stream  it  was,  plumb 
full  of  boulders  that  split  open 
the  water  an'  made  it  boil 
an'  foam  an'  swirl,  an'  many 
o'  the  rocks  was  just  covered 
enough  to  rip  the  bottom  off 
a  boat.  But  pshaw  !  no  boat 
could  sail  down  that  stretch  o' 
river ;  no  canoe,  even,  had 
ever  tried  to  shoot  them 
rapids. 

"They    was    buildin'    a    big 
flume  to  carry  the  water  past 
the  place  where  the  dam  was 
to    be— about    as    big    as    the 
flume  at  Thunder  River.    The 
only    way    to    get    acrost   the 
river  to  the   work  on  the  other  side   from  the 
camp  was  to  walk  up-stream  about  two  miles  to 
a    bridge.      But    when    I    got    there,    they    had 
stretched    a    cableway    acrost    to    carry    the   ma- 
terials." 
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"A  cableway?"  interrupted  Jack.  "What  's 
that?" 

"Why,  a  wire  cable  stretched  acrost  the  river, 
with  a  skip  hangin"  from  a  carriage  that  runs  on 
the  cable.'' 

"A  carriage  ?"  queried  Jack. 

"Yes :  a  set  o'  wheels  that  run  along  on  the 
cable,  an'  the  skip  hangs  down  from  'em.     There 


INTERIOR  VIEW    OF    IIE.\D-TO\VER   ENGINE-HOUSE. 

A,  hoisting-drum;  B,  dumping-drum:  C,  conveying-drum ; 

D,  tipping-drum. 

is  a  conveyin'-rope  to  pull  the  carriage  along 
the  cable  out  to  where  you  want  it."' 

"How  do  you  push  the  carriage  back  again  ?" 

"Push  it?"  laughed  Jim.  "Say,  but  ye  're  thick- 
headed to-night.  Jack  !  Here— give  me  a  piece 
o'  paper,  an'  I  '11  draw  ye  a  picture  of  it." 

(Jim  was  not  much  of  a  draftsman,  and  his 
sketch  was  very  crude,  but  it  served  the  purpose. 
The  reader  can  probably  follow  his  explanation 
better  by  looking  at  Figures  I  and  2.) 

"Ye  see,  the  conveyin'-rope  is  endless,"  ex- 
plained Jim.  Then,  with  good  Hibernian  logic, 
he  proceeded  to  exjilain  that  the  two  cuds  of  this 
endless  rope  were  fastened  to  the  carriage.  "One 
end,"  he  said,  "is  fastened  to  the  for'ard  end  of 
the  carriage;  then  the  rope  runs  acrost  the  river 
over  a  sheave  on  the  tail-tower  and  comes  back 
to  the  head-tower.  From  there  it  runs  down 
into  the  engine-house,  takes  a  few  turns  about 
the  conveyin'-drum  on  the  engine,  an'  runs  back 
over  the  head-tower  to  the  hind  end  of  the  car- 
riage. When  the  conveyin'-drum  runs  one  way, 
it  pulls  the  carriage  by  the  hind  end :  an'  when 
it  runs  the  other  way,  it  pulls  the  carriage  by  the 
for'ard  end.    That  's  simple,  ain't  it?'' 

"Yes,  I  see."  said  Jack. 

"Well,  then,"  continued  Doyle,  "there  is  an- 
other   rope    for    hoistin'    an'    lowerin'    the    .skip. 


This  runs  from  the  hoistin'-drum  over  a  sheave 
on  the  head-tower  an'  out  to  the  carriage.  There 
it  runs  down  through  a  pulley-block  that  the  skip 
is  hooked  onto.  [See  Figure  2.]  So,  by  workin' 
the  hoistin'-drum,  the  skip  can  be  raised  or  low- 
ered. One  end  of  the  skip  is  held  up  by  another 
block  an'  a  rope  that  runs  to  a  drum  alongside 
the  hoistin'-drum.  This  is  the  dumpin'-drum, 
which  is  really  part  of  the  hoistin'-drum,  the 
hoistin'  an'  dumpin'  sections  bein'  separated 
only  by  a  flange.  Now  these  sections  bein"  the 
same  size  around,  the  two  ropes  are  paid  off  at 
the  same  speed,  keepin'  the  skip  level.  But 
there  's  a  lot  o'  slack  in  the  dumpin'-rope,  an'  the 
slack  is  taken  up  by  a  sheave  on  the  end  of 
another  rope  that  's  wound  on  another  drum, 
an'  —  " 

"Hold  on  there  !"  cried  Jack.  "You  're  getting 
me  all  twisted.  How  many  drums  are  there 
now  ?" 

"Only  four  —  one  to  move  the  carriage  back  an' 
for'ard,  one  to  hoist  an'  lower  the  skip,  one  for 
the  dumpin'-rope  that  "s  fastened  to  one  end  o' 
the  skip,  an'  a  little  feller  that  puts  in  a  bit  of 
extra  pull  on  the  dumpin'-rope  an'  tips  the  skip, 
dumpin'  the  load.    Ain't  that  simple?" 

"Yes,  I  guess  that  's  clear  enough,"  agreed 
Jack.     "I  think  I  know  about  cableways  now." 

"Oh.  do  ye?"  exclaimed  Doyle.  "Well,  I  have 
n't  told  ye  about  the  most  important  part  yet.  Ye 
see,  a  cableway  has  to  run  acrost  a  purty  big  span 
sometimes.  This  span  down  on  the  Rio  Pinto 
was  only  850  feet,  but  they  do  run  up  to  2000 
feet  an'  over.  With  a  long  span,  the  hoistin'-  an' 
dumpin'-ropes  might  sag  so  much  that  they  d 
weigh  heavier  than  the  skip,  an'  then  you  could 
n't  lower  the  skip  at  all.  So  they  have  hangers, 
for  holding  up  the  ropes,  all  along  the  cableway ; 
they  call  'em  fall-rope  carriers.  A  lot  of  these 
carriers  set  on  a  'horn'  that  sticks  out  from  the 
hind  end  o'  the  carriage.  The  carriers  are  all 
threaded  on  a  rope  above  the  main  cable,  but 
the  eyes  the  rope  is  threaded  through  are  not  all 
the  same  size.  The  one  nearest  the  carriage  has 
the  biggest  eye,  an'  the  next  is  a  shade  smaller,  an' 
so  on.  Now,  on  this  rope  there  are  buttons  of 
different  sizes  to  match  the  eyes  on  the  carriers. 
When  the  carriage  runs  out  from  the  head-tower, 
pretty  soon  it  comes  to  one  of  them  buttons  that 
passes  through  all  the  carrier-eyes  except  the  last 
one.  So  the  button  ketches  that  carrier  an'  pulls 
it  off  the  hook.  The  next  button,  a  little  ways 
off,  being  a  little  bigger,  catches  the  next  carrier, 
an'  so  on,  until  the  carriers  have  been  spread 
along  the  whole  cableway.  When  the  carriage 
comes  back,  the  horn  picks  up  the  carriers  one 
by  one." 
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"And  these  carriers  support  the  ropes?"  asked 
Jack. 

"That  's  the  idea !  The  cable  an'  the  ropes 
pass  through  the  carrier,"  went  on  Doyle.  "When 
it  slips  off  the  horn,  it  rests  on  the  button-rope, 
an'  the  lower  part  of  the  carrier  has  three  long 
slots  with  a  sheave  at  the  bottom  of  each  slot 
for  the  conveyin'-,  hoistin'-,  an'  dumpin'-cables  to 
run  on." 

Jim  Doyle  stopped  as  though  he  were 
all  through  talking. 

"Go  on,"  urged  Jack.  "I  want  the 
story." 

"Oh,  yes !  As  I  was  sayin',"  he  be- 
gan again,  "when  I  got  to  the  Rio 
Pinto,  the  engineer  was  down  w-ith  a 
fever  an'  they  needed  some  one  to 
work  the  cableway  engine.  Well,  I 
chucked  a  bluff  that  I  'd  been  an  engi- 
neer once  an'  could  take  charge  of  that 
engine.  Of  course  I  had  never  han- 
dled a  cableway  engine  liefore;  but  en- 
gines is  pretty  much  alike,  an'  I  soon 
got  the  hang  of  this  machine.  So  I  got 
the  job  of  tendin"  the  cableway,  and  Al. 
being  a  bright  feller,  if  he  z(i<as  a 
heathen,  was  my  helper. 

"At  first  they  would  n't  let  the  men 
ride  acrost  on  the  cableway,  not  trustin' 
me  an'  fearin'  I  might  make  a  mistake 
an'  dump  'em  into  the  river ;  but  after 
I  had  been  at  it  a  week  an'  they  found 
out  how  careful  I  was,  they  let  the  men 
go  acrost ;  but  they  always  had  a  white 
man  in  the  skip  to  see  that  them  furrin 
fellers  did  n't  lose  their  heads. 

"Things  went  along  all  right  without 
a  hitch  for  two  weeks.  Then  some- 
thin'  happened.  It  all  come  o'  tryin' 
some  o'  the  native  liquor:  I  don't  know 
what  they  put  in  it.  but  it  's  the  worst 
stuff  ye  ever  tasted.  I  'd  never  'a" 
thought  o'  drinkin'  it  if  there  was  any- 
thing else  to  be  had ;  but  I  took  some 
that  afternoon.  It  went  to  me  head,  all 
right,  but  I  thought  I  could  stick  it  out 
till  night.  Well,  the  whistle  blew,  an' 
I  begun  takin'  the  men  acrost.  Things  went  all 
right  until  it  come  to  the  last  load.'  It  was  dark  by 
that  time.  You  know  down  in  the  tropics,  when  the 
sun  sets,  there  is  n't  any  twilight— it  gets  dark 
right  away.  Well,  I  got  the  signal  to  haul  the  load 
over,  an'  I  got  'em  started.  I  could  just  make  'em 
out  in  the  dark.  Then  somethin'  queer  come  over 
me.  I  thought  I  saw  the  signal  to  lower,  an'  I  paid 
out  the  hoistin'-rope.  They  was  right  in  the 
middle  of  the  river.     The  chief  engineer  himself 


was  on  that  skip.  I  heard  him  shout  somethin' 
to  the  men.  He  was  tellin'  'em  to  hold  on  to  the 
chains,  because  the  skip  might  tip  over  when  it 
hit  the  water ;  at  the  same  time  he  took  out  his 
pocket-han'kercher'  an'  waved  the  signal  to  hoist. 
I  was  too  fuddled  to  know  what  I  was  doin',  an' 
I  pulled  the  dumpin'-lever.  Al  came  runnin'  up 
just  then ;  he  knew  what  was  the  trouI)le  with 
me,  an'  pnshin'  me  out  o'  the  way,  he  jammed 


THEN    SOMETHIN 


CAUGHT    MY    EYE    OUT    l.\'     IHE    KIVEK. 
(SEE    NEXT   PAGE.) 


the  levers  back  again.  He  was  too  late,  though; 
the  skip  had  dumped  just  as  it  struck  the  water, 
an'  it  turned  clean  over,  leavin'  the  men  hangin' 
to  the  chains  like  wasps.  Al  hoisted  them  up 
clear  of  the  river  an'  then  hauled  them  over  to 
shore. 

"But  one  young  feller,  a  Portuguee,  had  n't 
been  quick  enough  to  catch  the  chains  an'  was 
carried  oft'  down-stream,  yellin'  fer  help.  No- 
body thought  he  could  keep  alive  a  minute  in  that 
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boilin'  water,  but  he  kept  hollerin'  away.  I  ain't 
got  a  clear  notion  of  just  what  happened,  but  I 
remember  hollerin'  back  to  him  that  I  was  comin', 
an'  I  run  down  the  river.  I  was  in  no  fit  condi- 
tion to  run,  an'  first  thing  I  knew.  I  had  fallen 
into  the  river  meself  an'  was  swept  off  me  feet. 
That  sobered  me;  but  before  I  could  get  out,  I 
ran  my  head  plumb  agin'  a  rock.'' 

Jim  paused  and  stared  vacantly  into  space. 

"Don't  stop!"  urged  Jack,  impatiently. 

"Oh  yes !  When  I  come  to,"  Jim  continued, 
"I  could  n't  imagine  what  had  happened.  There 
was  a  big  fire  acrost  the  river,  an'  a  gang  of  men 
dancin'  around  it,  an'  playin'  leap-frog,  an'  squat- 
tag,  an'  all  such  fool  stunts.  One  feller  was 
playin'  a  tune  on  a  banjo,  an'  another  was  dancin' 
a  jig.  I  could  n't  make  it  out  at  all !  They  looked 
like  imps  in  the  red  light  o'  that  fire.  I  saw  Al 
among  'em  an'  a  lot  of  the  rest  of  the  fellers. 
Then  somethin'  caught  my  eye  out  in  the  river. 
It  was  a  head  stickin'  out  of  the  water.  Yes,  sir, 
it  was  the  Portuguee !  He  was  holdin'  on  to 
somethin'  out  there  in  the  river,  but  the  water 
was  up  to  his  neck  an'  doing  its  best  to  carry  him 
oft'.  I  found  out  afterward  that  he  'd  happened 
to  run  astraddle  of  a  hidden  rock,  an'  he  hitched 
fast  to  it.  He  was  all  right  if  he  could  only  keep 
hold  o'  the  rock. 

"It  was  Al  as  had  found  him,  an'  he  buih  a 
fire,  first  on  my  side  o'  the  river  just  to  hearten 
up  the  lad,  an'  then,  because  the  Portuguee  was 
nearer  the  other  side,  he  got  a  gang  of  men  to 
run  up-stream  an'  around  over  the  bridge  to  the 
other  side.  Then  he  got  up  a  sort  o'  vorderville 
show  to  take  the  lad's  mind  oft'  himself  an'  keep 
up  his  nerve.  There  w^a'n't  no  chance  of  savin' 
him  that  night.  The  best  they  could  do  was  to 
keep  up  his  courage  till  mornin'.  All  night  long 
the  men  kept  up  their  pranks,  jokin'  with  the 
Portuguee  an'  tryin'  to  make  him  laugh.  I  can 
never  forget  his  face  lit  up  by  the  glow  o'  the 
fire,  the  angry  river  beatin'  against  him  an'  tryin' 
to  wrench  him  from  the  rock.  It  's  good  the  wa- 
ter was  warm.  He  could  n't  have  held  on  an  hour 
in  cold  water,  like  Thunder  River,  even  in  sum- 
mer-time. I  just  set  there  an'  watched  him  for 
hours." 

"Why  did  n't  you  go  over  to  the  other  side?" 
asked  Jack. 

"Well,  as  matter  o'  fact,"  replied  Doyle,  "I 
thought  it  would  be  healthier  for  me  to  stay  on 
me  own  side  o'  the  river.  So  I  just  set  there, 
an'  set  there,  watching  that  face  in  the  water. 
An'  I  was  bein'  cured  o'  drink.  Yes,  sir;  I  ain't 
ashamed  to  say  it.  I  vowed,  if  he  ever  come  off 
alive,  I  would  never  touch  another  drop  o'  liquor. 
But  I  could  n't  figure  how  in  the  world  they  was 


ever  going  to  get  him  to  shore,  even  after  the 
night  was  over. 

"That  night  was  the  longest  night  on  record. 
The  minutes  was  hours,  an'  the  hours  was 
months,  while  the  Portuguee  clung  there  with 
only  his  head  out  o'  the  water,  an'  the  fellers 
on  the  bank  kept  the  fires  an'  their  stunts  goin'. 

"A  little  while  before  sunrise  I  stole  back  to 
camp  to  see  what  was  doin'.  As  I  crep'  around 
a  rock,  I  saw  they  had  another  fire  there  an'  a 
gang  of  men  was  workin'  at  somethin'.  Pretty 
soon  I  made  out  they  was  buildin'  a  scow.  '-\  fine 
chance  there  is  o'  sailin'  this  river  in  that  scow,' 
I  said  to  meself. 

"All  of  a  sudden  the  sun  rose,  an'  it  was  day 
before  ye  knew  it.  I  looked  down  the  river,  an' 
there  was  the  Portuguee  still  holdin'  fast.  One 
look  at  that  mad  river  an'  I  knew  that  no  scow 
would  stand  a  ghost  of  a  show;  but  I  said  to  me- 
self if  any  one  had  to  risk  his  life,  I  was  the 
man,  seein'  I  made  the  trouble  in  the  first  place. 
Mr.  Carter,  the  chief  engineer,  was  there  over- 
seein'  the  work.  I  run  up  to  him  an'  I  says,  'If 
anybody  is  going  in  that  boat,  I  am  !'  As  soon 
as  they  seen  me,  they  all  made  a  rush  for  me,  an' 
they  'd  'a'  tore  me  to  pieces  in  no  time  if  Mr. 
Carter  had  n't  druv  'em  oft'.  T  dunno  what  your 
plan  is,'  I  says  to  him,  'but  I  want  to  be  in  on  it, 
no  matter  how  dangerous  the  job.' 

"  'Good,'  he  says,  'I  '11  take  ye  for  the  first  vol- 
unteer.   Jump  into  that  boat.' 

"An'  then  there  was  a  wild  stampede,  an'  the 
whole  crowd  rushed  for'ard  again.  At  first  I 
thought  they  was  comin'  for  me.  but,  would  ye 
believe  it,  they  was  all  volunteerin',  an'  Mr.  Car- 
ter had  to  drive  'em  back  with  a  pick-handle. 

"  'I  only  need  two  more  men,'  he  says.  'No 
quarrelin'  now!     Time  is  precious.' 

"Al  come  pushin'  up  just  then,  and  said  he 
must  be  one  o'  them,  an'  the  Portuguee's  brother 
would  n't  listen  to  stayin'  behind.  Then  Mr. 
Douglass,  the  assistant  engineer,  said  there  must 
be  at  least  two  white  men  in  the  boat,  an'  he  'd 
go  along,  while  Mr.  Carter  tended  the  cableway 
engine  —  " 

"The  cableway  engine?"  queried  Jack. 

"Yes,"  e.xplained  Doyle ;  "the  scheme  was  to 
carry  the  scow  out  to  the  middle  of  the  river  on 
the  cableway  an'  lower  it  into  the  water.  At 
the  stern  of  the  boat  there  was  two  lines,  one 
from  each  corner,  fastened  to  the  conveyin'-rope 
o'  the  cableway.  Al  had  to  tend  one  of  them 
lines,  an'  I  tended  the  other.  Mr.  Douglass  stood 
at  the  bow  watching  for  boulders,  an'  tellin'  us 
to  let  out  on  this  line  an'  then  on  that.  .\n'  then 
he  would  signal  to  Mr.  Carter  to  haul  us  to  the 
right  or  to  the  left  a  bit,  so  as  to  get  around 
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this  rock  or  that  one.  It  was  ticklish  navigatin', 
I  can  tell  yer  !  We  had  to  go  a  good  ways  down- 
stream an'  there  was  danger  o'  being  swamped 
any  minute.  The  waves  looked  pretty  big  out 
there.     Twice   we  nearly  went  over.     The  last 


"When  we  got  back  to  land.  I  went  straight  to 
the  boss  an'  give  up  my  job. 

"  'We  need  you,  though.'  he  says,  "an'  after 
this  lesson  I  think  you  '11  be  keepin'  straight.' 

■■  'I  ain't  going  to  touch  another  drop  of  liquor,' 


■WE    SWUNG    AROUND    AGAlX^l     .\    bllLLVI.X       KOCK. 


time  was  just  as  we  reached  the  shipwrecked  lad 
—an'  his  brother  was  trying  to  haul  him  into  the 
scow.  Al  got  so  excited  he  dropped  his  line,  an' 
we  swung  around  against  a  shelvin'  rock.  But  I 
stepped  on  the  rope  before  much  of  it  had  paid 
out,  an'  Al  soon  pulled  us  around  straight  again. 
"Well,  we  got  the  boy  into  the  scow  all  right, 
but  it  come  near  being  too  late.  He  fainted  dead 
away.  His  brother  worked  over  him  while  the 
rest  of  us  navigated  the  boat  over  to  shore.  But 
the  poor  chap  did  n't  come  to  for  over  an  hour. 


I  said,  "but  I  don't  expect  you  to  believe  it ;  an' 
as  long  as  I  'm  here  you  '11  be  afraid  o'  me.  You 
can  use  Al ;  he  knows  as  much  about  this  engine 
as  I  do.' 

"So  I  packed  out  of  there  that  very  day  an' 
took  ship  back  to  New  York." 

"And  have  n't  you  touched  a  drop  since  then  ?" 
asked  Jack. 

"Never  a  drop,"  declared  Jim  Doyle,  proudly. 
"I  see  that  face  out  in  the  water,  an'  I  just  lose 
all  heart  fer  the  stuff." 


AT  A  POSTAGE-STAMP  SHOW 

BY  M.  E.  BUHLER 

Behold  the  passports  of  a  speech 

That  binds  all  nations  into  one, 
From  where  the  arctic  headlands  reach. 

To  jungles  of  the  southern  sun! 


On  these,  all  history  prints  its  page; 

And  as  the  empires  fall  and  rise, 
The  record  of  each  changing  age 

Is  graven  in  a  hundred  dyes. 

Here  some  new  government  has  birth: 
And  here  is  lost  some  glorious  cause; 

And  from  the  utmost  ends  of  earth 
Are  gathered  customs,  legends,  laws  ! 


They  come  from  lands  of  fire  and  snow, 
And  islands  of  the  farthest  sea; 

Like  wind-swept  autumn  leaves  that  blow 
About  the  earth  continually. 

And  as  time  gathers  into  sheaves 
The  ripened  years,  like  golden  grain 

Beneath  the  drift  of  falling  leaves, 
The  steadfast  nations  yet  remain. 


Once  a  rat  ate  my  hai- 

That  is  ri^ht? 
Heard  him  gnavv  my  best  straw 

One  "whoJe  night  . 

jib 

Thoui^t  tv/as  some  burajstr  come. 

^5uchascare!    ,     ^. 
Ma  and  I  thouOhl  we  d  die 
?f  )M  Then   a^d  there . 


My  best  hat  -  thinK  of  that  !- 

.       Used  for  food  I 
Kim  and  ^crovvn  all  v/ent  down. 
Bet  twas  oood  i 

"When    fwas  day,  nia  said  J^&y. 

'  Xwas  a  red  I 
Just  come  here .  Dear, dear.dear,- 
Your  best  hat .'  " 


re  it  -vv^as  -  ribbons,^raws. 

All  in  bits  ! 
e  that  hat  gives  that  rat 

Pifty  fits  ! 


JS2 


^^1 


J^' 


THE  WATCH  TOWER 

BY   S.   E.   FORMAN 

Author  of  "Advanced  Civics,"  "A  History  of  the  United  States,"  etc. 


CONGRESS  PREPARING  FOR  ACTION 

Last  month  the  attention  of  our  readers  was 
called  to  the  heavy  work  which  lies  before  Con- 
gress this  winter.  During  December  and  Janu- 
ary it  spent  most  of  the  time  in  preparation  for 
this  work.  The  introduction  of  bills  began  as 
soon  as  the  session  opened,  and,  within  a  few 
days,  more  than  three  thousand  measures  were 
introduced.  Bills  are  introduced  by  individual 
members,  very  often  at  the  request  of  an  out- 
sider ;  and  the  member  may  be  opposed  to  the 
very  bill  which  he  introduces.  For  it  is  no  trou- 
ble to  introduce  a  bill.  In  the  House  of  Repre- 
sentatives a  member  does  this  simply  by  dropping 
it  into  a  receptacle,  called  the  "hopper,"  because 
it  is  the  place  where  a  bill  starts  on  its  long 
journey  through  the  legislative  mill,  a  journey 
that  does  not  end  until  it  has  passed  through 
both  houses  of  Congress  and  has  been  signed  by 
the  President.  It  then  becomes  a  laiv.  But  all 
the  bills  that  are  dropped  into  the  hopper  do  not 
pass  entirely  through  the  mill;  thousands  of  them 
proceed  a  little  way  and  are  then  lost.  Bills  are 
taken  from  the  hopper  and  distributed,  each  find- 
ing its  way  to  its  appropriate  committee. 

It  is  in  the  committee-rooms  that  most  of  the 
serious  work  of  Congress  is  done.  There  are 
more  than  fifty  House  committees,  and  more  than 
seventy  Senate  committees.  A  member  of  the 
House  of  Representatives  usually  serves  on  two 
or  three ;  a  senator  serves  on  seven  or  eight.  So 
when  a  visitor  to  the  halls  of  Congress  finds  only 
a  handful  of  members  in  their  seats,  he  should 
not  think  that  our  legislators  are  remiss  in 
their  duties,  for  the  absentees  are  scattered  about 
in  the  committee-rooins  of  the  Capitol  and  the 
great  ofiice-buildings,  busily  engaged  in  the  prep- 
aration of  bills.  Among  the  iinportant  commit- 
tees are  those  on  appropriations,  foreign  rela- 
tions, the  currency,  military  affairs,  naval  affairs. 


commerce,  agriculture,  manufactures.  The  most 
important  of  all  is  the  House  Committee  on  Ways 
and  Means,  for  this  is  the  one  which  has  control 
of  bills  for  raising  revenue  to  support  the  Na- 
tional Government.  Some  of  the  committees  con- 
sist of  only  three  or  four  members,  but  many 
of  them  have  more  than  twenty,  and  are,  there- 
fore, bodies  of  very  respectable  size.  They  meet 
in  spacious  and  attractive  rooms,  and  carry  on 
their  work  in  the  presence  of  large  audiences. 
The  work  of  every  committee,  whether  large  or 
small,  is  to  decide  upon  the  bills  that  are  to  be 
presented  on  the  floor  of  Congress.  When  con- 
sidering a  bill,  the  committee  gives  a  hearing  to 
the  public  and  allows  friends  of  the  bill  to  speak 
in  its  favor,  while  opponents  are  allowed  to  speak 
against  it.  At  these  hearings  any  citizen  who 
wishes  to  be  heard  is  allowed  to  speak,  providing 
there  is  suiticient  time  to  hear  him.  And  citizens 
make  good  use  of  this  privilege.  At  every  ses- 
sion of  Congress  thousands  of  men  and  women 
froni  all  parts  of  the  country  visit  Washington 
for  the  purpose  of  appearing  before  the  commit- 
tees of  Congress.  Public  officers  as  well  as  pri- 
vate citizens  appear  before  the  committees.  Mem- 
bers of  the  cabinet,  generals,  admirals,  and  other 
high  officers  go  and  present  their  views.  Some- 
times even  a  member  of  Congress  will  appear 
before  a  committee  of  which  he  is  not  a  member 
and  speak  in  favor  of,  or  against,  some  bill  which 
is  under  consideration.  So  the  committee-room 
is  a  place  where  discussion  is  very  full  and  free 
and  open.  After  the  hearings  have  been  held 
and  the  members  of  the  committee  have  dis- 
cussed the  measure,  a  vote  is  taken;  if  a  majority 
of  the  committee  is  against  it,  it  is  reported  iinfa- 
7'oyably:  that  is,  it  is  "killed  in  committee."  And 
that  is  the  fate  of  many  a  bill,  for  thousands  of  the 
bills  that  go  into  the  hopper  never  get  any  farther 
than  the  committee-room.  If  a  majority  of  the 
coiumittee  believe  that  Congress  ought  to  have 
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an  opportunity  to  vote  upon  a  bill,  it  is  reported 
javorably,  and  is  placed  upon  the  calendar,  which 
is  a  kind  of  catalogue  or  register  of  bills.  What 
happens  to  bills  after  they  reach  the  calendar  is 
a  story  which  need  not  be  told  here,  except  to 
say  that  many  of  them  are  never  heard  of  again. 
So  it  was  in  the  committee-rooms  that  Con- 
gress did  much  of  its  work  during  the  opening 
weeks  of  the  present  session.  The  hearings  be- 
fore the  committee  on  military  affairs  and  the 
committee  on  naval  affairs  were  the  most  impor- 


chief  justice  and  eight  associate  justices,  sits  at 
Washington  and  passes  judgment  upon  all  ques- 
tions of  law  and  of  fact  that  are  appealed  to  it 
and  that  properly  come  before  it.  One  of  its 
most  important  duties  is  to  decide  whether  a  law 
of  Congress  or  of  a  State  legislature  is  in  har- 
mony with  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States 
or  is  contrary  to  it.  When  the  Supreme  Court 
finds  that  a  law  is  in  conflict  with  the  Constitu- 
tion, it  declares  that  law  unconstitutional,  and 
therefore  null  and  void.     For  the  Constitutinn 
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tant.  Both  those  who  are  in  favor  of  a  larger 
army  and  navy  and  those  who  are  opposed  to  the 
policy  of  greater  preparedness  were  well  repre- 
sented, for  in  January  Washington  was  overflow- 
ing with  men  and  women  who  came  to  the  city 
either  to  urge  upon  Congress  the  necessity  of 
providing  for  greater  defense  or  to  persuade  it 
that  such  a  course  is  unnecessary  and  dangerous. 
Week  after  week  the  two  committees  listened  to 
the  views  of  one  prominent  person  after  another, 
but  January  had  passed  before  either  had  taken 
action.  Strong  efforts  were  made  by  the  friends 
of  preparedness  to  speed  up  the  wheels  of  the 
legislative  machinery,  but  without  success.  In 
the  committees  and  also  on  the  floor  of  Congress 
things  moved  along  in  a  provokingly  quiet  and 
leisurely  manner.  Yet,  in  spite  of  this,  every  one 
knew  there  were  lively  times  ahead. 

THE  INCOME  TAX  DECISION 

WinE-AWAKE  Americans  take  a  deep  interest  in 
the  decisions  of  the  Su])rcme  Court  of  the  United 
States.    This  great  tribunal,  which  consists  of  a 


itself  is  the  supreme  law  of  the  land.  \\'hen  a 
law  has  been  declared  unconstitutional,  it  has 
been  blotted  out — it  no  longer  exists.  Xo  one 
can  claim  any  right  under  it,  or  be  punished  for 
disobeying  it.  Since  the  organization  of  our 
National  Government  in  1789,  the  Supreme  Court 
has  pronounced  thirty-three  acts  of  Congress  and 
more  than  two  hundred  State  laws  to  be  uncon- 
stitutional. 

In  January  the  Supreme  Court  rendered  a  most 
important  decision  in  reference  to  the  national 
income  tax.  Several  persons  objected  to  paying 
this  on  the  ground  that  the  law  of  Congresj 
which  imposed  it  was  unconstitutional.  These 
persons  brought  suits  to  test  this  question,  and 
the  cases  were  carried  to  the  Supreme  Court  of 
the  United  States,  which  decided  that  the  income 
tax  law  is  constitutional.  So  those  bringing  the 
suits,  and  all  other  persons  ta.xable  under  the 
law,  will  be  compelled  to  pay  such  taxes. 

This  decision  marks  the  end  of  a  long  strug- 
gle. For  many  years  there  has  been  a  fight  lor 
and  against  a  national  income  tax.  In  1894  Con- 
gress passed  a  law  imposing  such  a  tax,  but  the 
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Supreme  Court  declared  it  unconstitutional.  The 
only  remedy  was  to  pass  an  amendment  to  the 
Constitution  which  would  give  Congress  the 
power  necessary  to  impose  the  tax.  In  1913, 
after  many  years  of  agitation,  this  amendment— 
the  Sixteenth  — was  secured.  Under  the  author- 
ity of  the  new  amendment  Congress  promptly 
passed  the  present  income  tax  law,  the  one  which 
the  Supreme  Court  has  just  decided  to  be  con- 
stitutional. 

The  decision  has  great  importance,  because  it 
removes  from  the  minds  of  members  of  Congress 
all  doubt  as  to  their  power  to  ta.x  great  incomes 
according  to  an  ascending  scale  of  rates — the 
greater  the  income  the  greater  the  rate.  The 
present  law  taxes  incomes  in  this  way,  but,  be- 
fore the  Supreme  Court  had  spoken.  Congress 
was  not  perfectly  sure  that  the  law  was  consti- 
tutional. Now  that  they  are  convinced  of  that 
fact,  they  ar-e  beginning  to  talk  of  raising  the 
rates  on  the  larger  fortunes.  Already  there  are 
proposals  in  Congress  to  tax  incomes  of  more 
than  $1,000,000  at  a  rate  as  high  as  fifty  per  cent. 
Under  the  present  law,  incomes  of  $1,000,000  or 
more  are  taxed  at  a  rate  of  about  seven  per  cent. 
Thus  it  may  turn  out  that  the  decision  will  be 
followed  by  a  law  which  will  greatly  increase  the 
tax  bills  of  those  who  have  enormous  wealth. 


IN  THE  WORLD  OF  LABOR 

The  new  year  began  with  great  activity  in  the 
world  of  labor.  .'\11  over  the  country  working- 
men  were  asking  for  higher  wages  or  for  shorter 
hours,  and  in  numerous  instances  they  were  get- 
ting what  they  asked  for.  In  no  case  was  there 
a  reduction  of  wages,  but  in  hundreds  of  cases 
there  was  an  increase.  It  is  estimated  that  in 
December  and  January  more  than  1,000,000  work- 
ers received  the  benefit  of  an  increase  in  earn- 
ings. 

The  most  significant  fact  in  the  labor  world 
at  present  is  the  demand  of  the  workingmen  for 
shorter  hours.  To  employers,  a  demand  for 
shorter  hours  means  the  same  thing  as  a  demand 
for  higher  wages.  If  an  employer  has  in  his 
shops  forty  mechanics  working  on  the  ten-hour 
plan  at  four  dollars  a  day,  his  daily  pay-roll  is 
$160.  If  he  changes  to  the  eight-hour  day,  he 
must  employ  fifty  men  in  order  to  get  the  same 
amount  of  work  done.  And  he  must  pay  these 
fifty  men  four  dollars  a  day,  for  it  is  not  pro- 
posed by  the  workingmen  that  the  reduction  in 
hours  shall  be  accompanied  by  a  reduction  in 
wages.  With  the  shorter  hours,  therefore,  the 
daily  pay-roll  of  this  employer  would  jump  from 
$160  to  $200,  an  increase  of  twenty-five  per  cent. 


Roughly  speaking,  this  is  what  a  change  from  the 
ten-hour  to  the  eight-hour  plan  means. 

In  January  there  was  set  on  foot  the  most 
far-reaching  demand  for  an  eight-hour  day  that 
has  ever  been  made  in  the  United  States.  The 
leaders  of  the  four  big  railroad-unions  announced 
that  the  engineers,  firemen,  conductors,  and  train- 
men on  all  the  railroads  of  the  country  would  be 
asked  to  vote  upon  the  question  as  to  whether 
or  not  they  should  make  such  a  demand.  At  the 
end  of  the  month  the  railroad  men  were  voting 
upon  this  question,  and  the  balloting  showed  that 
the  sentiment  was  overwhelmingly  in  its  favor. 
If  the  employers  agree  to  this,  the  working-day 
of  nearly  400,000  trainmen  will  be  changed  from 
ten  hours  to  eight.  The  total  sum  paid  annually 
to  these  400,000  men  is  now  about  $400,000,000. 
If  their  demand  is  granted,  the  railroads  will 
have  to  pay  about  $500,000,000  for  the  same  ser- 
vice. That  is  to  say,  about  $100,000,000  more 
than  they  are  now  paying.  How  will  the  railroads 
meet  this  extra  expense?  It  can  only  be  done  in 
one  of  four  ways:  they  can  reduce  the  wages  of 
the  men  outside  of  the  train  service— about 
1,400,000  in  nimiber;  they  can  pay  the  stock- 
holders of  the  railroads  a  lower  rate;  they  can 
spend  less  money  for  maintaining  and  improv- 
ing the  railroads ;  or  they  can  charge  higher 
rates  for  freight  and  passengers.  In  the  past,  the 
railroads  have  met  extra  expenses  by  the  last 
method— they  have  charged  higher  rates.  The 
shippers  and  travelers  of  the  country  have  re- 
cently been  called  upon  to  meet  one  increase  in 
rates.  Are  they  to  be  called  upon  presently  to 
meet  another?  This  doubtless  is  the  question  the 
country  will  have  to  face  if  the  trainmen  are 
granted  the  eight-hour  day. 

THE  GREAT  WAR 

During  January  the  reports  telling  of  the  prog- 
ress of  the  Great  War  read  very  much  as  they 
have  been  reading  for  many  months  past.  From 
Flanders  and  France,  where  about  3,000,000  Bel- 
gians, British,  and  French  face  about  1,500,000 
Germans,  there  came  accounts  of  slight  advances 
made  now  by  one  side  and  now  by  the  other,  but 
at  the  end  of  the  month  the  deadlock  was  un- 
broken. This  remarkable  deadlock— and  surely 
the  thing  is  well  named,  for  it  has  been  fraught 
with  the  death  of  untold  numbers  — has  existed 
for  nearly  a  year.  The  long  line  of  five  hundred 
miles,  which  marked  the  western  front  of  battle 
at  the  beginning  of  1916,  was  practically  coinci- 
dent with  the  line  which  marked  that  front  at 
the  beginning  of  1915.  In  the  east  it  was  much 
the   same.      There   the   Russians   were   pressing 
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upon  the  Teutons,  but  pressing  them  so  lightly 
and  slowly  as  not  to  cause  them  much  alarm. 
Looking  over  the  entire  field  of  the  war  at  the 
beginning  of  February,  one  could  sum  up  the 
situation  very  well  by  saying  that  the  Allies  had 
the  Teutons  fully  licnimcd  in.  and  that' the  Teu- 
tons had  the  Allies  fully  hemmed  out.  But  one 
thing  was  taking  place  that  seemed  to  have  real 
significance,  and  a  .significance  that  did  not  bode 
well  for  the  Allies :  the  Teutons  were  becoming 
the  masters  of  new  territory  and  bringing  new 
peoples  under  their  dominion.  In  January  the)' 
brought  Montenegro  under  their  power,  and  they 
forced  Albania  to  give  up  her  resistance.  Three 
independent  kingdoms,  —  Bel- 
gium, Serbia,  and  Montene- 
gro,— and  one  principality, 
Albania,,  are  the  fruits  of 
conquest  which  eighteen 
months  of  fighting  have 
brought  to  the  Teutons. 

Among  the  very  important 
war  events  of  the  month  was 
one  which  occurred  not  on  the 
field  of  battle  but  in  a  law- 
making body.  On  January 
27th  the  English  Parliament 
passed  the  Military  Service 
law.  This  law  provides  for 
the  compulsory  service  of 
practically  all  subjects  of 
Great  Britain  who  are  unmar- 
ried and  are  fit  for  military 
duty.  Heretofore,  the  ranks 
of  the  British  army  have  been 
filled  by  men  who  have  come 
forward  and  ottered  their  ser- 
vices of  their  own  free  will. 
War  progressed  and  the  need  for  soldiers  became 
greater  and  greater,  it  was  found  that  many  able- 
bodied  men  would  not  offer  their  services  ("slack- 
ers" they  are  called),  although  they  were  the  very 
kind  of  men  the  country  needed.  It  was  to  reach 
these  "slackers"  that  the  Military  Service  law  was 
passed.  Any  man  now  lial)le  under  the  law  to  per- 
form military  duty  will  be  summoned  to  the  ranks, 
and  if  he  does  not  respond  to  the  summons,  he 
will  be  regarded  as  a  deserter  and  will  be  punished 
as  such.  There  was  strong  opposition  to  the  law 
while  it  was  on  its  way  through  Parliament,  and 
it  was  seriously  denounced  by  large  nunilicrs  of 
working-men.  But  now  that  it  has  passed,  it 
seems  that  it  will  be  upheld  quite  generally  l)y 
the  British  public.  The  leaders  in  government 
affairs  believe  that  the  new  law  will  enable  Great 
Britain  to  throw  the  whole  force  of  the  nation 
against   the  enemy.      In   adopting  the   policy  of 


compulsory  service  Great  Britain  has  only  fol- 
lowed the  example  set  by  most  of  the  nations  of 
the  world.  Germany,  Austria,  France,  Russia, 
Italy,  all  have  compulsory  military  service.  Un- 
der this  compulsory  plan  the  soldier  does  not 
go  to  war;  he  is  sent  to  war. 

GOOD  ROADS  AND  BAD  ROADS 

Men  who  are  not  yet  very  old  can  remember 
when  the  United  States  was  a  country  of  bad 
roads.  Twenty-five  years  ago  it  was  only  in  the 
neighborhood  of  towns  and  cities  that  the  roads 
were  good.    With  the  coming  of  the  bicycle,  how- 


But  as  the  Great 
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ever,  our  roads,  in  about  i8go,  began  slowly  to 
improve,  and  with  the  coming  of  the  automobile 
a  few  years  later  they  began  to  improve  very 
rapidly.  The  movement  for  better  roads  has 
gained  strength  year  by  year,  and  to-day  the  time 
does  not  seem  to  be  far  distant  when  the  United 
States  will  be  a  country  of  good  roads. 

But  an  enormous  amount  of  work  will  have  to 
be  done,  and  a  vast  sum  of  money  will  have  to 
be  spent,  before  our  roads  will  be  as  good  as  they 
ought  to  be,  or  as  good  as  the  roads  of  most 
European  countries  actually  are.  There  are  in 
this  country  nearly  2.500,000  miles  of  public 
roads.  Of  this  total,  about  250.000  miles  con- 
sists of  im])roved,  surfaced  roads.  So,  for  every 
mile  of  good  roads  we  have  eight  or  nine  miles 
of  bad  ones.  In  some  of  the  States  the  propor- 
tion of  improved  roads  is  much  greater  than  this. 
In  Massachusetts  more  than  half,  and  in  Indiana 
nearly   half,   of   the   public   roads   are   sin-faced. 
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Since  one  mile  of  good  macadam  road  costs  any- 
where from  $3,000  to  $10,000,  it  will  require  bil- 
lions of  dollars  to  put  all  our  roads  in  good 
condition.  Yet,  costly  as  good  roads  are,  the 
people  are  meeting  the  expense  in  a  free-handed 
manner,  and  are  spending  each  year  more  than 
$250,000,000   on    roads.      This    is    about    half   as 


visits  the  locality  and  supervises  the  construction 
of  a  short  stretch— a  few  hundred  yards  or  a 
few  miles— of  road  built  in  a  manner  that  best 
suits  the  needs  of  the  community.  This  serves 
as  an  object-lesson  for  the  local  road-builders. 
In  the  building  of  these  object-lesson  roads  the 
Office  furnishes  the  engineer,  but  the  local  com- 
munity furnishes  all  mate- 
rials, labor,  and  supplies. 

While  Uncle  Sam  is  al- 
ready doing  a  great  deal  for 
road  improvement,  many 
believe  that  he  is  not  doing 
enough  — that  the  National 
Government  should  furnish 
money  not  only  for  the  su- 
pervision of  road-building, 
but  also  for  the  actual  con- 
struction. Accordingly,  in 
January,  the  House  of  Rep- 
resentatives voted  in  fa- 
vor of  a  bill  appropria- 
ting $25,000,000   for  roads. 


GOING    TO    SCHOOL  OVER    A 
BAD    RO.^D. 

much  as  is  spent  for  public 
schools,  but  it  is  money  well 
spent,  for  good  roads  are 
among  the  most  valuable 
assets  of  a  nation. 

In  the  work  of  road  im- 
provement Uncle  Sam  is 
lending  a  helping  hand.  For 
more  than  twenty  years  there 
has  been  maintained  in  the 
Department  of  Agriculture 
an  Office  of  Public  Road"- 
In  this  Office  there  are  al 
together  about  three  hun- 
dred persons,  among  whom 

are  many  engineers  and  road  experts,  working  in 
the  interest  of  good  roads.  For  the  support  of  the 
Office,  Congress  appropriates  about  $500,000  annu- 
ally. The  work  of  the  Office  is  almost  entirely 
educational  in  character.  Men  are  sent  out  not  to 
build  roads,  but  to  show  others  how  to  build  them. 
Any  community  in  any  State  desiring  instruction 
in  the  art  of  road-building  may,  upon  request,  se- 
cure from  the  OtTice  of  Public  Roads  the  ser- 
vices of  an  expert  road  engineer.     The  expert 
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the  money  to  be  distributed  to  the  States  ac- 
cording to  population.  If  this  bill  meets  with 
the  approval  of  the  Senate  and  becomes  a  law, 
there  will  be  in  every  State  an  activity  in  road 
improvement  such  as  the  country  has  never  seen, 
for  the  appropriation  will  enable  Uncle  Sam  to 
do  fifty  times  as  much  for  the  roads  as  he  has 
done  hitherto  by  maintaining  the  Office  of  Public 
Roads.  Will  the  Senate  give  its  approval  to 
the  bill? 
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THE    BIRDS     TIME-TABLE 

When  we  consider  the  great  distances  some  birds 
travel  and  the  dangers  they  encounter  by  the 
way,  it  is  remarkable  that  they  usually  arrive  on 
time. 

That  the  daily  trips  to  and  from  the  roost 
should  be  made  regularly  is  not  surprising.  The 
birds  have  only  a  short  way  to  go,  and  they  leave 
soon  after  daybreak  and  return  just  before  dark. 
But  when,  year  after  year,  the  bobolink,  the  Balti- 
more oriole,  the  midget  humming-bird,  many  war- 
blers, and  other  birds  arrive  from  journeys  thou- 
sands of  miles  in  length  on  exactly  or  nearly  the 
same  day,  we  ask  how  they  can  possibly  be  so 
prompt. 

In  order  to  answer  this  question  we  must  know 
something  about  the  birds'  time-table.  Any  one 
who  has  studied  the  birds  about  his  home  for 
many  years  can  make  a  time-table  giving  the 
dates  of  arrival  and  departure  of  all  the  migra- 
tory birds  which  visit  him. 

In  this  time-table  we  shall  notice  that  the  early 
birds  — those   which   come   in    March — are   much 


less  prompt  than  the  later  ones — those  which 
come  in  May.  This  is  because  the  weather  of 
March  is  so  much  more  uncertain  than  that  of 
May.  In  some  j-ears,  near  New  York  City,  snow 
covers  the  ground  and  the  ponds  are  frozen  almost 
until  April.  In  others,  the  snow  melts  and  the  ice 
disappears  before  the  middle  of  March.  But  by 
May  I,  the  weather  is  more  settled.  The  first 
week  in  May  of  one  year  is  much  like  the 
first  week  in  May  of  another  year. 

So  it  follows  that  the  exact  time  of  the  arrival 
of  the  birds  is  more  or  less  dependent  on  the  wea- 
ther. It  is  not  the  weather  which  induces  them 
to  come.  \\'hat  can  the  Baltimore  oriole  in  Cen- 
tral America  know  about  the  weather  near  New 
York  City?  Not  a  thing.  He  leaves  Central 
America  without  regard  to  the  weather  there  or 
any  other  place.  But  his  journey  may  be  delayed 
by  bad  weather  or  hastened  by  favorable  weather. 
If,  therefore,  he  finds  the  weather  of  one  year 
much  like  that  of  another  year,  he  is  apt  to  reach 
the  same  place  at  about  the  same  time  year  after 
year.  Sometimes,  encouraged  by  an  unusually 
mild  period,  birds  come  so  far  ahead  of  their 
usual  time  that  they  are  trapped  by  the  sudden 
return  of  cold  weather.  Then,  if  they  do  not  re- 
treat, they  may  suffer  for  lack  of  food. 

I  have  seen  geese  on  the  coast  of  Texas  mi- 
grating northward  in  large  numbers,  urged  on- 
ward by  a  warm  wave.    The  next  day,  to  my  sur- 
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prise,  they  all  came  flying  back.  But  the  day 
following  that,  a  severe  "norther"  suddenly  ar- 
rived. The  geese  had  evidently  encountered  this 
storm  and  were  driven  back  by  it.  Observations 
of  this  kind  lead  us  to  believe  that  birds  are  not 
such  good  weather  prophets  as  they  are  com- 
monly supposed  to  be.  "--~^__^ 

The  first  birds  to  come  in  the  spring  are,  gen- 
erally speaking,  the  last  ones  to  leave  in  the  fall. 
In  early  March  w-e  look  for  robins,  grackles,  and 
red-winged  blackbirds,  and  there  will  be  addi- 
tions to  the  ranks  of  the  song-sparrows  and  blue- 
birds that  have  passed  the  winter  here.  These 
birds  will  remain  until  November  or  even  early 
December. 

When  the  frost  leaves  the  ground  so  that  the 
woodcock  may  probe  for  his  favorite  fare  of 
earthworms,  this  great-eyed  snipe  of  the  woods 
will  appear :  and  he  may  stay  with  us  until  frost 
seals  his  hunting-ground. 

Almost  as  soon  as  the  ponds,  lakes,  and  rivers 
open,  ducks  will  be  seen  upon  them.  In  the  fall 
many  ducks  remain  until  they  are  actually  "frozen 
out"  by  the  ice,  which  forces  them  to  go  farther 
south. 

THE    birds'    procession 

Now  none  of  the  birds  I  have  mentioned  makes 
a  very  long  journey.     Robins,  grackles.  redwings. 


thousand  miles  separate  the  advance-guard  and 
rear-guard.  Between  them  are  untold  myriads 
of  migrant  flycatchers,  warblers,  vireos,  thrushes, 
and  other  birds.     Some  are  already  under  way, 


THE    BALTIMORE    ORIOLE. 

and  woodcocks  do  not  leave  the  United  States, 
and  the  greater  number  of  ducks  winter  within 
our  boundaries.  In  fact,  all  these  birds  may  be 
found  as  far  north  as  Virginia. 

They,  therefore,  are  in  the  first  rank  of  the 
vast  army  of  birds  which  begins  its  northward 
march  in  the  early  spring.  They  may  not  start 
any  sooner  than  the  bobolink  in  southern  Brazil, 
but  they  have  so  much  shorter  journeys  to  make 
that  they  get  here  first. 

What  a  marvelous  arniv  it  is  !     Four  or  five 


THE    DUCKS   ARRIVE. 

some  are  waiting  the  call  to  "fall  in,"  but  all  in 
their  proper  season  will  take  up  the  march,  and 
at  their  due  date  reach  their  destination. 

Let  us  take  a  position,  say  near  New  York  City, 
and  watch  this  vast  army  pass.  If  w'e  were  in 
Washington,  we  should  see  it  about  a  week  ear- 
lier :  while  in  Boston  it  would  be  a  week  later. 

It  is  a  joyous  day  when  first  we  hear  the  mar- 
tial music  of  the  grackles  and  redwings  and  the 
cheery  salute  of  the  song-sparrow.  Not  a  bud 
has  broken,  not  a  blade  of  grass  grown.  The  birds 
bring  us  the  earliest  news  that  spring  is  near. 

Soon  we  shall  hear  the  fifing  of  the  meadow- 
lark  and  the  musical  whistle  of  the  fox-sparrow; 
while  those  who  know  its  haunts  may  hear  the 
strange  twilight  song  and  see  the  sky-dance  of 
the  woodcock. 

Late  in  the  month,  when  in  some  warm  place 
gnats  are  floating  in  the  sunlight,  the  phcebe, 
earliest  of  flycatchers,  will  be  there  to  devour 
them.  In  early  April  the  chant  of  the  field-spar- 
row, the  bright,  ringing  notes  of  the  vesper-spar- 
row, and  the  gurgling,  glassy  call  of  the  cowbird 
will  be  added  to  the  music  of  the  feathered  band. 
With  them  will  be  chipping-  and  white-throated 
sparrows,  myrtle-warblers,  tree-swallows,  and 
hermit-thrushes. 

Thus  far  the  army  has  advanced  rank  after 
rank  in  orderly  array.  All  the  birds  in  it  have 
come  from  their  winter  quarters  in  the  southern 
L^nited  States,  but  about  April  15  the  barn-swal- 
low appears.  He  is  the  first  bird  to  reach  us  from 
tropical  America.  Like  an  aerial  scout  he  dashes 
ahead  of  the  slower  columns.    A  little  later  he  is 
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joined  by  the  cliff-  and  bank-swallows.  Then,  if 
we  are  so  fortunate  as  to  have  purple  martins  as 
tenants,  we  may  expect  to  hear  them  chattering 
happily  about  the  houses  we  have  offered  them  as 
homes. 

Some  morning,  about  April  25,  when  we  open 
our  windows  to  the  warm  sun-rays,  the  house- 
wren  will  greet  us  with  his  merry  little  trill.  He 
is  bobbing  in  and  out  of  a  bird-house— perhaps 
the  very  one  he  nested  in  last  year. 

A  catbird  sings  from  the  heart  of  a  lilac-bush, 
while  from  the  topmost  branch  of  some  tall  tree 
the  brown  thrasher,  in  loud,  ringing  notes,  tells  us 
that  he  is  home  again. 

That  evening  we  may  hear  the  twittering  of 
chimney-swifts,  just  back  from  Central  America, 


BOBOLINKS  IN   THEIR    SPUING    DRESS. 

and  see  their  bow-and-arrow-like  forms  sailing 
about  overhead. 

The  army  now  is  moving  rapidly  and  with 
closed  ranks.  Company  after  company  hurries 
by ;  others  stop  to  camp  with  us.  It  is  an  exciting 
time  for  us  on  the  lookout.  Sharp  indeed  are  the 
eyes  and  keen  the  ears  that  see  and  hear  all  that 
is  to  be  seen  and  heard.  Between  May  7  and  12, 
when  the  migration  is  at  its  height,  as  many  as 
140  different  kinds  of  birds  have  been  seen  by  one 
person  on  one  day.  This  was  at  Oberlin,  Ohio, 
a  place  through  which  many  birds  pass.  For  we 
learned  in  the  last  number  of  St.  Nicholas  that 
there  are  certain  lines  of  flight,  or  highways, 
which  are  followed  by  birds  in  their  travels.  On 
the  Atlantic  coast  it  is  rare  to  see  more  than  one 
hundred  dift'erent  kinds  of  birds  in  a  single  day 
during  migration. 

The  first  days  of  May  will  bring  the  rose- 
breasted  grosbeak,  Baltimore  oriole,  and  scarlet 
tanager,  all  famous  color-bearers.  Then  we  may 
look  for  the  great  warbler  cohorts.  These  active 
little  wood-sprites  are  the  most  beautiful  and  the 
most  numerous  of  the  members  of  the  great 
feathered  army.  Over  thirty  different  kinds  and 
an  incalculalilc  number  of  indivitluals  will  march 


by  us.  How  few  people  know  that  every  year  we 
are  visited  by  these  gems  of  bird-life!  Although 
among  the  smallest  members  of  the  army,  as  a 
family  they  make  the  longest  journeys.  The 
greater  number  spend  the  winter  in  the  tropics 
and  the  summer  in  northern  New  England  and 
Canada.  But  in  spite  of  their  size  and  the  great 
distance  they  travel,  they  closely  follow  the  time- 
table. Generally  it  will  tell  us  within  a  day  or 
two  when  to  expect  them. 

The  warblers  form  the  rear-guard  of  the  army. 
After  May  20,  few  migrants  will  arrive,  and  in 
early  June  only  stragglers  will  be  seen. 

From  the  beginning,  if  we  have  watched 
closely,  we  shall  have  noticed  several  things. 
First,  we  shall  have  found  that  the  male  bird 
comes  before  the  female.  Remember  that  all  the 
redwings  in  the  early  March  flocks  had  red  shoul- 
der-marks ;  that  the  grackles  were  all  large  and 
glossy,  that  the  cowbirds  had  brownish  heads  and 
shining  bodies.  When  the  male  and  female  are 
alike  in  color  and  cannot  therefore  be  distin- 
guished, remember  how  often  our  attention  has 
been  drawn  to  a  newly  arrived  bird  by  its  song. 
Since  the  female  rarely  sings,  we  may  safely  say 
that  any  bird  we  hear  singing  is  a  male ;  and  thus 
we  know,  even  when  he  is  colored  like  his  mate, 
that  the  male  is  the  first  to  come. 

With  the  earlier  birds  the  female  does  not  come 
until  a  week  or  ten  days  after  the  male.  The 
male  redwing,  for  example,  returns  to  the  marsh 
in  which  he  and  his  mate  lived  the  j^ear  before, 
and  calls  his  kong-qncr-rcc  many  times  before  she 
hears  him  and  comes  to  choose  a  nesting-place. 

Then  we  shall  also  see  that  while  many  birds 
march  on  to  more  northern  homes,  others  break 
ranks  and  make  their  homes  with  us.     These  the 


B.VKN-,    TREE-,    H.\NK-,    AND    CLIFF-SWALLOWS. 

ornithologist    calls    "summer    residents."    while 
those  that  pass  onward  are  "transient  visitants." 

By  June  i,  the  invading  hosts  have  taken  pos- 
session of  the  country.  Some  have  settled  in  the 
north:  but  from  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  to  the  shores 
of  the  .\rctic  Ocean,  no  place  is  without  some 
members  of  the  great  army. 
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Where  in  the  winter  all  was  silent,  we  now 
hear  the  sweet  voices  of  many  birds.  How  peace- 
ful they  seem  as  they  build  their  nests  and  rear 
their  young !  But  in  truth  they  are  valiant  fight- 
ers ;  for  this  bird  army  has  come  to  protect  us 
from  our  insect  enemies.  All  summer  long  they 
will  carry  on  constant  warfare  against  the  cater- 
pillars, cutworms,  weevils  and  other  harmful  in- 
sects, which,  if  they  were  not  preyed  on  by  birds, 
would  destroy  our  crops. 

RETURNING   TO   THE    WINTER    HOME 

No  sooner  has  the  invasion  ended  than  prepara- 
tions  for   the   retreat   to   winter   quarters   begin. 


roosting-place.     In 
given  their  lessons 


CHIMNKY-^WIKTS. 

We  have  already  seen 
that  in  early  June  the 
grackles  and  robins  drill 
their  families  for  the 
great  journey  by  daily 
trips  to  and  from  the 
July  the  young  swallows  are 
;  and  late  in  that  month  the 
bobolink  actually  begins  his  southern  migration. 
By  August  20  the  retreat  is  well  under  way,  and 
from  that  time  until  September  30  our  woods  are 
again  thronged  with  traveling  warblers,  vireos, 
fly-catchers  and  other  birds.  Most  of  them  have 
changed  the  bright  uniform  of  spring  for  a  duller 
coat,  and  we  may  find  it  difficult  to  recognize  them. 
In  October  they  will  be  followed  by  the  juncos 
and  tree-sparrows;  and  in  November,  if  food  be 
scarce  at  the  North,  we  may  hope  to  see  cross- 
bills, redpolls,  and  even  pine-grosbeaks.  All  these 
late  arrivals  will  stay  with  us  until  spring.  The 
ornithologist  calls  these  "winter  visitants." 

Birds  like  the  golden  plover  and  the  turn- 
stone,  which  have  to  cross  two  thousand  or  more 
miles  of  ocean  and  are  not  believed  to  alight 
upon  the  water,  cannot,  of  course,  rest  by  the 
way.  But  the  warblers  and  other  small  birds, 
which  migrate  chiefly  over  land,  evidently  rest 
for  several  days  after  making  an  all-night  flight. 
During  this  time  they  may  travel  a  little  by  day, 
as  they  hunt  insects  from  tree  to  tree;  or  if  they 
have  happened  to  come  down  into  some  small 
piece  of  woodland,  such  as  is  found  in  city  parks, 


they  may  remain  in  the  same  place  until  they  are 
ready  to  continue  their  journey. 

While  they  are  waiting,  they  may  be  passed  by 
other  birds  of  their  own  kind;  and  while  these 
birds  are  resting  somewhere  on  ahead,  they  may 
in  turn  fly  on  ahead  of  them.  An  individual  bird 
may  therefore  fly  four  or  five  hundred  miles  in 
one  flight,  but,  because  of  these  rests  between 
flights,  the  species  to  which  it  belongs  does  not 
make  anything  like  this  rate  of  speed. 

Professor  Cooke's  studies  for  the  Biological 
Survey  at  Washington  have  told  us  more  about 
the  speed  at  which  the  bird  army  advances  than 
we  knew  before.  Thus  he  has  found  that  for  the 
first  month  of  their  northward  journey  robins 
make  an  average  advance  of  only  thirteen  miles 
a  day.  The  next  ten  days  they  go  forward  at 
double  this  pace.  Then,  as  the  season  becomes 
rapidly  warmer,  the  rate  rises  to  fifty  and  soon 
to  seventy  miles  a  day.  This  increase  in  speed 
does  not  mean  that  the  robin  flies  faster,  but  that 
its  rests  are  shorter. 

The  same  authority  tells  us  that,  when  travel- 
ing from  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  to  Minnesota,  black- 
poll  warblers  average  only  thirty  to  thirty-five 
miles  a  day,  but  before  they  reach  Alaska,  they 
have  raised  this  rate  to  two  hundred  miles  a  day. 
So  while  the  journey  of  one  thousand  miles  from 
the  Gulf  of  Mexico  to  Minnesota  takes  thirty 
days,  the  twenty-five  hundred  miles  from  Miiuie- 
sota  to  Alaska  is  made  in  half  that  time. 


GROSBEAKS 


Like  flowers  and  trees,  birds  are  closely  depen- 
dent on  the  weather.  How  little  change  there  is 
for  weeks  after  the  first  skunk-cabbage  is  seen, 
or  the  first  pussy-willow  blooms  !  Then  as  the 
days  grow  warmer,  the  woods  are  suddenly  filled 
with  flowers  and  the  trees  thickly  covered  with 
leaves ;  and  with  them  come  the  birds. 

From  this  glance  at  the  birds'  time-table,  we 
have  learned  that  nearly  every  month  in  the  year 
has  its  bird  travelers.  This  is  one  of  the  reasons 
why  the  study  of  birds  is  so  interesting.    There  is 


462 


NATURE  AND  SCIENCE  FOR  YOUNG  FOLKS 


[Mar., 


always  something  happening  in  the  birds'  world. 
Some  one  is  coming  or  some  one  is  going.  We 
are  continually  greeting  old  friends  or  making 
new  ones. 

Will  it  not  add  greatly  to  our  pleasure  to  know 
where  they  have  been  and  whither  they  are 
bound  ? 


AN  ARCH 

MADE  OF  A  WHALE'S  JAWS 
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In  the  beautiful  Alameda  Gardens  of  Gibraltar 
stands  a  curious  archway  made  of  the  two  jaw- 
bones of  a  whale.  Although  a  whale's  throat  is 
hardly  larger  than  a  man's  head,  the  jaws  are 
huge— a  fact  that  is  graphically  shown  by  the 
photograph  which  we  print  herewith. 

SPRUCING  UP  A  BATTLE-SHIP 

You  boys  watch  shijis  with  interest.  Clean  and 
graceful  and  mysteriously  outward  bound,  they 
cannot  help  fascinating  a  boy's  mind.  But  did 
you  ever  stop  to  wonder  what  the  part  of  the 
ship  that  is  under  water  looks  like?  Or  did  you 
just  imagine  that  it  was  as  immaculate  as  the 
deck?  Indeed  it  is  not.  Instead,  it  is  as  whisk- 
ered as  Santa  Claus.  The  "whiskers"  are  bar- 
nacles and  all  sorts  of  long  slimy  marine  growths, 
which  must  he  "shaved  off"  every  so  often.  But 
the   razor  has  never  been   invented   that  would 
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shave  something  that  is  25  feet  under  water.  So 
what  do  they  do  ?  They  put  the  ship  into  a  huge 
dry-dock,  run  the  water  out  until  the  great  hull  is 
completely  exposed  to  the  air,  and  then  scrape  it. 
Often,  as  well  as  the 
cleaning,  repairs  to 
the  propeller  or  other 
underwater  machin- 
ery are  needed.  The 
large  vessels  of  the 
Navy  are  docked 
every  six  months,  and 
it  is  also  considered 
good  business  econ- 
omy to  dock  fast  mer- 
chant-ships and  trans- 
atlantic liners  very 
frequently,  as  the  ma- 
rine growth  may  re- 
tard the  speed  of  a 
ship  one  half. 

Dry-docks  have 
been  built  of  stone, 
wood,  and  concrete. 
Concrete  is  considered 
the  best  material.  The  dry-dock  looks  like  a  tre- 
mendous bath-tub,  and  the  bottom  has  to  be  very 
strong  to  support  the  weight  of  the  great  ships. 
One  end  is  closed  by  a  sort  of  barge,  or  caisson, 
which,  when  floated  into  position  and  filled  with 
water,  sinks  down  into  grooves  in  the  sides  and 
bottom  of  the  dry-dock  and  separates  the  dock 
from  the  water  outside. 

Getting  a  battle-ship  or  ocean  liner  into  one  of 
these  dry-docks  is  a  real  feat  of  engineering  skill. 
First  the  water  is  pumped  out  of  the  caisson. 
This  so  lightens  it  that  it  rises  out  of  the  grooves 
in  the  dock  and  can  be  floated  out  of  the  way 
of  the  incoming  ship.    Then  the  tugs  tow  the  ship 


A  BATTLE-SniP    IN    DKV-UOCK. 


THE   CAISSON    THAT    CLOSES    THE   ENTKAiNCE 
OF  THE   DRY-DOCK. 

into  the  dock  very  slowly,  many  thick  ropes, 
called  hawsers,  being  carried  over  the  side  to 
winches  on  the  dock.    The  ship  is  finally  brought 
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to  a  stop  with  the  center  line  or  keel  of  the  ship 
exactly  in  the  center  line  of  the  dock.  The  cais- 
son is  then  towed  into  place  and  water  pumped 
into  it  until  it  settles  down  into  the  grooves  in 


A  COxNCKLTE   DRY-DOCIC 
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the  dock,  thus  making  it  water-tight.  Then  huge 
centrifugal  pumps  begin  to  pump  out  the  water, 
while  the  ship  slowly  sinks  into  a  sort  of  cradle 
prepared  for  her  on  the  bottom  of  the  dock.  Each 
ship  requires  a  different  cradle.  As  the  water 
gets  lower  and  lower,  workmen  shore  up  the 
vessel  by  using  timbers  which  keep  it  from  top- 
pling over.  When  only  a  foot  or  so  of  water  is 
left  in  the  bottom  of  the  great  concrete  tub,  it 
is  great  fun  to  watch  the  workmen  trying  to  catch 
the  fish  which  were  imprisoned  when  the  caisson 
slipped  into  place,  and  which  swim  around  trying 
to  escape. 

Undocking  is  a  reversal  of  the  process  just  de- 
scribed. The  water  is  allowed  to  run  into  the 
dock  through  holes  in  the  caisson,  the  ship  gradu- 


ally rises,  the  caisson  is  floated  away  from  the 
entrance,  and  the  busy  little  tugs  take  the  ship 
in  tow  and  run  her  alongside  of  a  near-by  pier. 
There  she  is,  safely  out  of  dry-dock,  and  look- 
ing just  as  she  did  when  she 
went  in.     But  the  captain  will 
chuckle,  and  tell  you  that  it  is 
not    for   vanity  but   efficiency 
that  his  ship  "gets  shaved." 
Mary  Emery  Smith. 

HOW  AN  AUTOMOBILE  WAS 

CONVERTED  INTO  A 

LOCOMOTIVE 

Proh.xbly  the  only  automobile 
in  the  world  that  performs  the 
duties  of  the  regulation  steam- 
I  icomotive,  is  at  a  mine  in 
Shafter,  Texas,  where  it  is 
used  to  haul  ore-cars. 

Steel  flanges,  to  permit  of 
the  wheels  running  on  tracks,  were  substituted  for 
the  rubber  tires.  Then  sprocket-wheels  were  keyed 
to  the  ends  of  the  rear  axle,  and  larger  ones  fast- 
ened to  the  rear  wheels,  the  ratio  of  these  sprock- 
ets being  three  to  one. 

After  these  changes  had  been  made  it  was 
found  that  the  auto-locomotive  was  capable  of 
hauling  quite  easily  three  loaded  ore-cars,  with  a 
total  capacity  of  16,500  pounds.  Its  use  also 
resulted  in  a  considerable  reduction  in  running 
expenses,  as,  on  four  and  one  half  gallons  of 
gasoline  and  one  gallon  of  lubricating  oil,  the 
motor  travels  eighteen  miles  each  day  with  loaded 
cars,  and  hauls  the  eni[)ty  cars  back  the  same 
distance. 

Robert  H.  Moulton. 
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THE  AUTOMOBILE   LOCOMOTIVE   PULLING   A  TRAIN   OF  OKE-CAKS. 


"HE    TOOK   ME    HOME    AS   A   BIRTHDAY    PRESENT   TO    ISETTY." 

BETTY'S  PARROT  TELLS  HIS  STORY 

BY  ETHEL  M.   PEYSER 

I  OFTE.N  wonder  how  a  little  girl  would  like  to  belong  to  a  bird.  I  am  a  bird 
myself,  and  1  belong  to  a  dear  little  girl  named  Betty.  So  I  know  how  it  feels 
for  a  bird  to  belong  to  a  child.  What  puzzles  me  is  how  it  would  feel  if  things 
were  turned  about,  and  if  children  belonged  to  birds  !  I  sit  on  my  perch  and  think 
about  this  for  hours  at  a  time;  but  I  never  find  any  answer.  A  cage  is  a  very 
small  place  to  think  things  out  in. 

Since  I  can't  decide  how  you  would  like  to  belong  to  a  bird,  I  'm  going  to  try 
to  tell  you  how  I  happened  to  belong  to  Betty,  and  about  a  bird's  life  in  a  cage. 

Long  ago  I  used  to  live  in  the  most  wonderful  forest  you  ever  saw.  It  was  in 
a  far-ofif  country  called  South  America.  The  trees  were  so  high  and  so  thick  that, 
if  you  lay  on  your  back  on  the  ground  and  looked  up,  you  could  n't  sec  the  blue 
sky  at  all ;  you  could  see  only  the  green  branches  of  trees.  We  parrots  lived  in 
the  tops  of  these  high  trees.  You  can't  think  how  nice  it  was  up  there  in  the 
.sunsliine!  For  in  South  .America  the  sun  is  warmer  than  in  North  .'\mcrica  on 
the  I'uurth  of  July,  which  is  probably  the  hottest  day  you  ever  heard  of! 
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We  lived  in  big  families.  It  was  just  as  though  all  your  uncles,  and  aunts,  and 
cousins,  and  your  mother  and  father,  and  their  mothers  and  fathers  all  lived 
together.  And  when  we  were  at  breakfast  in  the  tree-tops,  we  all  chattered  and 
shrieked  at  once ;  so  that  we  made  more  noise  than  )ou  ever  heard  of  at  all  the 
Christmas  dinners  you  ever  went  to ! 

In  my  forest  in  South  America,  bananas  grow  wild,  as  blackberries  do  up  here; 
and  there  are,  besides, 
all  sorts  of  queer  fruits 
with  names  so  lonsf  that 
you  could  n't  say  them 
without  practising.  We 
used  to  find  one  of  these 
fruit-trees,  and  there  the 
whole  family  would  have 
breakfast.  My,  but  it 
was  jolly ! 

And  then  one  day  I 
was  caught  by  a  hunter. 
He  had  set  a  trap  to  catch 
me,  and  as  I  was  a  very 
young  parrot  and  knew 
no  better,  I  hopped  right 
into  that  trap !  The 
hunter  shut  me  up  in  a 
tiny  cage  and  took  me 
on  a  long  journey  in  a 
boat,  until  at  last  we  came 
to  what  he  called  a  city. 
There  he  left  me  at  a 
shop  to  be  sold.  All  this 
time  I  was  very  cross  and 
unhappy.  You  see,  I 
did  n't  like  the  cage,  and 
I  missed  the  lovely  forest 
and  the  sunshine  in  the 
tree-tops.  I  spent  the 
whole  day  grieving,  and 
I  bit  and  snapped  at  every 
one  who  came  near.  I 
suppose  I  should  n't  have, 
Init  I  did. 

Then  one  da)-  a  tall 
man  with  a  gray  mustache  came  into  the  shop  and  bought  me.  This  man  was 
Betty's  father;  and  he  took  me  home  as  a  birthday  present  to  Betty.  As  soon  as 
I  got  to  know  Betty,  I  was  happier.  She  was  so  good  to  me,  and  she  seemed  to 
understand  that  birds  have  real  feelings.  Betty  gave  me  a  name.  She  called 
me  Jocko.  I  don't  know  whether  that  is  a  nice  name  or  not,  but  I  like  it  because 
Betty  gave  it  to  me. 


■SOMKTIMF.S    BETTY    I'SF.U    TO    URESS    ME    U 1'    IN     llElt    DUl.l.s     Ll.cUTll.b. 
(SEE   NEXT  PAGE.) 
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For  the  first  time  since  I  was  trapped  by  the  hunter,  I  began  to  chatter  once 
more.  Then  Betty  wanted  to  teach  me  Enghsh.  It  took  her  a  very,  very  long 
time.  She  had  to  say  the  same  words  over  and  over  and  over.  You  see,  your 
language  is  very  hard  for  us  birds!  At  last  I  could  say:  "  Pretty  Jocko!  Pretty 
Jocko!"  Betty  was  so  happy  that  she  jumped  up  and  down  and  clapped  her 
hands.  Then  I  learned  to  say:  "Morning,  Betty!  Feeling  well  this  morning.''" 
And  just  doing  what  Betty  liked  seemed  to  make  me  happier. 

Betty  loved  pets.  She  had  a  big,  fat,  sleepy  cat,  and  a  tame  pigeon,  and  a 
mischievous  squirrel.  She  used  to  punish  us  by  shutting  us  up  in  her  closet  if  we 
quarreled  with  each  other,  so  that  we  soon  learned  to  get  on  happily  together. 
I  am  sure  Betty  loved  me  best,  because  I  was  the  only  one  of  her  pets  that  could 
talk  to  her  in  her  own  language;  the  cat  could  only  purr;  the  pigeon  could  only 
coo;  the  gray  squirrel  could  only  chatter ;  but  /  could  say:  "Morning,  Betty! 
Feeling  well?"  I  was  very  proud  of  that!  I  guess  a// parrots  look  proud  when 
they  can  speak  English — a  hard  task  even  for  people! 

Betty  did  n't  care  much  for  dolls;  you  see,  she  had  so  many  live  pets  that  she 
had  her  hands  quite  full  taking  care  of  us.  Sometimes  she  used  to  dress  me  up 
in  her  dolls'  clothes.  I  did  n't  like  that!  I  thought  my  bright  feathers  were  far 
finer  than  any  stupid  dolls'  clothes. 

One  day  I  had  a  horrible  adventure !  I  shall  never  forget  that  day.  You  see, 
Betty  used  to  let  me  out  of  the  cage  quite  often.  On  this  day,  as  usual,  I  was 
sitting  on  the  porch,  perched  on  the  railing,  when  along  came  Betty's  new  nurse, 
and  she  frightened  me  by  shaking  a  broom  at  me !  Afterward,  she  said  that  she 
had  only  wanted  to  drive  me  back  into  my  cage;  but  I  did  n't  know  that  then! 
And  I  was  so  frightened  that  I  flew  up  into  a  tree.  I  found  that  I  did  n't  feel  at 
home  in  a  tree  any  more.  I  had  lived  so  long  in  a  cage!  So  I  flew  from  tree 
to  tree,  getting  more  and  more  frightened  all  the  time,  and  more  and  more  tired. 
I  realized  that  I  was  lost,  because  I  could  not  find  Betty's  house  with  the  gray 
chimneys. 

Night  came — all  dark  and  cold — and  I  was  hungry  and  shivering.  I  longed 
for  Betty's  warm  room  where  my  cage  hung;  and  I  longed  for  my  seed- cup,  full 
of  nice  seeds.  And  dear  Betty!  Would  I  ever  see  her  again?  Or  would  she  get 
some  other  parrot  to  take  my  place? 

In  the  morning,  after  the  longest  nisfht  in  the  world,  a  man  came  and  climbed 
the  tree  where  I  sat.  I  was  too  stiff  with  cold  to  try  to  Hy  away.  The  man  caught 
me  by  throwing  an  old  coat  over  my  head,  and  then  he  took  me  home  to  Betty. 
Dear  Betty!  She  had  been  crying  because  she  thought  I  was  lost.  She  took  me 
in  her  arms  and  kissed  me,  just  the  way  your  mother  kisses  you,  and  I  was  as  glad 
to  get  home  as  she  was  to  have  me. 

When  I  was  in  the  cage,  I  used  to  think  that  it  would  be  pretty  nice  to  get  out 
in  the  tree-tops  once  more.  But  now  I  found  that,  after  you  have  lived  for  a  long 
time  in  a  cage,  you  forget  how  to  live  in  trees.  And  these  trees  were  so  different 
from  the  trees  in  my  South  American  forest.  There  were  no  juicy  fruits  here,  and 
it  was  so  cold  and  .so  lonely. 

But  all  this  happened  a  long  time  ago,  and  I  have  never  flown  away  from  home 
since  that  day. 

You  see,  I  learned  then  that,  when  you  are  in  a  strange  land,  the  very  best  thing 
that  can  happen  to  you  is  to  belong  to  a  kind  little  girl. 


CH00.S1NG  A  TRADE 

BY   CAROUNE  HOFMAN 

When  I  'm  a  man  I  mean  to  keep 

A  little  candy  store, 
And  I  '11  give  the  sweets  in  handfuls 

To  the  children  at  the  door. 

I  '11  never,  never  frown  at  them 
When  they  only  have  a  penny. 

Nor  toss  it  roughly  in  a  drawer 
And  give  them  scarcely  any; 


I  '11  bow  to  them  politely, 

And  inquire,  "Well,  how  is  Jane?" 
And  I  '11  ask  them  into  help  themselves. 

And  say:  "Please  call  again!"  it 
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"A    HEADING    FOR    MARCH."      liY    ROliEKT   MARTIN^  AGE    15.       (HONOR    MEMUEK.) 


In  glancing  through  some  old  files  of  the  League  pages 
not  long  ago.  we  chanced  to  find  as  the  opening  rhyme 
for  March,  1903,  these  lines: 

"Blow,  blow,  ye  winds!     Blow  loud,  blow  long — 
The  storm's  huzza,  the  winter's  song  ; 
Come  over  sea  and  hill  and  plain 
And  blow  us  back  the  Spring  again  !" 

And  in  the  competition  for  March  of  the  very  next 
year,  this  verse  headed  the  introduction  ; 

"In  the  oozy  marsh  is  a  leaf  of  green, 
And  a  rift  of  blue  in  the  skies  of  gray. 
While  the  wind  unceasingly  blows  between 
To  blow  old  Winter  away!" 

So,  it  seems,  if  March  responded  in  each  of  these  years 
as  the  blustery  old  month  was  respectfully — and  poeti- 
cally— requested  to  do,  the  wind  blew  the  Spring  back 
in  1903,  and  blew  the  Winter  axvay  in  1904!     This  year, 


we  are  not  so  particular.  It  may  follow  either  plan, 
according  to  its  own  sweet  will,  and  we  shall  be  satis- 
fied, provided  only  that  Spring  arrives  at  a  date  reason- 
ably near  to  schedule  time  !  By  the  way,  that  "blow  us 
back  the  Spring  again"  is  a  faulty  line  that  ought  never 
to  have  been  written.  Of  course,  you  all  know  why. 
So  we  apologize  for  reprinting  it.  and  anyhow — .\pril 
first  is  on  the  way  ! 

Meanwhile,  here  is  something  more  important  than 
any  weather,  past  or  present,  namely :  a  goodly  list  of 
Prize-Winners,  and  page  after  page  of  stories,  verses, 
drawings  and  photographs,  every  one  of  which  is  a 
credit  to  its  sender  and  to  our  beloved  League.  Some 
of  the  Ijest  prose  contributions  received  this  month  have 
come  from  the  younger  members,  which  is  good  to  see 
— for  think  of  the  years  still  remaining  to  them  in 
which  they  can  continue  to  write  for  us !  And.  pic- 
torially.  the  month's  exhibit  contains  a  number  of  re- 
markably fine  drawings  and  photographic  scenes. 


PRIZE-'WINNERS,  COMPETITION  No.  193 

In  making  the  awards,  contributors"  ages  are  considered. 

PROSE.     Gold  badge,  Elizabeth  Clark  (age  13),  New  York. 

Silver  badges.  Cyrus  B.  King  (age  12),  Pennsylvania;  Frances  Brown  (age  13),  Pennsylvania;   Gertrude  Nelson  (age 

12),  California;  Barbara  W.  Burks  (age  12),  California;   Catharine  Carr  (age  12),  Rhode  Island;  Elsbeth  McGoodwin 

(age  14),  Illinois. 

VERSE.     Silver  badge,  Miriam  Simons  (age  14),  Wisconsin. 

DRAWINGS.     Silver  badges.  Lucile  Sanders  (age  13),  Canada;    Janet  W.  Campbell  (age  15),  New  York;    Helen 

Davies  (age  17),  Minnesota;   Bessie  Doogue  (age  15),  Massachusetts. 

PHOTOGRAPHS.     Gold  badge,  Madelaine  Ray  Brown  (age  17),  Rhode  Island. 

Silver  badges,  Alice  Warren  (age  14),  Illinois;  Marion  Whiteside  (age  13),  Oregon;  Katherine  Thomas  (age  14), 

Maryland;  Kathryn  R.  Eckbert  (age  1 1),  Pennsylvania;  Elizabeth  W.  Graves  (age  16),  Coiinectieui;  Gardner  Leonard 

(age  10),  .\'uw  \'<jrk. 

PUZZLE-MAKING.     Silver  badges,  Edith  Brooks  (age  16),  Illinois;    Richard  S.  Angell  (age  10),  .South  Dakota. 
PUZZLE  ANSWERS.     Gold  badge,  Elizabeth  Rodgers  (age  17),  New  Jersey. 
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MY  STAR 

BY    MIRIAM    SIMONS    (aGE    I4) 

(Silver  Badge) 
Brightly  a  silver  light  she  shed  on  me. 
I  watched  it  as  I  drifted  out  to  sea. 
My  native  land  sank  slowly  into  mist. 
Bright  gleamed  the  water,  by  the  soft  moon  kissed. 

Down  that  moon-path  I  drifted  :  watched  my  star. 
Which  beckoned  to  me,  calling,  "Here  they  are — 
All  things  thou  pinest  for,  fame,  honor,  gold  I" 
I  followed  down  the  moon-path,  bright  but  cold. 

The  things  I  wished  for  now  are  turned  to  dust, 
Fame  dead,  the  honor  cold,  the  gold  is  rust. 
My  star,  I  turn  to  thee.     Where  is  my  rest  ? 
"Return  to  thine  own  homeland.     That  is  best." 

AN  EVENING  I  HAVE  ENJOYED 

BY    ELIZABETH    CLARK    (aGE    1 3) 

(Gold  Badge.    Silver  Badge  won  January,  1916) 
In  our  family  it  is  the  custom  to  give  each  child  a  party 
on  his  ninth  birthday.     My  brother's  birthday  comes  in 
the    summer,    when    few    of    his    friends    are   at    home. 


The  first  thing  the  boys  did  after  iaying  aside  their 
wraps  was  to  come  into  the  parlor  and  drink  several 
glasses  of  lemonade,  which  I  served. 

Then  the  gas  was  turned  out  and  the  pictures  shown 


"a  travel  PICTUHE."    BY  ALICE  WARREN,  AGE  14.     (SILVER  BADGE.) 

Therefore  he  asked  to  have  his  party  during  the  winter 
or  spring. 

Our  radiopticon  afforded  a  novel  form  of  entertain- 
ment, and  the  invitations  requested  each  boy  to  bring  a 
few  of  his  favorite  post-cards. 

Previous  to  the  occasion,  my  mother  and  I  cut  out 
and  pasted  on  cards  some  colored  advertisements  from 
the  advertising  pages  of  St.  Nicholas. 

Only  the  pictures  were  shown,  as  these  cards  were 
for  a  contest  in  which  the  names  of  the  products  pic- 
tured were  to  be  guessed.  The  cards  were  numbered, 
and  cards  with  corresponding  numbers  and  blank  spaces 
were  prepared.     A  prize  of  a  box  of  candy  was  offered. 


1  liAVEL   PICT  LIE  IV    MAKION    WHITESIDE,  AGE 

(SILVER    BADGE.) 


in  order.  As  each  one  was  thrown  on  the  sheet,  the 
boys  wrote  what  advertised  product  they  thought  it  was. 
A  hard  picture  was  one  of  three  badges,  which  repre- 
sented grape-nuts.  One  boy,  who  got  only  one  article 
wrong,  won  the  prize. 

Then  we  showed  the  postal  cards  the  boys  had 
brought. 

Later  in  the  evening,  ice-cream  and  cake  disappeared 
very  rapidly,  and  soon  after  the  boys  went  home. 


AN  EVENING  I  HAVE  ENJOYED 

BY    CYRUS   B.    KING    (aGE    I2) 

(Silver  Badge) 
We  all  sat  around  the  big  blazing  camp-fire,  from  which 
the  flames  mounted  almost  twenty  feet  into  the  sky- 

We  were  camping  in  Jackson's  Hole,  Wyoming ;  and 
as  it  was  our  last  night  in  camp,  we  agreed  to  have  a 
big  fire. 

All  of  us  had  collected  wood  from  five  o'clock  that 
afternoon  for  the  fire. 

We  sat  on   logs   we   had   hauled   in   from   the  woods. 


"a   travel   picture."      ISV    KATHERINE   THOMAS,  AGE   I4. 

(silver  badge.) 

After  seeing  that  the  horses  were  safely  picketed,  we 
all  got  around  the  fire. 

As  we  were  sitting  there,  we  piled  dried  pine-needles 
on  the  fire,  which  made  the  sparks  fly  almost  thirty  feet 
into  the  air. 

It  was  a  grand  sight  from  the  woods :  the  .great  big 
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crackling  fire,  with  nine  people  sitting  around  it,  and 
the  pure  white  tents  glowing  in  the  light  of  it.  On  all 
sides  loomed  the  great  Teton  Mountains,  hardly  distin- 
guishable in  the  dark. 

The  only  noise  that  broke  the  silence  was  the  occa- 
sional howl  of  a  coyote,  a  snort  of  one  of  the  horses, 
and  the  steady  crackling  of  the  fire. 

I  would  rather  spend  an  evening  around  a  camp-fire 
in  the  real  woods  than  in  a  theater. 


5T.NIDi] 


"a  he.\di.ng  for  march."    bv  lucile  s.\nders,  age  13. 
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THE  STARS 

BY   AXNETTE  AUSLAKDER    (aGE    I5) 

Sweet  eyes  of  Heaven,  do  you  not  drop  tears, 
And  tremble  sadly  when  you  but  behold 
The  tumult  of  our  earth,  the  bloody  spears. 
The  blasphemings,  the  tragedies  untold  ? 

Dear  forms  of  light  and  love,  in  somber  shroud, 
You  weep  at  this  ;  or  do  I  seem  to  see 
Through  my  own  blurred  eyes,  as  through  a  cloud, 
A  vision  of  the  good  that  is  to  be? 

Eternal  sentinels  of  Faith  and  Hope 
And  Truth,  despite  the  lies  and  lusts  of  men, — 
Oh  light  the  ways  where  Hate  and  Blindness  grope  ! 
Oh  bless  us  with  the  Peace  of  God  again  ! 


THE  STAR 

BY    MARGUERITE  TJADER    (.\GE    1 4) 

I  AM  the  North  Star, 

Gleaming  forever 

Over  the  distant  haunts  of  men. 

In  the  chill  midnight. 

Far  in  the  Northland, 

Guide  I  the  traveler's  wandering  steps. 

And  in  the  Arctic  Seas, 

Tho'  the  fierce  storms  rage, 

I  am  the  sailing  craft's  tireless  guide. 

So  I  shine  onward. 

Faltering  never. 

Until  my  Maker's  voice  bids  me  rest. 


AN   EVENING  I   H.A.VE  ENJOYED 

BY    FRANCES   BROWX    (aGE    I3) 

(Silver  Badge) 
I   LIKE  excitement.      Perhaps  that  is  why  I   enjo}-ed,  so 
much,  the  evening  I  shall  tell  about. 

"I  am  going  to  stay  up  all  night  w-ith  Uncle  Rob  to- 
night in  the  hay-loft,  while  he  watches  for  the  bear," 
my  twelve-year-old  brother  Tom  announced  one  evening 
at  supper. 

"Then  I  am,  too,"  I  said  coolly. 

Tom  looked  at  me  scornfully. 

"Girls  can't  watch  for  bears,"  he  said. 

"I  don't  care.  Uncle  Rob  promised  that  I  could  see 
that  bear,"  I  said.  And  then  a  dispute  followed,  which 
was  interrupted  by  Father,  who  said  I  could  go. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  I  was  n't  wanted,  I  thor- 
oughly enjoyed  the  walk  to  Uncle  Rob's  after  supper 
through  the  snow,  though  Tom  walked  in  moody  silence 
on  the  other  side  of  the  road. 

Uncle  Rob  laughed  when  he  found  what  I  intended 
to  do,  and  we  went  out  to  the  hay-loft,  where  we  settled 
ourselves  comfortably  in  warm  blankets  near  the  open 
window,  where  we  could  see  the  beehives  in  the  or- 
chard. 

Uncle  Rob  and  Tom  were  soon  sound  asleep  and 
snoring,  but  something  kept  me  awake.  Presently,  just 
as  I  was  dozing,  I  heard  a  beehive  fall  to  the  ground, 
and  I  jumped  up.     Uncle  Rob  and  Tom  still  slept,  and 


KV  GARDNER   LEONARD,  AGE    10. 
(SILVER  BADGE.) 


BV   KATHRVN   R.  ECKBERT,  ACE   II. 
(SILVER   BADGE.) 

"X  TR.^VF.I.  PICTURE." 


BV  ELizAV  b  :  H   \^    i  ';  ^■> !  -; 
(SILVER   BADGE.) 
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BY    RUTH    HARRISON,  AGE    I4. 


HY    ^L\KGAKI 


IV.     MUUAIC!    ADAMS,  AGE    13. 


IL   HONSAKER,  AGE    I7.      (HONOR  MEMBER.)  BY  DORIS  G.  POWELL,  AGE    15. 


BY    ROSAMOND  THOMAS,    AGE    II. 


BV  JOSEPHLNE   RAMAGE,  AGE    16. 


bV   SAMUtL  K.  iiJKtli,  AGE    l^ 


"A  TRAVEL  PICTURE. 


IIV    MAUELAINK    UAV    l;UuW.\,  AGE    I7.       (GOLU    UADGE. 
SILVER   UAUGE   WON    MARCH,  I9I4.J 
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"A   HEADING    FOR    MARCH 


;V   tDWARD  L.  PALMER,  AGE   I7.       (HONOR   ME.MCER.) 


I  cript  up  closer  to  the  window  and  looked  out.  It  was 
moonlight,  and  I  could  plainly  see  the  bear  facing  me. 
How  I  wished  that  I  could  shoot ! 

But  I  called  Uncle  Rob,  who  shot  the  bear,  and  Tom 
slept  through  it  all. 

A  little  later,  I  received  a  beautiful  bearskin  ru,i;  for 
my  room,  with  Uncle  Rob's  compliments  to  the  girl 
who  caught  the  bear  ;  for  he  insisted  that  if  I  had  not 
awakened  him,  he  never  could  ha\e  shot  it. 

AN  EVENING  I  HAVE  ENJOYED 

BY   GERTRUDE   NELSON    (AGE    1 2) 

(Silver  Badge) 
It  was  the  evening  of  my  twelfth  birthday,  and  Grand- 
father and  I  were  sitting  alone  by  the  great  fireplace  in 
the  library.  It  was  so  quiet  that  even  the  soft  ticking 
of  the  mantel  clock  seemed  loud,  and  it  made  me  feel 
lonesome  and  depressed,  for  no  one  else  was  home — not 
even  Mother  or  Daddy  ;  they  were  at  the  seashore  hav- 
ing a  lovely  time. 

And  then   the  good  time  we  had  last  vear  came  back 


\.\Li  j.w,  Aui^  13. 


to  me,  with  Mother,  Daddy.  I.ouisc  and  Jack,  and  Grand- 
mother. Louise  and  Jack,  who  were  engaged  last  year, 
are  married  now,  and  Grandmother  has  passed  away. 

"Well,  my  girl,"  said  Grandfather,  trying  to  be  cheer- 
ful, "this  is  rather  different  from  last  year,  is  n't  it?" 

I  nodded,  not  feeling  inclined  to  talk.  He  broached 
one  more  subject,  and  then,  seeing  I  still  said  nothing, 
relapsed  into  silence. 


The  fire  flickered  and  almost  went  out,  .so  I  rose  and 
put  more  wood  on.  Hardly  had  I  seated  myself  again 
when  the  door-bell  rang.  I  did  not  care  w'ho  or  what  it 
was,  being  much  engrossed  in  my  own  thoughts,  till  I 
heard  some  one  approaching. 

And  who  should  it  be  but  Mother  and  Daddy ! 

I,  being  too 
astonished  to 
speak,  could  only 
embrace  them 
both.  They  ex- 
plained that  they 
had  come  one 
day  ahead  to 
surprise  Grand- 
pa and  me.  know- 
ing we  would 
be  lonesome. 

.\nd  so  we 
talked  on  and 
on,  just  as  a 
family  would. 
Daddy  giving 
us  some  pres- 
ents they  had 
brought.  .^nd 
every  one  seem- 
ed to  grow 
dearer  to  me 
than  ever  on 
that  e\-ening 

that  I  most  enjoyed.     A]]  my  gloom  and  depression  were 
gone,  and  I  felt  I  was  the  happiest  girl  in  the  world. 

.\s  I  went  to  bed  that  night,  I  realized  that  as  far 
back  as  1  could  remember,  all  my  clouds  had  been  lined 
with  silver,  though  I  had  anticipated  none  of  them. 
I  learned  a  lesson  tliat  night. 

THE  STAR 

BY   ELEANOR   JOHNSON    (AGE    I7) 

(Honor  Member) 
The  last  pale  glimmer  in  the  wak'ning  sky. 

All  touched  with  threads  of  rose  and  pearly  gray. 
Night  leaves  her  last  sweet  star  to  shine  good-by, 

Amid  the  dawning  radiance  of  day. 


■*wLtH^i^^aA 


"A    DECORATION.  BY    DOROTHY   HUGHES, 

ACK    17.       (HONOR    MTMUKR.) 
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STARS 

BY    SARAH     F.    BOROCK    (aGE    15) 

(Honor  Member) 
As  I  was  walking  up  the  hill  with  pretty  Alma  Brown, 
Young  Tomniie  Dodd  upon  his  sled  just  then  came 

rushing  down. 
I  was  not  (|uick  in  stepping  back  ;  the  next  thing  that  I 

knew 
Was,  I  was  rolling  down  the  hill,  then  staring  at  the 

blue. 

I  lay  there  on  the  snowy  mead,  I  made  no  move  to  rise, 
But  wonderstricken  gazed  upon  the  marvels  'fore  my 

eyes. 
For  tho'  't  was  day,  upon  the  sky  there  danced  large 

twinkling  stars. 
Green  Jupiters,  two  purple  moons,  a  red,  re\ol\ing 

Mars ; 
The  seven  Pleiads,  brilliant,  gay,  tripped  with  exquisite 

grace ; 
The  two  Bears  marched,  the  Dipper  dipped,  the  North 

Star  left  his  place. 

Just  then  I  heard  a  scornful  laugh,  sweet  Alma  walked 

away. 
I  slowly  rose,  those  gorgeous  stars  I  saw  no  more  that 

day. 
And  now  sweet  Alma's  look  is  cold,  she  spurns  me  from 

afar. 
And  now,  if  you  would  make  me  wroth,  why,  then,  just 

mention  "star." 


AN  EVENING  I  HAVE  ENJOYED 

BY    CATHARINE    CARR    (AGE    1 2) 

(Sih-er  Badge) 
*'CoME  over  to  our  house  at  seven  to-night,"  Etta  Ross 
said  to  me  one  afternoon.  She  was  a  northern  girl  and 
had  only  lived  in  Georgia  a  year.  Her  only  brother  was 
in  the  North,  and  she  missed  him  a  lot.  .•^s  she  said,  it 
was    quite    a    jump    from    a    Maine    farm    to    a    Georgia 


■:A\  K1,    i'KTLKK 


f.V    ALICE    LEE   THO.MAS,  A(,E 


plantation,  and  Etta  soon  grew  homesick  after  the  nov- 
elty wore  off. 

A  few  days  before,  there  had  arrived  two  great 
piano-boxes  for  Miss  Etta  Ross  from  Robert  Ross  of 
Maine.  As  you  may  suppose,  every  one  at  school  was 
curious. 

Bob,  her  brother,  had  written  that  as  she  could  n't 
come  north  he  would  send  the  North  to  her. 

Promptly  at  seven  o'clock  I  reached  Etta's  house.    On 


the  large  piazza  was  a  crowd  of  the  neighborhood  girls 
and  boys.  In  a  moment  Etta  appeared  and  led  us  to  a 
large  unused  building  without  any  floor.  There  were 
several  square  holes  cut  in  the  sides  for  w'indows. 

Etta  invited  us  to  enter  and  we  did. 

The  floor  of  packed  earth  was  covered  with  hay,  there 
were  small  shocks  of  corn  ranged  round  the  walls  (one 
for  each  child),  and  the  place  was  lit  with  a  dozen  jack- 
o'-lanterns.  We  were  given  husking  pegs  and  set  to 
work,  the  object 
being  to  see  who 
could  get  the  most 
red  ears. 

We  all  liked 
the  novelty.  My 
brother  won  the 
first  prize, — seven 
red  ears, — and  a 
little  girl  of  nine 
won  the  booby 
prize,  for  her 
ears  were  all 
white.  The  first 
prize  was  a  scare- 
crow made  of  an 
ear  of  corn  with 
the  husks  on,  and 
the  booby  prize 
was  a  corn  plant 
growing  in  a  hol- 
lowed-out  pump- 
kin. We  all 
thought  that  the 
booby  prize  was 
better  than  the 
first  prize. 

For  refresh- 
ments we  had 
little  jugs  of 
sweet  cider,  three 
days  old,  and 
enormous  pieces 
of  mince  and  pumpkin  pies.  -Aft 
chestnuts  and  great  fall  apples. 

That  was  an  evening  I  enjoyed. 


"a  TRAVEL  PICTUKE."  BY  WALTER  P. 
VARNELL,  AGE  I5.   (HONOR  MEMBER.) 


er  that  came  roasted 


AN  EVENING  I  U.WE  ENJOYED 

BY   BARBARA   W.   BURKS    (AGE    1 2) 

(Silver  Badge) 

I  HAD  always  lived  in  a  little  Missourian  town,  so  I  w-as 
very  much  excited  as  at  six  o'clock  one  evening  I  stepped 
gingerly  up  on  the  platform  of  the  Los  Angeles  Lim- 
ited. A  black  porter  with  brass  buttons  all  down  his 
coat  of  spotless  white  showed  us  to  our  section. 

We  had  just  got  settled  when  a  colored  waiter  stood 
at  the  door  and  called,  "First  call  fob  dinnah,"  over 
and  o\er. 

We  went  into  the  dining-car  and  ate  and  ate.  The 
train  joggled  so  that  Bud  spilled  soup  all  over  himself  ! 
We  had  all  sorts  of  good  pickles,  and  olives,  and  cake. 

Then  we  went  back  to  our  car,  but  I  hardly  knew  it ! 
Some  of  the  seats  were  just  as  we  had  left  them,  but 
curtains  hung  before  some  of  them,  and  through  the 
cracks  you  could  get  glimpses  of  beds  all  made  up  with 
white  sheets  and  blankets. 

It  was  n't  late,  but  Papa  called  the  porter,  and,  as  I 
live,  he  took  a  key  from  his  pocket  and  pulled  down  a 
big  piece  from  the  wall.  Then  he  pulled  the  plush  seats 
apart,   and   put  sheets  and   blankets  on   both   of  them ! 
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Mother  put  Bud  to  bed,  but  I  went  out  to  the  observa- 
tion-car and  looked  out  of  the  window  a  while. 

Finally,  I  went  back  to  bed.  Behind  the  curtains  I 
discovered  a  little  brass  thing  that  would  pull  out,  and 
there  was  a  cunning  little  electric  light ! 

It  shone  right  down  on  the  little  horsehair  ring 
Edith  had  given  me  a  few  hours  before,  and,  as  I  looked 
at  it,  a  little  lump  almost  came  to  my  throat ;  but  I 
looked  out  of  the  window  at  the  pretty  moon  that  had 
always  looked  through  the  window  at  me  in  my  little 
bed  at  home,  so  I  felt  happy  again.  So  I  nestled  down 
and  thought  about  all  the  pleasant  evenings  I  have  had 
in  my  life — Edith's  party,  the  moonlight  picnic,  and 
ever  so  many  others,  but  I  decided  that  none  of  them 
had  I  enjoyed  more  than  this  first  evening  on  the  train. 


AN  EVENING  I  HAVE  ENJOYED 

BY  ELSBETH    MC  GOODWIN    (aGE    I4) 

(Silver  Badge) 
"Yes  'm,  it  shore  was  de  finest  weddin'  I  eber  hab  went 
to ;  and  de  bride,  well  she  was  beyond  description,  she 
done  look  so  lubly. 

"Did  I  enjoy  myself?  Well,  I  shud  say.  Why, 
ever'body  's  talkin'  about  how  I  was  de  belle  of  de  ball, 
an'  dat  ol'  yaller  merlatta  were  so  jealous  of  me,  she 
could  n't  see  straight.     I  don't  keer  though. 

"And  de  refreshments,  dey  was  simply  scrumptious ; 
de  wedding  cake  was  as  big  as  a  room.  Dey  got  it  at 
Meyer's.  Lots  o'  people  thought  Maria  was  awful  silly 
to  buy  a  cake,  when  she  could  make  one  jest  as  well ; 
but  Maria  said  dat  she  wanted  it  count  o'  de  little  bride 
and  groom  and  a  cupid  standin'  on  top  o'  de  cake,  be- 
cause she  thought  it  was  so  stylish. 

"Den  at  de  end   we  all   sang  some  songs,  'Where  de 


'a  decoration.      by  janet  w.  campbell,  age  15. 
(silver  badge.) 


Rivers  Meet,'  'Wash  Me  and  I  Shall  Be  Whiter  than 
Snow,'  an'  so  fo'th. 

"Next  day  der  was  a  long  account  o'  dc  weddin'  in 
de  paper  same  as  white  folks  has.  It  said  somepin' 
about  Hymen  bein'  there,  but  I  thinks  it  must  'a'  been 
a  misprint,  as  I  did  n't  see  any  Mr.  Hymen. 

"Yes  'm,  I  shud  say  I  did  enjoy  myself!" 


"a  TRA\1.J.    II'    :         I  1        W.  HALSTEU    T.AFT,  AGE    I4. 

THE  STAR 

BY    ELEANOR   JARVIS    CUSHMAN    (aGE    9) 

From  the  sk-y  one  night  The  shepherds  rose 


A  star  looked  down 
Upon  the  streets 

Of  Bethlehem  town. 

And  shepherds  watched 
With  wondering  eyes 

That  star  with 

Questioning  surprise. 

•■^nd  from  the  heaven 

An  angel  came 
And  said  :  "Ye  folk 

Of  Bethlehem 

Follow  the  star 

For  I  will  tell 
A  King  is  born. 

Come  wish  Him  well !" 


From  off  the  ground. 
By  light  of  the  star 
Their  way  they  found. 

It  stopped  before 

A  lowly  shed 
Wherein  the  Christ-child 

Had  His  bed. 

And  there  they  entered. 

And  adored 
The  new-born  Babe, 

Their  Christ  and  Lord. 

And  ever  since 

That  star  has  unfurled 
A  heavenly  light 

To  light  the  world. 
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\'erdie  E.  B. 
Fuller,  Jr. 
Emily  L.  Billings 
Maude  O.  Ross 
Oscar  K.  Rice 
Joanna  Holbrook 
Jeanette  Mack 
Barbara  Potter 
Deborah  Wald 
Louise  Wolf 
Rowland  H.  Gass   -, 
George  Kass  ^ 

Randall  E.  Clark 

PHOTOGRAPHS,  i 

Virginia  Lee  Rust 
Mary  B.  Gage 
Elizabeth  Kimball 
Marian  Wenrich 
Edith  Culver 
Elizabeth  B.  Bray 
Jane  Wright 
Parker  B.  Newell 
Gordon  MacDougall 
Adaline  E.  Wheeler 
Martha  Buell 
Wendell  S.  Clampitt 
Miriam  Helfman 
C.  Everett  Rhodes 
Rosalie  Bell 
Elizabeth  Milne 
Ann  Goodliue 
N'irginia  Needham 
Howard  R.  Sherman 
Mildred  W.  Bolles 
Lolita  Stubblefield 


Dorothy  Bogart 
Grace  A.  Moore 
Hazel  Russell 
Elbert  Dalton 
Nancy  Robinson 
Louise  Porter 
Esther  S.  Ely 
\'era  Burke 


I 

9 
I 
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MARCH 


"a    heading  for    march."     BV    ERSSIE 
DOOGUE,  AGE    I5.     (SILVER    BADGE.) 


DRAWINGS,  I 

Gertrude  Parmelee 
Muriel  W.  Curtis 
Penelope  Pope 

Hubbard 
Elizabeth  Hoisington 
Naomi  Brackett 
N.  Wright 


Eleanor  Macy  Evans 
Alden  W.  Jones 
Betty  Lowe 
Gladys  Smith 
Anna  M.  Horner 
Morrison  Marsh 
Betty  Lea  Barnes 
V^era  C.  Chapman 
Gerald  H.  Loomis 


*'A  HEADING  FOR  MARCH,' 

BY  HELEN  DAVIES,  AGE 

17.     (silver  BADGE.) 

PHOTOGRAPHS,  2 

Margaret  Eckbert 
Gertrude  Mathewson 
Cornwall  Spencer 
Joanna  Eckstein 
Arthur  H.  Emerick 
Sarah  Schoenberger 
Marion  West 
Isabella  Childe 
Margaret  L.  Chase 
Margaret  Gabel 
Walter  P.  Stokes 
Dorothy  Sommers 
Barbara  Stanton 
Stanley  T.  Dingman 
Cliarles  W.  Dingman 
Patricia  Acres 
Louise  S.  May 
Alice  M.  Trebout 
Margaret  Phillips 
Frank  T.  Baldwin 
Marie  Frances  Boas 
Katherine  Coolidge 
Edward  Gaertner 
William  W.  Smith 
Clarence  S.  Fisher 
Dorothy  Dyer 
Elizabeth  Sanderson 
Eunice  P.  Carter 
Sally  Robbins 
\'irginia  H.  Mason 
Gretchen  Rugh 
Ricliard  Loewenstein 
Marie  Puchner 
Margery 

McCullough 
George  D.  Gammon 
Elsie  Brewer 
Frank  T.  Baldwin 
Moreau  Crosby 
Lucy  Pomeroy 
Robert  R.  Andrews 
Gertrude  Craven 
Anna  Neave 
Margaret  E.  Gushing 
Katherine  F.  Small 
Mary  Lytle 
Frances  Ellis 
N.  M.  Argabrite.  Jr. 
Barbara  Prosser 
E.  A.  Throckmorton 
Nathalie  G.  Nelson 
Ernest  Nieckan 
E.  Frances  Jennings 


Clarence  E. 

Weinland 
Emilv  Louise 

Billings 
Maude  Olive  Ross 
Verdi  E.B.  Fuller  Jr. 
Oscar  K.  Rice 
Joanna  Holbrook 
Jeanette  Mack 
Barbara  Potter 


PUZZLES,  I 

Grace  Miller 
Richard  Boyd 
Sam  Churgel 
Armand  Donaldson 


PUZZLES,  2 

Grace  B.  Murray 


George  A.  Morton 
Irving  Johnson 
Homer  Ulrich 
Harryette  M. 

Zin. merle 
Curtis  Dupree 
Philip  Jones 
Catherine  Dorris 
Consuelo  Miller 
Richard  W.  Frost 


PRIZE  COMPETITION  No.  197 

The  St.  Nichol.\s  League  awards  gold  and  silver  badges 
each  month  for  the  best  original  poems,  stories,  drawings, 
jiihotographs.  puzzles,  and  puzzle  answers.  Also,  occasion- 
ally, cash  prizes  to  Honor  Members,  when  the  contribution 
printed  is  of  unusual  merit. 

Competition  No.  197  will  close  March  24  (for  for- 
eign member"^  March  30).  Pri-'e  announcements  will  be 
made  and  the  selected  contributions  published  in  St. 
NiCHOL.\s  for  July. 

Verse.  To  contain  not  more  than  twenty-four  lines. 
Subject,   "When  School  Is  Over," 

Prose.  Essay  or  story  of  not  more  than  three  hundred 
words.      Subject,  "A  Brave  Deed." 

Photograph.  Any  size,  mounted  or  unmounted  ;  no  blue 
prints  or  negatives.  Subject,  "  Where  I  Have  Good 
Times." 

Drawing.  India  ink,  very  black  writing-ink,  or  wash. 
Subject,  "A  Fisherman's  Luck,"  or  a  Heading  for  July. 

Puzzle.  Any  sort,  but  must  be  accompanied  by  the 
answer  in  full,  and  must  be  indorsed. 

Puzzle  Answers.  Best,  neatest,  and  most  complete  set 
of  answers  to  puzzles  in  this  issue  of  St.  Nicholas. 
Must  be  indorsed  and  must  be  addressed  as  explained  on 
the  first  page  of  the  *'  Riddle-box." 

Wild  Creature  Photography.  To  encourage  the  pur- 
suing of  game  with  a  camera  instead  of  with  a  gun.  The 
prizes  in  the  "Wild  Creature  Pliotography"  competition 
shall  be  in  four  classes,  as  follows:  Prize,  Class  A,  a  gold 
badge  and  three  dollars.  Pi'ize,  Class  B,  a  gold  badge 
and  one  dollar.  Prize,  Class  C,  a  gold  badge.  Prize^ 
Class  D,  a  silver  badge.  But  prize-winners  in  this  com- 
petition (as  in  all  the  other  competitions)  will  not  receive  a 
second  gold  or  silver  badge.  Photographs  must  not  be 
of  "protected"  game,  as  in  zoological  gardens  or  game 
reservations.  Contributors  must  state  in  a  ffw^ronls  where 
and  under  what  circumstances  the  photograph  was  taken. 

No  unused  contribution  can  be  returned  unless  it  is 
accompanied  fy  a  self-addressed  and  stamped  envelop  of  the 
proper  size  to  W(/ the  manuscript,  drawing,  or  photograph. 

RULES 

Any  reader  of  St.  Nicholas,  whether  a  subscriber  or  not, 
is  entitled  to  League  membership,  and  a  League  badge  and 
leaflet,  which  will  be  sent  free.  No  League  member  who 
has  reached  the  age  of  eighteen  years  may  compete. 

Every  contribution,  of  whatever  kind,  fuust  bear  the 
name,  age,  and  address  of  the  sender,  and  be  indorsed  as 
"original"  by  parent,  teacher,  or  guardian,  ivho  must  be 
convinced  beyond  doitbt — and  ?iiJist  state  in  7i'riti?rg — that 
the  contribntion  is  not  copied^  but  wholly  the  work  and  idea 
of  the  sender.  If  prose,  the  number  of  words  should  also 
be  added.  These  notes  must  not  be  on  a  separate  sheet, 
but  on  the  contribution  itself — if  manuscript,  on  the  upper 
margin  ;  if  a  picture,  on  the  margin  or  back.  Write  or 
draw  on  one  side  of  the  paper  only.  A  contributor  may  send 
but  one  contribution  a  month — not  one  of  each  kind,  but 
one  only  ;  this,  however,  does  not  include  the  "advertising 
competition"  (see  advertising  pages)  or  "Answers  to 
Puzzles." 
Address:  The  St.  Nicholas  League, 

2,^7^  Fourth  Avenue,  New  York. 
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The  "Christmas  Ship,"  sent  in  1914  by  the  children  of 
America  to  those  of  the  countries  at  war.  showed  how 
strong  is  the  tic  that  links  the  children  of  all  nations 
into  a  great  world-family.  St.  Nicholas,  therefore, 
willingly  prints  the  following  appeal  of  the  Franco- 
American  Committee  for  the  Protection  of  the  Children 
of  the  Frontier. 

Since  the  beginning  of  the  war.  the  Comite  Franco- 
Americain  pour  la  Protection  des  Enfants  de  la  Fron- 
tiere  has  cared  for  over  two  thousand  children  and  now 
has  over  a  thousand  in  its  various  depots.  Applications 
from  authorities  at  various  points  along  the  front  are 
constantly  received  by  the  Committee,  requesting  it  to 
receive  many  more  children.  To  enlarge  the  scope  of 
the  work,  the  Committee  must  secure  an  assured  income 
for  many  months  to  come.  As  nearly  as  can  be  esti- 
mated, six  dollars  will  pay  the  expenses  of  a  child  for  a 
month. 

Remember  that  these  children  are  absolutely  destitute, 
homeless,  mostly  orphaned  of  either  father  or  mother, 
and  sometimes  of  both,  separated  from  every  familiar 
association.  Remember,  also,  that  they  are  the  comin.L' 
generation  of  their  countries  and  that  they  must  be 
saved.     In  helping  them,  you  are  helping  the  future. 

The  Committee  is  also  making  arrangements  so 
that  these  children  are  receiving  industrial  and  other 
education,  and  some  of  the  older  boys  are  already  get- 
ting to  work.  When  one  has  seen  these  children  one 
.  cannot  possibly  forget  it.  The  difference  between  the 
little,  pinched  faces  that  arrive  at  the  distributing  cen- 
ters and  the  round,  happy  expressions  that  one  sees 
within  a  very  few  weeks,  is  exceedingly  touching  and 
very  gratifying. 

Contributions  may  be  sent  to  Frederic  Coudert,  Treas- 
urer, 2  Rector  Street,  New  York. 


Flushing,  N.  Y. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  am  writing  to  tell  you  how  per- 
fectly wonderful  you  are — if  you  don't  already  know  it. 
It  has  rained  ever  since  I  woke  up  this  morning,  and 
I  came  home  from  High  School  feeling  very  blue,  bored, 
and  cross.  For  a  while  I  just  moped  around  with  no 
ambition  whatever ;  but  a  little  while  ago  I  heard  the 
door-bell  ring,  and  perhaps  you  can  imagine  the  change 
in  the  atmosphere  when  you  were  handed  to  me. 

I  have  had  you  for  years  and  each  year  I  enjoy  you 
much  better. 

Wishing  you  many,  many  more  years  of  success,  I  am 
Your  devoted  reader, 

Isabel  McCord. 


A.mkrican  Legation, 
The  Hague,  Holland. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  This  is  the  first  letter  I  have  ever 
written  to  you,  but  now  I  thought  it  was  time  that  I 
should  write  to  you  and  tell  you  how  much  I  like  you. 
You  really  don't  know  how  excited  I  am  when  you 
come!  I  thought  "The  Lost  Prince"  a  beautiful  story, 
it  was  so  exciting.     I  liked  "Peg  o'  the  Ring,"  too. 

I  sent  for  your  Poster-Stamp  All)um,  and  I  think  it  is 
perfectly  lovely.     I  love  to  collect  the  stamps,  too. 

I  have  a  darling  little  dog.  His  name  is  Teddy.  He 
has  no  tail  and  big  ears  that  slick  right  up:  he  is  very 
pretty.  Shall  I  tell  you  how  he  got  such  big  ears  and 
no  tail  ?     Well,  this  is  how  it  happened : 


This  breed  of  dog  is  called  the  Schipperje,  meaning 
"Little  Skipper."  This  breed  began  on  the  canal-boats. 
When  the  captain,  or  skipper,  would  go  down  to  the 
cabin  to  rest,  he  would  leave  this  little  dog  on  deck  to 
watch  for  robbers.  He  wore  his  tail  off  sitting  down 
watching  for  robbers,  and  his  ears  grew  big  listening! 
Is  n't  that  queer? 

Your  de\'oted  reader, 

Katrina  va.n  Dyke  (age  10). 


Binghamton,  N.  Y. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :    In  reading  your  interesting  "Nature 
and  Science  for  Young  Folks"  I  was  reminded  of  a  cer- 
tain picture  I  took  of  one  of  my  friends.     I  was  using 


a  strange  camera    .!_  i     ,     :-.  :  .^.^   .- :    ...ill   b>   .icci- 

dent,  thus  getting  a  double  picture. 

Many  people  have  thought  that  it  looks  almost  like 
two  people. 

Yours  truly, 

Barbara  Bates. 


Mo.ntclair,  K.  J. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  have  taken  you  for  four  months 
now,  and  I  love  you  very  much.  I  have  always  wanted 
to  subscribe  to  your  magazine  and  have  it  come  in  a 
wrapper  with  my  name  on  it.  I  hope  that  in  years  to 
come  I  shall  always  have  you. 

We  live  near  the  Public  Library  and  they  have  all  the 
old  bound  volumes  of  St.  Nicholas,  which  I  enjoy 
reading  A'cry,  very  much. 

I  am  glad  I  am  only  ten,  because,  if  I  were  twelve 
or  older,  it  would  be  nearer  to  the  time  when  I  should 
have  to  step  out  of  "The  League,"  leaving  room  for 
others. 

Your  magazine  seems  to  have  something  in  it  for 
every  one  in  the  family,  from  myself  to  my  brother  of 
eighteen,  and  even  Mother  and  Father  find  interesting 
articles  in  it.  Mother  thinks  that  in  any  magazine  for 
children  that  she  has  ever  read  she  cannot  find  such  a 
good  choice  of  stories  as  you  have. 

Wishing  you  a  prosperous  future,  I  am 
Your  devoted  reader, 

Mario.n  Rapkin  (age  10). 


Omaha,  Neb. 
My  Dear  St.  Nicholas  ;  It  seems  such  a  long  time  since 
my  first  oteii  copy  of  you  was  placed  in  my  hands,  but 
nevertheless  I  have  never  lost  interest  in  you  for  a 
minute.  If  I  am  not  mistaken  it  was  thirteen  years  ago 
the  2i)th  of  October,  my  birthday,  when  my  grand- 
mother gave  you  to  me,  and  every  year  following  until 
1909  or  1910.     Now  you  come  to  my  cousin   from  the 
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same    source,    Grandmother,    and    I    always    read    his 
copies. 

Your  new  serial  of  "The  Boys'  Life  of  Mark  Twain" 
is  great,  and  I  hope  every  reader  will  not  fail  to  read 
and  enjoy  it. 

I  have  kept  all  my  magazines  and  some  day  I  hope  to 
have  them  bound.  We  have  a  few  bound  volumes  of 
the  old  "Wide  Awake,"  which  are  fine  reading  too. 

I  just  must  write  to  let  you  know  I  still  enjoy  you, 
although  not  a  subscriber  any  more. 

With  best  wishes  for  your  success  in  the  future, 
\'ery  sincerely  yours, 

Blanche  Deuel. 
P.S.     I  might  add  my  age.  which  is  twenty-two.   • 


Bethlehem,  P.\. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas;  I  am  sending  you  a  picture  of  the 
actors  of  the  play  "Everychild,"  which  was  published  in 
St.  Nicholas,  as  presented  by  some  relatives,  my  broth- 


LoNDON,  England. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  have  had  you  as  a  birthday  pres- 
ent since  igii,  and  I  think  you  are  quite  the  best  going. 

The  school  I  go  to  is  up  north  in  St.  Andrews,  Scot- 
land. It  is  a  public  school  for  girls,  run  on  practically 
the  same  lines  as  a  boys'  school,  and  a  very  good  one 
at  that. 

We  have  four  huge  playing-fields,  and  eight  houses 
with  about  thirty-two  girls  in  each,  so  you  see,  the 
school  is  quite  large.  In  the  very  early  times,  when  St. 
Margaret  was  queen  of  Scotland,  our  house  and  grounds 
used  to  be  a  monastery,  and  the  great  walls  are  still 
standing,  with  niches  where  small  statues  of  the  saints 
used  to  be  put. 

When  monasteries  were  done  away  with,  our  house 
became  a  boys'  school,  then  a  private  house,  and  now 
it  is  a  girls'  school ! 

The  old,  old  chapel  the  monks  used  is  still  standing, 
but  it  has  no  roof,  and  the  Council  won't  let  us  use  it. 

Wishing  you  a  long,  long  life. 

Your  affectionate  reader, 

S.  L.  MoLLiE  Briscoe  (age  i6). 


Jamaica  Plain,  Mass. 
Dear   St.   Nicholas  :   Near  our  summer  home  in  New 
Hampshire    is    this    very    queer    apple-tree.      The    trunk 
has   been   split    in   two   by   lightning.     One   part   bends 


ers  and  sister,  and  myself.  With  recitations  and  piano 
solos,  followed  by  this  play,  we  entertained  a  large 
parlor-audience  at  my  grandfather's  home.  We  were 
especially  interested  in  this  play,  because  it  was  written 
by  a  college  friend  of  my  mother. 

The  part  of  Everychild  was  taken  by  my  father's  little 
sister,  twelve  years  old,  and  the  parts  of  Joy  and  Scr- 
Z'ice  by  my  twin  brothers,  ten  years  old. 

While  in  another  town  at  my  uncle's  home  we  re- 
peated this  play  on  a  lawn,  and,  with  other  cousins, 
added  a  second  play,  "The  Crowning  of  the  May 
Queen,"  also  published  in  St.  Nicholas.  This  was 
very  picturesque  with  its  many  colored  costumes,  but 
we  did  not  succeed  in  getting  a  good  photograph. 

We  now  have  a  third  engagement,  for  we  have  been 
asked  by  the  Junior  Sunday-school,  of  Millersville,  to 
save  our  costumes  and  repeat  both  plays  at  our  next 
summer's  vacation  for  the  benefit  of  their  work. 

We  all  enjoy  St.  Nicholas  and  are  eagerly  awaiting 
the  next  number.  In  almost  every  home  we  visit  we 
find  this  interesting  magazine. 

Your  faithful  reader, 

Caroline  R.  Stein  (age  14). 


Colorado  Springs,  Colo. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  We  have  taken  St.  Nicholas  for 
four  years,  and  you  do  not  know  how  much  pleasure  it 
gives    us.      My    mother   used    to    take    it    when    she    was 
little. 

I  am  a  sick  boy,  so  I  count  the  days  until  my  favorite 
magazine  comes.  I  have  tried  many  others,  but  find 
none  as  nice  as  St.  Nicholas.  Not  only  I  like  it,  but 
the  whole  family  adores  it.  I  am  so  sorry  that  "Peg  o' 
the  Ring"  and  "The  Runaway"  stopped,  as  they  were 
my  fa\'orite  stories  then. 

Your  most   interested   reader, 

Wm.  D.  Richmond  (age   ij). 


down    and    touches    the    ground,    while    the    other    part 
bends  in  the  opposite  direction. 

Each  part  is  hollow,  gi\'ing  the  tree  a  very  odd  and 
fantastic  appearance. 

Every  year  it  bears  fruit  and  has  a  wealth  of  foliage 
like  any  ordinary  apple-tree. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Alice  Holcombe. 


Cedar  Grove,  N.  J. 
De\r  St.  Nicholas:  How  much  pleasure  you  have 
given  me  in  the  five  months  I  have  taken  you  !  The 
stories,  "Nature  and  Science,"  and  oh,  everything  are 
just  splendid.  "The  Lost  Prince"  and  "The  Boarded- 
up  House"  were  simply  fascinating.  When  you  came 
this  month,  I  said  to  myself:  "Now,  I  am  not  going  to 
read  you  all  at  once,  but  save  a  little  for  every  day  and 
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see  how  long  it  lasts."      How  long  do  you  suppose  that 
I  kept  the  resolution  ?     Two  days  ! 

With  many  good  wishes  for  a  long  life,  I  am, 
Your  interested  friend, 

Edna  Wood. 


De.\r  St.  Nicholas 
in  St.  Moritz, 
Switzerland,  dur- 
ing the  winter, 
showing  a  spill 
from  a  toboggan 
on  a  snowy  day. 
The  other  was 
taken  at  the  sea- 
side in  San  Sebas- 
tian, which  is  on 
our  northern  coast 
and  not  very  far 
from  the  frontier 
between  Spain  and 
France.  It  is  one 
of  our  most  beau- 
tiful watering- 
places,  and  the 
royal  familycomes 
here    in    summer. 


Madrid,  Spain. 
One  of  these  snapshots  was  taken 


T^''      ^^' 


•■••^■s*. 
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I     am     Spanish     and 
eleven  years  old. 
Your  faithful  reader, 
ToTO  d'Aliaga. 


4 
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Boulder.  Colo. 
Dear  St.   Nicholas: 
I   have  taken  you  for 
eight      years,      begin- 
ning   when    I    lacked 
two  months  of  being 
five    years     old,     and 
have     not     missed     a 
number  since.     I  did 
n't  take  very  long  to 
fall  in  love  with   St. 
Nicholas  from  cover 
to  cover,  and,  though  I  have  moved  many  times  since  I 
first  began  taking  you,  it  has  followed  me  to  every  home, 
and  now  I  should  feel  lost  without  it. 

I  liked  and  like  all  the  stories,  but  none  come  up,  in 
my  opinion,  to  "The  Lass  of  the  Silver  Sword,"  "The 
League  of  the  Signet-ring,"  and  "The  Lost  Prince." 
The  latter  I  have  read  until  I  almost  know  it  by  heart. 
There  is  only  one — no,  two — flaws.  First,  it  was  not 
all  in  one  copy  of  St.  Nicholas.  Second,  I  don't  see 
how  (wo  smart  boys  like  Marco  .ind  The  Rat  could  help 
knowing  or  guessing  that  Marco  and  Loristan  were 
heirs  to  the  throne,  especially  after  the  scene  in  the 
cave.     Otherwise  I  can't  find  anything  wrong. 

When  St.  Nicholas  comes,  I  feel  like  covering  the 
date  on  the  calendar  with  red  ink.  I  road  the  serial 
stories    first,    then    the    other    stories,    then    turn    to    the 


front  and  read  everything  in  it.  I  lately  have  become 
a  member  of  the  "League"  and  enjoy  the  competitions 
very  much.  I  sometimes  think,  when  I  read  the  Letter- 
box, that  St.  Nicholas  would  swell  to  the  dimensions 
of  a  freight-car  with  pride. 

I  live  just  at  the  foot  of  the  Rockies,  in  a  little  town 
of  about  12,000  inhabitants.  The  State  University  is 
here  ;  because  of  it  and  because  we  are  so  near  Denver, 
we  have  a  great  many  things  we  would  not  otherwise 
get.  The  "Trojan  Women"  was  played  here,  and  I 
enjoyed  it  greatly. 

With  many  hopes  that  you  will  live  as  long  as  I  do, 
and  longer,  I  remain. 

Your  interested  reader, 

Elizabeth  ^L  Farwell  (age  12). 


Cleveland,  Ohio. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  did  have  a  dog.  named  Cutie  ; 
he  was  a  fox  terrier,  but  he  was  too  rough  and  tried 
to  chew  everything  up  that  he  could.  So  Mother 
changed  him  for  a  French  poodle,  and  my  aunt  said  all 
he  needed  was  a  pLitform  and  four  wheels,  to  make  him 
a  toy  lamb.  Your  interested   reader, 

Mary  Fairchild  (age  11). 


Glasgow,  Scotland. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  A  friend  has  been  sending  you  to 
nie  for  the  last  four  years,  and  I  want  you  to  know  how 
much  I  enjoy  your  stories.  My  favorite  ones  are  "Dor- 
othy, the  Motor-girl,"  "The  Lucky  Sixpence,"  "Beatrice 
of  Denewood,"  "The  Runaway,"  "The  Lucky  Stone," 
and  I  think  "The  Lost  Prince"  is  one  of  the  best 
stories  I  have  read.  I  also  enjoyed  "The  Boarded-up 
House"  and  "Peg  o'  the  Ring."  My  little  sister  Carol, 
who  is  six  years  old,  enjoys  the  stories  for  very  little 
folk. 

All  winter  long  we  had  great  numbers  of  soldiers 
passing  by  every  day  on  their  way  to  drill,  but  now  they 
have  left  for  their  war  stations  it  seems  very  quiet. 
All  my  cousins  who  are  old  enough  are  away.  We  have 
only  been  here  for  a  short  time ;  before,  we  lived  in 
Greenock.  It  was  much  nicer  there,  overlooking  The 
Firth  of  Clyde  and  the  Cowal  Hills.  I  have  been  across 
the  Atlantic  once,  visiting  friends  in  Philadelphia.  I 
should  have  liked  to  have  visited  New  York,  but  it  was 
so  hot  we  had  to  be  taken  to  Atlantic  City,  then  into  the 
covintry,  and  from  there  home. 

Your  interested  reader, 

P.\TTV   A.    GlXSON. 


Dowmeville,  Cal. 
Dear   St.   Nicholas  :    I   received   you   for  a   Christmas 
present   this   year,   and    I   eagerly   await   the   coming   of 
each  copy.     I  find  the  solving  of  the  puzzles  very  enter- 
taining and  instructive. 

Sometimes  on  Friday  evening  or  Saturday  morning 
with  my  gun  and  often  with  a  chum  I  take  a  hike  to 
my  father's  mine,  six  miles  north  of  here.  On  my  last 
trip  there  was  enough  snow  to  permit  me  to  have  a  ride 
of  three  miles'  delightful  grade  on  snow-shoes. 

During  one  of  my  \'isits  my  father  and  I  walked  to 
the  top  of  Fur-cap.  a  peak  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  Moun- 
tains, from  which  we  obtained  a  good  view  of  Mount 
Lassen,  then  in  eruption.  There  have  been  eighty-two 
eruptions  since  the  crater  first  opened  in  May.  On 
March  20  it  was  in  violent  eruption  for  nine  hours. 
Great  quantities  of  ashes  fell  at  Volta  and  Manton, 
fifteen  miles  from  its  base.  The  atmosphere  as  far  as 
Redding,  forty-two  miles  distant,  was  thick  with  vol- 
canic ashes.  Yours  truly, 

Carroll  WixRon  (age  11). 


ANSWERS  TO  PUZZLES  IN   THE  FEBRUARY  NUMBER 


Primal  Acrostic.  Charles  Darwin.  Cross-words:  i.  Chasms.  2. 
Hearth.  3.  Always.  4.  Repeal-  5.  Labors.  6.  Easily.  7.  Sorrow. 
8.  Dearth,  tj.  Armory.  10  Radius.  11.  Warden.  12.  Incise.  13. 
Nettle. Cross- woKD  Emgm.-\.     Washington. 

Transpositions.  Amerigo  Vespucci,  i.  Glean,  angle.  2.  Blame, 
Mabel.  3.  Cleat,  eclat.  4.  Anger,  range.  5.  Choir,  ichor.  6.  Organ, 
groan.  7.  Notes,  onset.  8.  Stave,  Vesta.  9.  Deuce,  educe.  10.  Boast, 
sabot.  II.  Caper,  pacer.  12.  Lunar,  ulnar.  13.  Nacre,  crane.  14. 
Peach,  cheap.     15.  Runic,  incur. 

Central  Acrostic.  Do  it  now.  Cross-words:  i.  Ladle.  2. 
Whole.     3.   Faith.     4.  Catch.     5.   Dance.     6.   Gnome.     7.   Cower. 

Illustrated  Numerical  Enigma.  "  Let  us  stand  by  our  duty 
fearlessly  and  eifectively." 

A  Musical  Zigzag.  Mendelssohn.  Cross-words:  i.  Mozart.  _  2. 
Sestet.  3.  Tenors.  4.  Rondos,  5.  Carmen.  6.  Handel.  7.  Deciso. 
8.  Basses.     9.  Chopin.     10.  Choral.     11.  Number. 


A  Dwindling  Word.     Wheat,  heat,  eat,  at,  T. 

Oblique   Rectangi.i-.      i.   L.      2.   Car.      3.    Labor. 
Rivet.     6.  Negus.     7.  Tunic.     8.  Sided.     9.  Cedar.     10. 


4.   Robin. 
Daw,     II. 


Double  Diagonal.  Spartans,  Leonidas.  Cross-words:  i.  Scorn- 
ful. 2.  Appeared.  3.  Dragoons.  4.  Mournful.  5.  Positive.  6.  Podo- 
carp.     7.  Lausanne.     8.  Studious. 


Connected  Squares  and  Diamonds. 

3.  Agile.     4.  Malar.     5.  Alert.     II.    i.  E. 
dom.      5.   Redan.      6.  Don.      7.   M.      III. 
Merge.     4.  Eagle.     5.  Sneer.     IV.    i.  E. 
drum.    5.  Carat.     6.  Put.     7.  M.     V.    i 

4.  Elsie.     5.   Sleet.     VI.     i.   E.     2.  Ant. 
Terse.     6.  Dee.     7.   S.     VII.    1.  Roman 
Atlas.      5.   Neese.      VIII.      i.  E.      2.  Ant. 


T.  I.  Drama.  2.  Regal. 
:.  Tar.  3.  Tired.  4.  Earl- 
I.  Domes.  2.  Ocean.  3. 
.  Sac.     3.  Strap.     4.  Ear- 


Tuned. 
Enode. 


6.   Red. 
5.  Sayer. 


IX. 


Games,     2.  Atoll.    3.  ^Ioose. 
3.   Added.     4.   Endures.     5. 
2.   Ovate.     3.   " 
3.   Augur. 


Gases.      2.    Arena 


Maple.     4. 

4.   Engines. 

3-    Sepoy. 


Solvers  wishing  to  compete  for  prizes  must  give  answers  in  full,  following  the  plan  of  the  above-printed  answers  to  puzzles. 

To  our  Puzzlers:  Answers  to  be  acknowledged  in  the  magazine  must  be  received  not  later  than  the  24th  of  each  month,  and  should  be 
addressed  to  St.  Nicholas  Riddle-box,  care  of  The  Century  Co.,  353  Fourth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Answers  to  all  the  Puzzles  in  the  December  Number  were  received  before  December  24  from  Elizabeth  Rodgers — Elizabeth  Lee  Young 
— Claire  Hepner — Katharine  H.  White — Dorothy  Wilcox. 

Answers  to  Puzzt.es  in  the  December  Number  were  received  before  December  24  from  Marshall  A.  Best,  9 — Nancy  Hough  and  Angeline 
Garrison,  0— Helen  H-  Mclver,  9— Winifred  Walz,  9— Eleanor  Purdon,  6— Morton  Milsner,  6— Katharine  Charlebols,  5— Anna  Winslow,  5— 
Ignatius  Vado.  5— Whitney  Ashbridge,  4— Helen  Marshall,  4 — Anna  S.  Lamer,  3 — Eunice  Jackson,  3— Jane  B.  Walden,  3 — Julia  Bryant  Paine, 
3— Florence  Noble,  3— Jacob  Vogel,  2— Richard  C.  Boyd.  2-— Elizabeth  Ferguson.  1— Judith  Marvin,  1— Ellery  L.  Allen,  i— James  L.  Norie.  i— 
John  W.  Bethell,  i— Greta  Best,  i— Frances  Lluyd,  i— Gwendolyn  Longyear,  i— Ada  H.  Beckman,  i— Gordon  Newell,  1 — George  Laimbeer,  i. 


Nu.AiERiCAL  E^^G^rA 

I  AM  composed  of  fifty-five  letters,  and  form  a  quota- 
tion from  the  writings  of  William  Penn. 

My  18-26-34-11  is  a  small  loaf  of  bread.  My  16-4- 
38-30  is  a  circle  of  light.  My  1-5-55-49-41  is  a  simple- 
ton. My  21-32-52-45-S-54  is  illiberaL  My  12-43-25-6 
is  the  early  part  of  the  day.  My  51-40-14-47-30  is 
irritable.  My  29—36-23-44-24  is  an  indentation.  My 
2-1 7-33-53-27-3 1  is  a  kind  of  tea.  My  42-39-19-10- 
37—50-13  is  a  figure  having  nine  sides  and  nine  angles. 
My  J2-3-9-46-7-28-42-15-48  are  adversaries. 

\viLLi.\M   PENN    (age    12),  League  Member. 

PI 

Hewn  lilw  Breaso  vige  su  cepea  ? 
Ro  sha  tcrniw  gentds  a  easle 
Rof  thornea  thonm  fo  strof, 
Lagvine  grinsp  ot  ayp  het  cots? 
Rof  ti  semes  eh  listl  si  inkg, 
Hoghut  sit  gripns. 

A  MARCH  ACROSTIC 

All  of  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  initial  letters  will  spell  a  single  word  ;  an- 
other row  of  letters  will  spell  another  word.  These  two 
words,  when  read  in  connection,  name  an  event  of  na- 
tional importance. 

Cross-words:  i.  Danger.  2.  Spherical.  3.  Applause. 
4.   To    rub   hard.    5.    Likeness.     6.    Something  given   or 


admitted.  7.  Each.  8.  Pertaining  to  one's  birth.  9. 
Veracity.  10.  An  Asiatic  country.  11.  Permit.  12.  A 
climbing  plant  with  ropelike  stems. 

IDA  CRAMER  (age  13),  HonoK  Member. 

CHARADE 

Write  me  but  once,  and  I  am  known 

For  deeds  of  splendid  daring: 
Write  me  but  twice  ;  then  am  I  shown 

For  savage  deeds  preparing. 
MARION  AMES  (age  16),  League  Member. 

A  DOZEN  JACKS 

Each  question  may  be  answered  by  a  word  or  name  be- 
ginning with  the  word  "Jack."  Example  :  which  Jack 
is  a  child's  game?     .Answer,  Jack-straws. 

1.  Which  Jack  ate  with  his  fingers  and  made  a  great 

discovery  thereby? 

2.  Which    Jack    paints    the    window-panes    on    cold 

mornings  ? 

3.  Which  Jack  can  do  many  things? 

4.  Which  Jack  is  popular  the  last  day  of  October? 

5.  Which  Jack  could  eat  no  fat? 

6.  Which  Jack  is  the  woodland  minister? 

7.  Which  Jack  do  children  toss  into  the  air? 

8.  Which  Jack  do  boys  carry  in  their  pockets? 

9.  Which  Jack  is  waiting  to  spring  at  its  owner? 

10.  Which  Jack  belongs  to  the  crow  family? 

11.  Which  Jack  was  not  the  father? 

12.  Which  Jack  had  a  liking  for  climbing? 

DOROTHY  WILCOX  (agc  17),  HoHOT  Member. 
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•WOKD-SQITARE 

I.  A  LANGUAGE  of  Europe.  2.  A  large  body  of  water.  3. 
To  oppose  by  argument.  4.  A  dressing  for  puddings. 
5.  To  go  in.       GRACE  WALKER  (age  15),  League  Member. 


I'ixed  customs, 
ihorouglifare. 


To  each  of  the  seven  objects  in  the  above  picture  may 
be  prefixed  a  common  little  noun  of  three  letters.  When 
the  prefix  is  added,  what  are  the  seven  words? 

(;ko«;r.\phical  diagonal 

Ali  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  diagonal,  from  the  upper,  right-hand  let- 
ter to  the  lower,  left-hand  letter,  will  spell  the  name  of 
a  country  we  love. 

Cross-vvords  :  i.  A  country  of  Africa.  2.  One  of  the 
United  States.  3.  A  seaport  of  Belgium.  4.  One  of  the 
United  States.  5.  A  city  of  Saxony.  6.  A  country  of 
South  America.  7.  The  capital  of  one  of  the  United 
States  in  which  a  "Cotton  Exposition"  was  held  thirty- 
five  years  ago. 

RUTH   BROWNE   (age   14),  League  Member. 

NOVEL  ACRO.STIC 

iSihier  Badge,  St.  Nicholas  League  Competition) 
All  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  initials  will  spell  the  name  of  a  story  that 
appeared  in  St.  Nicholas  ;  another  row  of  letters  will 
spell  another  St.  Nicholas  story.  Both  are  by  the  same 
author. 

Cro.ss- WORDS  :  I.  To  prate  2.  A  mark  of  punctuation. 
3  Consequence.  4.  Animals.  5.  Flattened  at  the  poles. 
6.  Takes  as  one's  own.  7.  A  harvesting  machine.  8. 
Part  of  a  churn.  9.  An  instrument  or  machine  of  war. 
10.   Devotedly.      II.   Not   perused       12.   Individual.      13. 


14.  Beginning.     15    To  unravel.     16.  A 
7.  A  church  festival. 

RICHARD    S.   A.NGELL    (age    lo). 

CHANGED  HEADS 

Example:  I  am  a  sound.  Change  my  head  and  I  be- 
come, in  turn,  a  hard  substance,  solitary,  the  fruit  of 
the  pine  and  to  sharpen.  Answer,  Tone,  bone,  lone, 
cone,  hone. 

I.  I  am  a  small  animal.  Change  my  head  and  I  be- 
come, in  turn,  a  horse,  to  shave  off,  unusual,  unadorned, 
the  price  of  passage,  a  weed,  and  merchandise. 

II.  I  am  a  tree.  Change  my  head  and  I  become,  in 
turn,  a  beverage,  to  dig  for  metal,  a  climbing  plant,  a 
straight  row,  to  eat  the  principal  meal  of  the  day,  and 
exquisite. 

III.  I  am  a  carriage.  Change  my  head  and  I  be- 
come, in  turn,  a  sailor,  need,  a  big  bundle,  a  frame,  to 
support,  a  nail,  and  a  bag. 

ANNE  h.  WHITNEY  (age  1 2),  League  Member. 

MIXED  ACROSTIC 

»      •      o      ■      o       Cross-words  :   i.  Income.     2.   Mineral 
♦      •0.0       particles   of  wood   or  coal   after   com- 
bustion.    3.   A  memorial.     4.   To  sing 
softly.     5.  To  lift. 

When  the  foregoing  words  have  Ijcen 
rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  initials  (indicated  by  stars)  will  spell  a 
word  often  heard,  while  the  letters  indicated  in  the  dia- 
gram by  o's  may  be  so  arranged  as  to  spell  two  words 
which  also  are  often  heard. 

HUBERT  barentzen  (age  16),  Honor  Member. 

KING'S  MOVE  Pl'ZZLE 

( Sih'er  Baiigc.  St.  Nicholas  League  Competition) 
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Begin  at  a  certain  square  and  move  lo  an  adjoining 
square,  similar  to  the  king's  move  in  chess.  In  this 
puzzle,  however,  the  moves  are  to  be  made  horizontally 
or  perpendicularly — never  dia.gonally.  Each  square  is 
to  be  entered  but  once,  and  the  path  must  be  followed 
continuously.  The  answer  will  spell  the  name  of  a  poet 
and  some  of  his  most  famous  works. 

EDITH  BROOKS  (age  1 6),  League  Member, 
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WILL  SHAKESPEARE,  STAR  OF  POETS 

BY  JOHN  BENNETT 

Author  of  "  Master  Skylark  :   .\  Story  of  .Shakespeare's  Time  " 


On  or  about  the  twenty-third  day  of  April,  1564. 
in  the  .sunshiny  town  of  Stratford-on-Avon,  was 
born  Will,  first  son  of  John  ;ind  Mary  Shake- 
speare, poet,  player,  and  play-writer ;  and  on  the 
twenty-sixth  of  April  he  was  baptized  in  the 
parish  church. 

Stratford  was  a  not  unimportant  provincial 
market-town,  with  a  vigorous  provincial  life  of 
its  own.  It  lay,  under  the  shadow  of  blue-wooded 
hills,  among  groves  and  streams  and  open  fields, 
with  reminders  everywhere  of  its  past  in  the 
shape  of  stately  old  Iniildings,  formerly  belong- 
ing to  its  college  and  its  guild;  in  the  midst  of 
an  agricultural  country,  with  inclosed  orchards 
and  meadows,  where  boys  pilfered  apples  and 
harried  the  cows;  and  with  fields,  alternately 
tilled  land  and  fallows,  and  wide  streams  as  bright 
as  silver  meanders. 

Not  far  off  was  the  wilder  and  wooded  district 
known  as  the  Forest  of  .\rden,  where  Guy  of 
Warwick  and  Heraud  of  Arden  pursued  the 
bristling  boar. 

The  boy,  imaginative,  lovable,  sensitive,  pas- 
sionate, grew  up  as  one  with  a  natural  gift  of 
story-telling.  About  him,  in  the  early  twilight, 
his  boyhood  comrades  gathered  in  a  ring,  around 
some  horse-block,  or  low  wall,  or  old  tree  root, 
or  group  of  alders  overhanging  a  grassy  place 
above  some  smooth,  gravelly  bar;  or  in  the  tall 
grass  under  a  hawthorn,  each  lying  snug  in  his 
form,  likes  hares;  while  he  told  them  tales,  en- 
chanted and  marvelous,  like  the  adventures  of  Sir 
John  Mandeville,  of  giants  and  anthropophagi, 
or  cannibals,  and  of  "men  whose  heads  do  grow 


beneath  their  shoulders,''  of  mountains  of  glass, 
and  castles  of  brass  frowning  down  on  glassy 
seas ;  or  comical  anecdotes,  rather  broader  than 
anecdotes  ought  to  be,  such  as  were  known  to 
farmer-boys  in  a  cruder  age  than  ours :  or  high 
romances  of  olden  times,  antique  ballads,  famil- 
iar and  merry,  like  "Adam  Bell  and  Clym  o'  the 
Clough,"  — filling  them  full,  and  embroidering 
them  with  threads  of  gold  out  of  his  own  glow- 
ing fancy. 

So  they  lay.  listening,  dreaming  together  the 
long,  long  thoughts  of  youth  — of  coming  successes 
and  battles,  and  of  great  deeds  they  all  should  do. 
some  day,  somewhere,  somehow;  and  \\'ill,  to 
outdo  them  all. 

Great  dreams  must  have  been  his,  of  great 
deeds :  for,  as  a  lad's  life  is  the  "measure  of  his 
strength,  so  a  lad's  dreams  are  the  measure  of 
his  soul. 

So  dreamed  Will  Shakespeare  on  the  hills  of 
^^'arwickshire.  looking  out  across  the  world, 
southward,  with  dawning  wonder  and  determina- 
tion, toward  London,  beyond  the  blue  hills  down 
Oxford  way,  into  a  world  as  remote  and  mysteri- 
ous as  the  tale  he  sat  spinning  for  his  comrades, 
—  over  the  far  blue  hills  to  London,  heart  of  the 
great  round  world. 

There  was  a  free  grammar-school  in  Strat- 
ford, where  Will  had  an  education  reasonably 
sound,  though,  to-day.  it  might  be  esteemed  pri- 
mary. It  was  an  uncommonly  good  school.  Wal- 
ter Roche,  its  head-master,  had  been  a  fellow  of 
Corpus  Christi  College,  at  Oxford;  so  its  stand- 
ards were  good  and  high.     1   will  not  assume  to 
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say  that  Will  studied;  perhaps  he  was  no  zealous 
student :    we   are   told   "his  classics   were   weak." 

John  Shakespeare,  Will's  father,  a  glover  and 
produce-dealer,  was  burgess  of  the  corporate 
town  of  Stratford,  dealt  in  barley,  timber,  farm 
produce,  skins,  and  wool,  and  he  bred  the  calves 
from  which  he  later  took  glove-skins— a  glover's 
is  a  particular  trade  and  calls  for  skilled  handi- 
work. John  owned  two  houses  in  Stratford;  one 
was  his  wool  shop.  He  was  passing  well-to-do. 
and  of  some  prominence  among  his  neighbors. 

Just  a  year  after  Will  was  born,  John  became 
alderman,  then  high  bailifT,  of  Stratford,  which 
added  to  him  the  dignity  of  justice  of  the  peace. 
He  thenceforth  was  known  in  the  little  town  and 
in  all  corporate  documents  as  "Mr.  John  Shake- 
speare," which  distinguished  him  from  the  cob- 
bler. In  token  of  his  risen  estate  he  assumed  a 
coat  of  arms.  John  Shakespeare  had  now  become 
eminent,  and  was  one  of  two  chamberlains  to 
whom  the  town's  finances  were  intrusted. 

But  when  Will  was  thirteen,  John  Shakespeare's 


longer  attended  service  in  the  parish  church  for 
fear  some  process-server  there  might  hand  him 
a  warrant  summoning  him  to  court:  he  was  writ- 
ten down  recusant  J  .Actions  for  debt  against 
him  were  sustained  in  the  local  courts ;  when  they 
tried  to  levy  on  his  effects,  no  property  was  to  be 
found :  he  was  removed  from  the  list  of  alder- 
men :  Wills  schooling  came  to  an  end ;  so  do  the 
facts. 

In  1582.  Will  married  .\nne  Hathaway. 

This  much  we  know  to  be  true;  but  for  some 
time  the  rest  is  tradition,  or  legend.  Tradition 
alleges  that  Will  had  led  a  rather  vi-ildish  youth, 
and  that,  in  or  about  1584,  his  boyhood  life  in 
Stratford  came  to  a  sudden,  tempestuous  close. 

The  legend,  which  you  have  heard  often  and 
oft,  declares  that  he  got  into  trouble,  poaching 
on  Sir  Thomas  Lucy's  estates,  and  fled  to  escape 
prosecution. 

Old  legends  affirm  some  curious  things,  to  which 
wise   men   pay  little   attention:   but   this  one   ap- 
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fortunes  fell  away.  A  mortgage  was  put  on  the 
mother's  farm,  in  security  for  a  loan  from  her 
brother-in-law,  Edmund  Lambert,  who  [jromptly 
foreclosed  the  lien. 

John  Shakespeare  never  jirospered  again ;  his 
difficulties  increased;  he  plunged  deejier  and 
ilee]jer  in  debt :  was  more  deeply  drawn  in  by  his 
brother;    his    proiierty    became    involvetl ;    he    no 


pears  to  be  based  upon  facts,  and  1  see  no  good 
reason  to  doubt  it. 

W'ill  fled  out  of  Strat  ford-on-. A  von  — some  say 
into  tiloucestershire,  where  he  lived  remote  by 
Stinchcombe  Mill,  near  Dursley. 

From  this  time  for  several  years  his  story  goes 

'  The  tvrni  applit-fl  to  those  who  refused  to  attend 
ihe  services  of  Ihe  Clnirch  of  England. 
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into  obscurity  which  the  most  zealous  research 
has  failed  to  disperse.  Conjecture  has  not  been 
idle— conjecture  never  is  idle  — assigning  him. 
during  these  unknown  years,  a  piebald  train  of 


England  was  Merry  England  as  it  never  had  been 
before.  It  was  an  epoch  which  gleams  through 
story  like  a  light  set  on  a  hill. 

One  of  its  greatest  glories,  if  not  its  greatest 
glory,  was  the  sudden  marvelous  flowering  of  the 
Elizabethan  drama. 

One  can  hardly  speak  of  Elizabeth's  reign  with- 
out speaking  of  that  outburst.  Indeed,  we  can 
hardly  think  of  the  one  without  thinking  of  the 
other.  Though  Elizabeth,  proud,  penurious 
queen,  contributed  little  or  nothing  but  her  love 
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varied  occupations :  serving-man,  scrivener, 
apothecary's  clerk,  .schoolmaster,  printer,  dyer, 
and  soldier.  The  soldier  was  likely  Will  Shake- 
speare of  Rowington :  Aubrey  mentioned  the 
country  school.  .\1I  is  uncertain,  and  each  is 
disputable. 

And  where  was  he  during  the  Plague  ^'ears  ? 
Xobody  knows.  Some  say  he  visited  Italy,  and 
drank  of  a  strange,  new  beauty  there;  iierhajis 
Denmark,  or  (lermany,  possibly  l)oth.  with  some 
wandering  troupe  of  players. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  how  or  when  nobody  knows, 
he  drifted  down  to  London,  and,  hungering 
through  the  streets,  sometimes  found  employ- 
ment, legend  says,  holding  horses  at  the  i)lay- 
house  doors. 

England  in  Elizabeth's  reign  was  a  land  in 
which  to  live.  The  world  itself  was  a  great  place 
then  in  which  to  be  alive.  It  was  something 
merel}-  to  exist  in  such  a  golden  time.  Danger 
from  Spain  had  passed  away  with  the  treaty 
of  \'ervins.  England  was  free  indeed,  and  mis- 
tress of  the  rolling  seas.  Life  went  with  the 
tragic  glory  and  splendor  of  a  dream.  Common 
week-days  rang  with  wonder.  The  age  was  a 
romantic  one,  and  great  events  were  stirring. 
The  round  world  was  opening;  the  New  World 
marched  before  men's  eyes  like  a  marvelous  pag- 
eant  of  empire   in   which    England   led   the  van. 


of  dramatic  entertainment,  her  reign  remains  for 
all  time  the  ( iolden  Age  of  English  dramatic  art. 

.\ow,  until  we  come  to  Will  Shakespeare's  day. 
little,  if  any,  good  fellowship  had  shown  itself 
on  the  English  stage.  Instead  there  was  such  bit- 
terness, jealousy,  and  mutual  abuse  in  the  usage 
of  the  stage  that  a  stop  was  put  to  all  stage-play 
in  1589. 

I'hen  a  remedy  was  applied  which  proved  an 
antidote  to  the  abuse:  instead  of  a  dozen  compa- 
nies, whose  malice  infected  their  playwrights, 
there  were  licensed  but  two  great  companies  un- 
der high  patronage,  managed  by  scrupulous,  up- 
right men.  These  were  the  Lord  Chamberlain's 
Players,  to  which  Burbage  and  Shakespeare  be- 
longed;  and  the  Lord  High  Admiral's  Company, 
of  which  Ben  Jonson  was  one.  The  first  was 
managed  by  Heminge  and  Condell ;  the  other  by 
Henslowe  and  .A.lleyne. 

The  older  race  of  poets  and  playwrights  was 
passing  away,  or  had  already  passed ;  but  on 
their  heels,  trampling  and  eager,  were  throngs 
of  young  men,  one  might  almost  say  boys  just 
out  of  their  teens,  come  up  to  London  to  seek 
their  fortunes;  some  in  the  study  and  practice  of 
law,  in  Gray's  Inn,  or  Lincoln's,  where  the  love 
of  letters  and  a  crop  of  debts  alike  were  wont 
to  spring;  or  to  make  a  living  in  poesy  and 
■pamphleteering,  or  by  writing  for  the  stage. 
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The  air  was  full  of  classical  learninsj,  ])er- 
fumed  with  French  and  Italian  art.  .\nd  Lon- 
don was  full  of  hot  young  hearts,  on  fire  with 
hope  and  ambition.  The  earth  to  them  was  an 
oyster,  which  they  would  open  with  their  pens. 

A  look  at  a  few  of  their  names,  thoufjh  it  may 
be  but  a  partial  li.st  of  those  who  achieved  .some 
distinction,  adds  a  curious  interest  to  the  story : 

Benjamin  Jonson,  Christopher  Marlowe, 
Thomas  Dekker,  Samuel  Daniel,  Thomas  Middle- 
ton.  Cyril  Tourneur,  \\'illiam  Shakespeare,  An- 
thony Munday,  John  Fletcher,  Francis  Beaumont, 
John  Marston,  Henry  Chettle,  Thomas  Heywood, 
Richard  Hathaway,  Michael  Drayton,  Robert 
Nash,  Thomas  Campion,  writer  of  song,  Thomas 
Lodge,  the  lord  mayor's  son,  and  James  Shirley, 
last,  and  least,  of  the  line. 

Their  employers  were  the  theaters,  the  court, 
the  ancient  city  of  London,  or  Bristol,  or  Nor- 
wich: the  stationer-printers  in  Paul's  Church- 
yard: the  nobility:  talented  or  otherwise  amateur 
gentry  who'  sought  for  distinction  and  borrowed 
brains.  They  were  the  brains:  there  were  quarts 
of  good  ink:  new  quills  on  every  goose;  their 
pens  were  at  your  service  ! 

Every  form  of  literature  which  chance  sug- 
gested or  recommended  they  essayed :  nothing 
was  left  untouched. 

Those  who  wrote  for  the  stage  began,  for  the 
most  part,  retouching  old  plays,  cobbling  the 
works  of  men  gone  out  of  fashion,  giving  life  to 
things  dead  or  forgotten.  Each,  the  better  to 
further  his  purpose,  took  whatever  commended 
itself  to  his  fancy,  wherever  he  found  it:  bor- 
rowed words,  phrases,  characters,  plots,  acts, 
mannerism,  or  style  without  a  qualm  of  con- 
science or  so  much  as  by  your  leave.  They  plun- 
dered classic  literature  like  pirates  and  bucaneers. 
They  trod  the  stage  a  flock  of  crows  decked  out 
in  peacock's  feathers ;  but  they  wore  these  feath- 
ers as  no  peacock  ever  did. 

Transforming  everything  they  touched  in  the 
passionate  flame  of  youth,  they  gave  to  English 
drama  a  flood  of  fine  second-rate  plays  distin- 
guished by  singular  power  and  humor,  some  of 
them  dramas  of  rare  e.xcellence,  full  of  a  genius 
narrow  and  strange. 

They  fashioned  their  dramas  with  recklessness 
typical  of  their  times;  of  cloth-of-gold  stitched 
with  coarse  green  packthread:  or  like  an  em- 
broidery of  precious  jewels  upon  a  fustian  vest : 
or  like  an  actor,  who  pulls  his  old  cloak  down  to 
hide  a  faded  doublet,  but  speaks  so  eloquently 
that  his  listening  audience  forgets  alike  poverty, 
doublet,  and  cloak  in  breathless  and  enchanted 
wonder. 

Some   wrote  of  horrors;  some  wrote  of  mad- 


ness; some  turned  the  horril)le  into  grotesque; 
yet  alike  through  the  horror  and  the  grotesquery 
meandered  exquisite,  delicate  thoughts.  Amid 
visions  of  terror  and  cruelty,  which  disturb  the 
mind  like  evil  dreams,  run  lines  of  singular  pathos 
and  sweetness  which  forever  go  straight  to  the 
heart.  And,  suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  almost 
unutterable  terror,  as  for  relief  of  unbearable 
strain,  there  falls  a  rippling,  silvery  song,  sweet 
as  a  rose-tree  covered  with  bloom ;  or  a  few  lines 
of  exquisite,  enchanted  prose,  lovely  as  rose  pet- 
als blown  by  the  wind  across  a  black  pathway 
under  one's  feet. 

Again,  they  wrote  comedies  coarse  and  low  as 
low  life  in  London  around  them:  and  satires  full 
of  bitter,  savage  fury.  And  again  satire  was 
travestied  in  good-natured  mockery. 

Sometimes  the  glory  they  essayed  to  draw  goes 
shuffling  by  like  a  tawdry  circus  pageant  through 
the  dusty  village  street,  with  brass  horns  braying, 
fustian  banners,  a  little,  moth-eaten  elephant,  and 
a  sick  lion.  Yet,  ever,  despite  the  bombast,  there 
is  a  something  in  their  lines  which  no  well-regu- 
lated boy  or  girl  can  read  without  a  feeling  in  his 
heart  as  of  some  great,  moving  spectacle,  un- 
speakably stirring. 

Over  them  all  lies  a  singular  likeness.  Through 
them,  persistent,  over  and  over,  amid  the  coarse 
buffoonery,  through  the  light  laughter,  through 
the  thunder  of  passion,  rises  a  melody,  unspeak- 
ably lovely,  full  of  a  fresh  pastoral  beauty, 
scarcely  less  divinely  stirring  than  the  perfect 
work  of  greater  men. 

Though  youth  is  ever  imjiatient.  and  genius 
resentful  of  control,  they  toileil  and  moiled  to- 
gether in  generous  rivalry,  or  in  jealous  compe- 
tition, with  almost  incredible  industrj'  and  amaz- 
ing perseverance.  Tom  Heywood  had  a  hand,  or  at 
least  a  finger,  in  over  two  hundred  and  twenty 
plays ;  another  had  forty-nine  plays  to  his  credit, 
of  which,  to-day,  no  one  knows  even  the  names. 

They  wrote  post-haste,  for  immediate  use  by 
the  playhouses  and  their  patrons.  Sometimes  four 
of  them  were  set  together  upon  one  piece,  each 
supplying  the  part  to  which  his  peculiar  talent 
was  fitted,  each  achieving,  with  peculiar  adroit- 
ness, the  part  consigned  to  his  hands,  and  patch- 
ing their  differing  bits  together,  though  written 
in  several  styles,  with  such  astonishing  ingenuity 
that  at  times  it  is  impossible  to  tell  the  one  man's 
work  from  the  others'.  Often,  together,  they  rose 
to  an  excellence  which  none  had  achieved  alone : 
and.  despite  the  conditions  in  which  they  wrought 
and  the  limitations  of  the  stage,  produced  plays 
of  an  astonishing  quality  and  unec|ualed  fidelity 
to  nature. 

Thus,  hardlv  aware  of  what  thev  were  doing. 
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they  Liid  and  perfected  the  foundations  of  a  great 
national  dramatic  literature  second  to  none,  in 
volume  or  splendor,  to  be  found  anywhere  in  the 
world. 

Some  of  them  scarcely  knew  at  times  where 
the  morrow  should  find  its  bread:  and  some  of 
them  ran  through  every  art  and  throve  at  none : 
some  of  them  were  always  in  debt ;  some  were 
often  in  ])rison. 

A    wonderful    company    of    peculiarly    gifted 


were  greater  than  their  accomplishment;  for  his 
achievements  and  genius  are  immeasurably  great. 

.Some  of  WilLs  fellows  grew  famous ;  and  some 
I)ecame  very  near  great ;  but  some  went  out  in 
the  darkness,  the  dreams  they  dreamed  not 
prophecies,  but  longings  wild  and  vain. 

But  Will's  dreams  came  true,  which  he  dreamed 
as  a  boy  on  the  hills  of  W'arwickshire.  Crowned 
with  laurel  and  bay.  and  with  the  nation's  accla- 
mations, he  did  wliat  manv  have  dreamed  of  do- 
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men  !  w'anderers.  improvident,  shiftless  and  thrift- 
less, but  covered  with  glory  forever.  A  curious, 
talented  fellowship  of  vision-creating  minds,  who 
roam  in  fancy  forever  around  the  Ivory  Gate  of 
Dreams. 

But,  you  say.  what  has  this  to  do  with  Will 
Shakespeare? 

All  I  have  written  is  writ  of  Will  Shakespeare. 
W'ill  was  but  one  of  this  wonderful  company. 
With  them  he  fought  for  recognition  ;  with  them 
he  watched  and  waited:  and  with  them.  too.  in 
his  time,  he  wandered  hungry  through  the  streets 
of  London:  nothing  otherwise,  but  that  his  genius 
was  greater  than  theirs.    Hence  his  achievements 


ing,  but  very  few  have  done :  he  went  back  to 
close  his  days  in  prosperity  and  honor  in  his  boy- 
hood's home,  whence  he  had  fled,  twenty-six  years 
before,  fugitive  from  disgrace. 

He  soon  had  emerged  from  obscurity,  and  by 
1592  was  justly  praised  as  a  poet  of  highest  ex- 
cellence :  his  one  hundred  and  forty-two  sonnets 
had  wide  circulation  in  manuscript  years  before 
they  saw  print.  By  1594  he  had  appeared  at 
court  with  the  Chamberlain's  Men  as  a  leading 
member  of  that  great  troupe :  as  an  actor,  he 
played  side  by  side  with  the  most  famous  per- 
formers in  England  — .Mleync  and  Burba.gc.  the 
best  tragic  actors,  and  Kemi)c  and  Pope,  the  best 
comedians  of  their  dav.   He  achieved  great  credit: 
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courtesy  passed  between  the  proud  queen  and  the 
humble  player;  and,  it  is  said,  at  Elizabeth's  re- 
quest he  wrote  "The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor," 
that  she  might  see  Falstaff  in  love.  As  a  writer 
of  both  comedy  and  tragedy  he  very  soon  led  all 
the  playwrights,  to  the  advantage  of  his  com- 
pany and  the  delight  of  his  companions.  Through 
the  turbulent  quarrel  known  as  "The  War  of  the 
Theaters,"  when  Jonson  and  Dekker  and  Marston 
and  Chapman  were  breaking  heads  nightly  in 
prologues,  he  easily  held  his  own.  Will  Kempe 
cries  in  triumph,  in  "The  Return  from  Parnas- 
sus": "Our  fellow  Shakespeare  puts  them  all 
down;  aye,  and  Ben  Jonson,  too!"  And  burly 
Ben  Jonson  himself,  his  most  famous  rival,  called 


him  the  "Star  of  Poets." 
mire,  as  well  as  to  disdain. 


Ben  knew  how  to  ad- 


For  fifteen  years  Will  w^as  mainstay  of  that 
great  company ;  in  those  years  he  wrote  thirty 
plays,  and  created  a  legion  of  characters  of  infi- 
nite variety.  Beyond  compare  he  was  now  be- 
come the  most  popular  playwright  in  England. 
His  plays  were  stolen  by  shorthand  w-riters,  and 
printed  without  permission ;  plays,  not  his,  poor 
things  which  had  never  so  much  as  been  refused, 
much  less  played  Ijy  the  Chamberlain's  Men,  were 
printed  with  his  initials  upon  their  title-pages  to 
reap  profit  of  his  repute.  He  was  the  greatest  of 
dramatists. 

Will  now  had  the  honor  of  friendship  with  the 
most  brilliant  men  of  the  time,  and  was  on  inti- 
mate terms  of  acquaintance  with  the  finest  minds 
of  the  age.  He  was  on  good  terms  with  every 
one:  from  .\ugustine  Phillips,  his  young  co-actor, 
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On  James's  accession  the  Chamberlain's  Men 
were  taken  under  the  king's  direct  patronage- 
were  called  the  "King's  Men";  their  only  rivals 
were  Prince  Henry's  Players,  once  the  Lord  .\<1- 
miral's  Men.  Mis  repute  was  as  high  at  tin- 
king's  court  as  it  had  been  at  Elizabeth's. 


to  the  Earl  of  Montgomery;  he  went  often  to 
Daniel's  garden,  a  lovely,  cloistral  spot,  to  the 
seclusion  of  which  few  were  admitted,  and  from 
which  a  world  of  men  were  locked  out. 

.\lthough   admittedly   best  as   playwright   and 
puet  among  them,  with  his  fellows  he  was,  I  have 
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ever  thought,  like  a  wise,  free,  gentle-hearted 
boy,  wearing  his  greatness  like  an  old,  worn  coat, 
which  no  one  noticed  much,  he  least  of  all,  and 
going  about  his  business  in  very  simple  way,  hav- 
ing a  trick  of  being,  but  not  too  much  seeming, 
ever  the  best,  which  put  all  about  him  quickly  at 
ease  and  endeared  him  to  every  one.  To  be  on 
good  terms  with  those  he  excelled  is  certainly 
one  of  his  triumphs;  for  that  is  never  an  easy 
thing  for  the  successful  man.  His  honest  open- 
ness charmed  his  friends  and  disarmed  his  ene- 
mies. Of  the  latter  he  had  but  few,  beyond  old 
Robin  Greene,  perhaps,  whose  nose  was  out  of 
joint.  Even  burly  Ben  Jonson,  who  laid  down 
the  law  in  public  and  private,  in  prologues  and 
conversation,  quarreled  with  every  one,  including 
his  friends,  and,  forgetful  of  bread  and  butter, 
flouted  Inigo  Jones,  ridiculed  clever  Dekker, 
sneered  at  Anthony  Munday,  fought  his  friend 
Marston,  and  ran  poor  Gabriel  Spenser  through 
and  slew  him  in  Hogsden  Field,  could  never  suc- 
cessfully quarrel  with  Will.  He  was  Will's 
greatest  rival,  still  far  from  success,  whicli  might 
very  well  have  engendered  envy,  yet  he  said  very 
frankly,  in  his  bold,  true  way:  "As  for  myself,  I 
loved  him,  and  honored  him,  this  side  idolatry,  as 
much  as  any."  Old  jests  are  still  preserved  which 
indicate  the  intimacy  between  them :  their  com- 
bats of  wit  at  the  ^Mermaid  Tavern  lived  in  popu- 
lar legend  for  years,  and  are  like  to  live  many 
more. 

Will's  dreams  came  true;  out  of  the  hurly  he 
came  triumphant.  He  may  have  held  horses,— 
D'Avenant  says  he  did,  — but  by  1596  he  was  a 
man  of  means  and  able  to  resume  relations  with 
the  quiet  town  on  the  Avon.     He  made  invest- 


ments there;  bought  one  of  the  largest  old  places 
in  Stratford,  with  a  copyhold  in  the  lane  hard 
by  for  his  gardener,  a  farm  of  one  hundred  and 
seven  acres  in  the  fields  of  Old  Stratford,  with  its 
farm-house,  orchards,  and  gardens,  twenty  acres 
of  pasture  lands,  with  grazing-right  on  the  com- 
mon. 

He  restored  the  former  dignity  of  his  people; 
the  Heralds'  College  confirmed  anew  the  coat  of 
arms  once  granted  his  father. 

He  still  continued  relations  with  London,  made 
merry  in  Stratford  with  old  friends,  and  kept  his 
house  in  Blackfriars  and  an  interest  in  the  Globe 
Theater,  until  the  thatch  caught  fire  and  the 
Globe  went  up  in  smoke. 

His  income  from  the  theaters  reached  six  hun- 
dred pounds  the  year,  and  the  purchasing  power 
of  money  then  was  many  times  what  it  is  now. 
In  addition  to  this  he  leased  the  great  tithes  of 
Bishopton,  Welcombe,  New  Stratford  and  Old. 

Now  that  the  pinching  times  were  gone,  John 
Shakespeare  held  up  his  head.  No  longer  a  cow- 
ering recusant,  he  attended  the  parish  church 
without  fear  of  bailiffs  or  processes,  and  ended 
his  days  in  peace,  a  merry-cheeked  old  man,  al- 
ways ready  to  crack  a  joke  with  his  famous  son. 

In  1 610  Will  Shakespeare  left  London  for 
good,  and  entered  in  at  his  New  Place.  He  lived 
there  the  life  of  a  retired  gentleman,  on  friendly, 
though  somewhat  satirical  terms,  with  the  richest 
of  his  neighbors,  the  Combes. 

We  may  be  sure  he  had  in  his  garden  the  flow- 
ers he  loved  so  well ;  and  perhaps  it  was  under 
his  mulberry-tree  that  he  wrote  his  last  great 
plays. 

Here,  far  from  the  tumult  of  the  town  and  the 
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trumpeting  of  London's  streets,  and  freed  from 
their  turmoil  and  horror.  Will  Shakespeare  wiped 
away  recollections  of  ])ain  like  sweat  from  a 
knitted  brow. 

Around  him  was  beauty,  jiure,  serene,  and  of 
lyrical  loveliness;  and  pastoral  simplicity,  with- 
out sordidness  or  alloy;  and  a  landscape  full  of 
God's  sunshine. 

He  loved  it  as  few  men  do. 

Here  died,  three  hundred  years  ago,  on  the  23d 
day  of  April,  William  Shakespeare,  "Star  of 
Poets"  and  greatest  of  dramatists. 

Wh.\t  were  his  achievements?  And  why  do  we 
call  him  great  ? 

No  other  writer  of  drama  has  such  lasting 
power  over  our  laughter  and  tears. 

Others  painted  a  dull  world  ;  Will  gave  us  Ar- 
cady. 

Where  other  men  draw  marvelously,  he  gives 
us  the  life  itself. 

With  infinite  skill  and  infinite  zest  he  height- 
ens comic  effect  by  beauty. 

He  left  us  his  lyrics,  faultlessly  lovely,  and  un- 
rivaled, yet,  for  melody  and  fancy  as  radiant  and 
as  pure. 

^Vith  an  exquisite  sense  of  appropriateness  he 
made  of  our  common  language  structures  of  love- 
liness so  consummate  as  to  alter  its  usage  for- 
ever. 

He  brought  English  historical  drama  to  its 
perfection  and  to  its  close.  When  he  laid  down 
the  untangled  skein  there  was  no  one  to  take  it 
up. 

lie  o])ened  to  highest  tragedy  a  range  of  un- 
dreanied  sublimity,  and  with  unparalleled  inven- 
tion created  or  refreshed  a  gallery  of  human 
types  as  true  to  nature  as  to  art,  almost  endless 
in  variety,  and  matchless  in  vividness. 

His  supreme  gift  to  dramatic  art  is  the  great 
gift  of  character-drawing.  In  masterly  drawing 
of  character  he  remains  unapproachable. 


He  used  every  tyi)c  of  humanity  fit  for  tragic 
or  comic  art. 

Xone  ever  framed  a  woman  of  jiroudcr  or 
sweeter  stuff,  or  so  shrewdly  drew  her  .Vpril 
charm,  or  so  woefully  showed  to  what  terror  her 
gentleness  may  be  turned. 

None  other  ever  so  made  the  ghastly  and  ap- 
palling natural. 

Or  so  drew  the  coarseness  and  fiendish  malig- 
nity of  an  lago  side  by  side  with  Dcsclcmoiia's 
gentle  purity. 

Or  with  such  matchless  eloquence  an  irresisti- 
ble [jathos  painted  the  terrible,  inexorable  Jew. 

No  other  so  provokes  ns  to  laugh  at  human 
folly,  shudder  at  human  crime,  or  shrink  aghast 
from  horror ;  yet  keeps  unchanged  our  pity  and 
love  for  fallen  humanity. 

With  the  highest  secret  of  comic  art,  he  dis- 
covered the  sadness  of  laughter,  and  put  wisdom 
in  the  mouth  of  fools. 

In  "Romeo  and  Juliet"  he  wrote  the  epitome  of 
all  songs  or  stories  of  youthful  passion  and  ro- 
mance that  ever  were  told  or  sung. 

His  vocabulary  is  so  vast,  his  knowdedge  so 
comprehensive,  that  others  seem  beggars  who 
have  been  to  a  feast  and  come  away  with  the 
scraps.  His  influence  upon  dramatic  and  poetical 
diction,  as  was  also  that  of  John  Milton,  is  great 
beyond  estimation. 

Vet  the  greatest  gift  his  genius  shows  is  his 
knowledge  of  human  hearts  and  his  infinite  .sym- 
pathy. 

There  was  no  one  like  him  in  his  day;  there 
has  been  no  one  like  him  since  ;  and  we  all  shall 
live  a  weary  while  before  we  see  his  like  again. 

But,  lads  and  lasses,  if  you  would  know  that 
he  is  great,  why,  read  him;  if  you  would  know- 
why  he  is  great,  live  and  learn;  if  you  would 
know  how  great  he  is,  go,  read  the  rest.  Return- 
ing, you  may  catch  some  glimpses  of  ih.il  mys- 
terious knowledge  of  men's  souls  which  nKuio  him 
greatest  among  them. 
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THE  LO\'E  FOR  THE  OUTDOOR   LIFE 

UNCLE  SAM'S   CAMPING  AND   RECREATION   GROUNDS 
BY  DAY  ALLEN   WILLI'Y 


One  of  the  most  encouraging  features  of  pres- 
ent-day progress  is  the  rapidly  increasing  love 
for  real  outdoors  — the  outdoors  of  the  woodland, 
the  hills,  the  lake,  and  river. 

l*"or  years  the  American  boy  and  girl  have 
craved  the  outdoor  life,  but  they  have  been  satis- 
fied vi'ith  baseball,  tennis,  swimming,  running ; 
the  charm  of  the  wilderness  has  been  but  little 
known  except  to  those  boys  and  girls  who  have 
been  so  fortunate  as  to  go  with  father,  mother, 
or  friends  into  a  land  where  the  wilderness  offers 
opportunities  to  study  nature  at  first  hand.  But 
now  the  youngsters  in  city  and  town  have  begun 
to  realize  what  tramping  and  camping  means. 
This  accounts  for  the  formation  of  such  organi- 
zations as  the  Boy  Scouts  — the  fellows  in  khaki  — 
and  the  Camp-fire  Girls  with  their  picturesque 
costumes,  to  whom  the  trees,  flowers,  and  foliage 
are  as  friends  to  be  cared  for  and  cherished.  It 
is  sport  for  them  to  do  as  the  Indians  did,  to 
live  without  artificial  aids,  lighting  their  camp- 
fire  by  rubbing  two  pieces  of  wood  together, 
forming  shelter-frames  and  coverings  of  boughs 
and  limbs  of  trees.  Not  only  do  they  thus  gain 
health  and  strength,  but,  under  the  charm  of  the 
outdoors,  their  thoughts  are  uplifted.  They  think 
of  the  birds  and  animals — how  they  may  protect 
them,  and  they  know  how  to  aid  the  injured  hu- 
man being. 

To  sum  it  up:  an  era  has  come  in  this  coun- 
try where  nature's  attractions  have  created  a 
life  that  gives  .\merican  boys  and  girls,  men 
and  women,  the  health  and  vigor  that  bring  con- 
tentment. No  country  in  the  world  has  more 
opportunities  than  ours  for  life  in  the  open.  Our 
people  are  not  huddled  together,  as  in  the  crowded 
cities  abroad.  There  is  a  vast  region,  especially 
in  the  far  West,  that  is  known  only  to  the  few 
as  a  great  recreation  park,  beautiful  with  trees, 
flowers,  shrubbery  ;  where  one  can  roam  at  will. 

Gifford  Pinchot  was  one  of  the  pioneers  in 
this  movement  into  the  open.  A  lover  of  the 
tree,  the  great  firs  and  pines  that  rise  hundreds 
of  feet  heavenward,  to  him  are  nature's  monu- 
ments, to  be  preserved  from  ax  and  saw  except 
when  fully  ripe  for  lumber.  His  work  for  con- 
servation was  crowned  by  the  permanent  preser- 
vation of  the  great  woodlands  of  the  West.  He 
organized  that  army  of  heroes— the  forest  ran- 
gers—to check  and  prevent  forest  fires  that  burn 


millions  of  these  leafy  giants  into  charred  and 
blackened  stumps.  The  forest  service  has  planted 
with  shoots  a  great  area  of  burned  spaces,  but 
years  will  elapse  before  they  rise  into  the  huge 
living  pillars  that  are  so  attractive  to  the  summer 
visitor. 

But    the    forest    reservations    mean    far    more 
than   the   preservation   of   our   timber    resources. 
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They  are  beginning  to  become  natural  parks  for 
recreation  and  life  in  the  open.  Millions  of 
health  and  pleasure  seekers  can  enjoy  them 
through  the  generosity  of  the  Government,  as 
shown  by  the  records  made  by  the  forest  service. 
Already  the  rangers  have  extended  the  hand  of 
welcome  to  a  large  number  of  visitors  to  the 
national  forests.  In  1912  they  included  231,000 
campers  and  hunters;  190.000  guests  at  hotels  and 
resorts:  1,085.000  day  visitors,  picnickers,  and 
others,  aggregating  1,506,000  visitors. 

These   guests   must   not   only   be    protected   by 
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the  rangers,  but  they  must  be  provided  for,  tn 
some  extent.  The  number  of  persons  who  s|iend 
their  summer  vacations  within  the  national  for- 
ests is  increasing  so  rapidly,  says  the  forest  ser- 
vice, that  the  question  of  furnishing  suitable  pas- 
turage for  their  saddle-  and  pack-animals  is  be- 
coming a  problem.     Campers   naturally   seek   a 


GETTING    UliLAKr.VST    I.N    C.V.MI'. 

spot  where  water  is  close  at  hand  and  where 
horse  feed  is  abundant,  that  their  stock  may  not 
be  tempted  to  steal  away  in  the  night  in  search 
of  more  attractive  pasturage.  In  order  to  provide 
such  places,  the  forest  service  must  set  aside 
limited  areas  from  which  sheep  and  cattle' are 
excluded.  In  many  instances,  particularly  in  the 
State  of  California,  the  service  and  the  stock- 
raisers  have  cociperated  in  constructing  small 
pastures  for  the  use  of  tourists,  who  have  thus 
been  enabled  to  give  their  animals  choice  and 
safe  forage  without  any  cost  or  inconvenience. 

The  aggregate  acreage  of  forest  land  set  aside 
for  the  use  of  campers  is  considerable,  and  it  has 
ai)preciably  reduced  the  amount  of  land  available 
for  the  jjasturage  of  sheep  and  cattle;  but  pre- 
sumably the  loss  is  more  than  offset  by  the  added 
enjoyment  of  the  visitors  to  the  forests.  There 
is  this  difference,  however;  stock-raisers  pay  a 
fee  for  grazing  their  sheep  or  cattle,  while  the 
campers  secure  their  jjasturage  free. 

.■\  series  of  maps  of  the  national  forests,  which 
will  be  of  value  to  campers,  hunters,  and  tourists, 
as  well  as  to  local  forest  users,  is  being  issued  by 
the  forest  service.  On  the  reverse  side  of  each 
sheet  is  printed  a  brief  description  of  the  na- 
tional forests,  an  abstract  of  the  game-laws,  ex- 
tracts from  State  fire-laws,  and  various  statistics. 
Such  maps  have  been  already  issued  by  the  for- 
est service  for  over  thirty  of  the  national  forests, 
and  others  are  in  course  of  preparation. 

.Ml  the  visitors  who  venture  into  this  beautiful 
wild  are  welcomed  by  the  forest  service.     Hy  the 


system  of  trails,  bridges,  and  roads,  which  forms 
a  i)art  of  the  so-called  "improvement  work"  in 
national  forests,  the  formerly  pathless  wilder- 
ness is  made  yearly  more  accessible.  Hundreds 
of  miles  of  fire  trails  lead  to  the  remoter  parts 
of  the  mountains,  which  before  were  known  only 
to  the  bear  and  the  bighorn,  the  wandering 
hunter  or  trapper.  \\  here  occasion  demands, 
regular  camping-places  are  establLsbed  and  signs 
placed  along  the  way  to  mark  the  distances  to  the 
nearest  camp  or  water-supply. 

Forest  officers,  as  public  servants,  are  ex- 
pected, when  called  upon,  to  give  helpful  infor- 
mation to  all  classes  of  forest  users.  \'isitors' 
registers  are  in  many  places  maintained  at  ranger 
stations  along  frequented  routes,  and  the  rangers 
keep  themselves  informed,  in  a  general  way,  of 
the  movements  of  campers.  This  is  primarily  for 
protection  purposes,  since  any  party  may  be  a 
source  of  fire  danger.  But  it  is  also  advanta- 
geous to  those  who  register,  for  it  permits  of 
messages  from  outside  being  conveyed  to  them 
in  case  of  need.  The  fact,  also,  that  each  ranger 
station  is  in  telephonic  connection  with  the  for- 
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est  head(|uarters.  and  through  this  with  ;dl  other 
stations  in  the  same  forest  and  with  the  conmier- 
cial  telephone  systems  as  well,  greatly  serves  the 
]inblic  convenience. 
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The  matter  of  game  protection  is  one  with 
which  the  forest  service  is  deeply  concerned. 
Everything  possible  is  done  to  prevent  the  fast- 
disappearing  remnant  of  our  once  magnificent 
array  of  wild  life  from  becoming  extinct. 

Finally,  the  system  of  fire  protection  which 
the  forest  service  maintains  has  the  effect  of 
rendering  less  hazardous  the  coming  and  going 
of  campers,  as  well  as  of  guarding  the  forest 
from  ravages  suffered  in  the  past. 

While  the  hunter  seeks  these  forests  for  the 
sake  of  big  game,  the  casual  tourist 
or  camper  will  look  more  closely 
at  climate  and  scenery,  at  the  ques- 
tion of  accessibility  and  ease  of 
travel.  The  great  majority  of  peo- 
ple who  visit  the  national  forests 
have  personal  information,  either 
from  previous  trips  or  from 
friends  who  have  "been  there  be- 
fore," but,  by  addressing  the  For- 
est Supervisor  of  any  particular 
forest,  one  can  obtain  full  par- 
ticulars as  to  its  availability  for  his 
purposes,  while  railroad  passenger 
agents  are  glad  to  dispense  infor- 
mation as  to  modes  of  travel,  rates, 
and  so  on. 

The  forest  service,  while  it  pro- 
vides in  every  way  it  can  for  the 
safety  and  convenience  of  the  visi- 
tor to  the  national  forests,  has 
made  certain  regulations  which 
must  be  observed.  Most  of  these 
have  to  do  with  the  problem  of 
forest  fires,  which  start  in  too  many  instances 
from  ignorance  or  carelessness  on  the  part  of 
visitors.  Camp-fires  must  be  thoroughly  extin- 
guished :  matches  and  lighted  cigars  or  cigarettes 
must  not  be  thrown  about:  and  in  general  a  de- 
gree of  care  appropriate  to  the  importance  of  this 
question  of  forest  fires  must  be  exercised  at  all 
times.  Forest  officers  in  a  majority  of  national 
forests  cooperate  with  State  authorities  in  en- 
forcing local  game-laws.  So  hunters  and  camp- 
ers, while  aft'orded  every  opportunity  for  legiti- 
mate enjoyment,  must  not  expect  to  violate  such 
laws  without  getting  into  trouble. 

No  formal  permission  or  charge  of  any  sort 
is  made  the  tourist  or  camper  unless  he  wishes 
to  build  a  cabin  or  summer  camp  in  some  par- 
ticular locality.  Many  people  find  it  convenient 
to  set  up  a  home  in  the  woods  to  which  they  can 
return  each  summer  without  being  bothered  by 
the  hauling  in  of  tents  and  camp  equipment.  For 
this  privilege  a  permit  is  required,  and  a  small 
annual  fee.  generally  not  over  ten  dollars  a  year. 


In  addition  to  permanent  private  camps,  there 
are  many  hotels  and  summer  resorts  located  on 
national  forest  land,  and  permits  are  required  for 
such  enterprises.  To  draw  people  to  these  recre- 
ation centers  of  the  forests,  the  annual  charge  is 
fixed  at  a  very  reasonable  amount  — from  ten  to 
fifty  dollars  per  annum.  In  191 5,  there  were 
over  a  hundred  such  resorts  in  California  alone, 
and  about  seven  hundred  and  fifty  private  camps 
and  cabins  in  the  forests  of  the  same  State. 

The  equipment  and  mode  of  travel  to  be  de- 
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cided  upon  depends,  of  course,  on  the  locality  to  be 
traversed  and  the  purpose  and  length  of  the  vaca- 
tion. In  general,  saddle-horses  and  pack-animals 
—  either  horses,  mules,  or  burros  —  are  necessary, 
lliough  now  in  many  places  wagons  and  even 
automobiles  can  be  used.  Recent  railroad  con- 
struction has  opened  up  some  of  the  forests  that 
were  formerly  more  or  less  inaccessible  except 
l)y  stage  or  wagon,  and  the  work  carried  on  by 
the  service  in  constructing  and  repairing  roads 
and  trails  within  the  forests  tends  to  make  their 
more  remote  regions  constantly  easier  of  access. 
Thus  the  health,  pleasure,  and  convenience  of 
the  wayfaring  public  are  served  through  national 
forest  administration,  which  is  opening  paths 
through  the  trackless  wiklerness ;  protecting,  re- 
storing, and  perpetuating  the  forest  growth,  and 
aiding  the  States  in  the  preservation  and  propa- 
gation of  fish  and  game.  The  use  for  recreation 
of  the  national  forests  is  recognized  as  one  of  the 
ways  by  which  they  are  made  to  render  their 
best  service  to  the  \ation. 
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HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE  WEATHER 


BY  ADELIA  B.  BEARD 


If  you  are  an  outdoor  girl  and  have  lived  for  a 
time  in  the  open,  or  if  you  intend  to  be  an  outdoor 
girl  and  to  live  for  a  time  in  the  open,  you  will 
know  how  very  useful  weather  wisdom  can  be 
to  you ;  you  will  understand  how  much  your 
pleasure  and  comfort  in  camp  and  on  the  trail, 
sailing  or  motoring,  depend  upon  the  weather  and 
in  knowing  what  kind  of  weather  you  may  expect 
to-day,  to-night  or  to-morrow. 

Each  of  the  various  seasons  of  the  year  has  its 
own  peculiar  weather,  generally  speaking:  but 
every  season  also  gives  us  many  surprises,  and 
the  une.xpected  often  happens.  All  weather  signs 
will  fail  at  times,  but  that  is  no  token  that  the 
signs  are  wrong,  it  is  simply  that  something  has 
happened  to  prevent  them  coming  true.  For  in- 
stance :  rain  is  caused  when,  in  some  part  of  the 
country,  the  air  is  hot  and  full  of  moisture  and 
changes  occur  that  chill   it  below  its  dew-point; 


but  there  are  a  number  of  things  which  may  hap- 
pen to  prevent  the  chill  reaching  the  hot  air,  and 
then  the  expected  rain  does  not  arrive.  So.  you 
see,  no  one  can  at  all  times  prophesy  with  abso- 
lute certainty  what  face  the  fickle  weather  will 
decide  to  show  to-morrow;  but  if  you  keep  your 
■'weather-eye"'  open  to  the  changes  about  you, 
you  may  be  fairly  sure  of  what  is  coming. 

l-AIR   WE-\THER 

If  you  want  fine  weather,  look  for  fine-weather 
signs.  Here  are  some  of  the  most  reliable,  for 
they  are  based  upon  scientific  facts: 

When  the  sun  sets  in  a  sea  of  glory,  that  is. 
when  the  sunset  sky  is  red,  you  may  expect  clear 
weather  on  the  following  day. 

.\t  night,  when  the  moon  is  clear  and  shows 
clean  edges,  with  no  halo  or  ring  of  mist  sur- 
rounding it,  there  is  little  danger  of  rain. 
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When  the  wind  blows  steadily  fiom  the  west, 
the  weather  will  continue  fair;  it  very  rarely 
rains  in  our  eastern  States  with  the  wind  in 
the  west. 

Watch  the  smoke  from  a  chimney  or  from 
your  camp-fire  — it  is  a  good  barometer.  If  the 
smoke  rises  high,  it  means  clear  weather.  The 
smoke  will  also  show  you  from  which  direction 
the  wind  is  blowing;  so  will  a  flag  on  an  upright 
flagstaff. 

A  gray  early  morning,  not  a  heavy,  cloudy  one. 


knowledge  of  coming  storms.  We  are  told  that 
spiders  are  especially  sensitive  to  weather 
changes,  and,  when  they  make  new  webs,  the 
weather  will  be  fair;  if  they  continue  spinning 
during  a  shower,  it  will  soon  clear  off. 


■Don't  start  on  an  excursion  if  the  sky  is  red  at 
sunrise,  for  in  summer  you  may  expect  several 
hard,  tempestuous  showers ;  in  winter  there  will 
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promises  a  fair  day.  This  is  well  jjut  in  an  old 
rhyme  which  I  advise  you  to  commit  to  mem- 
ory if  you  do  not  already  know  it,  for  it  gives 
the  weather  significance  of  both  sunrise  and 
sunset : 

Evening  red  and  morning  gray 
Sends  the  traveler  on  his  way. 
Evening  gray  and  morning  red 
Brings  down  rain   vipon    his  head. 

A  heavy  dew  at  night  is  seldom  followed  by 
rain  the  next  day.  Think  of  it  this  way  and  you 
will  remember :  wet  feet,  dry  head. 

H  there  are  no  clouds  at  the  western  horizon, 
you  need  not  worry  about  others.  The  cirro- 
cumulus  clouds  (Figure  i)  are  fair-weather 
clouds.  The  broken  cumulus  clouds  (  Figure  2 ) 
are  signals  of  unstable  atmospheric  conditions. 

.Animals  are  said  often  to  show  by  their  ac- 
tions what  the  weather  will  be,  and  there  is  rea- 
son   in    this.      Some    of    them    certainlv    have    a 


The 


very  likely  be  steady,  hard  rain  with  wind, 
old  rhymester  knew  this  when  he  wrote  : 

A  red  morn,  that   ever  betokened 
Wreck  to  the  seaman,  tempest  to  the  field, 
Sorrow  to  the  shepherd,  woe  to  the  birds. 
Gusts  and  foul  flaws  to  herdmcn  and  to  herds. 


There  will  be  rain  when  the  siui  sets  behind  a 
cloud  and  when  it  rises  in  one.  When  the  west- 
ern sky  at  the  horizon  is  a  sullen  gray  at  sunset, 
or  is  banked  with  dark  clouds,  that  also  means 
rain. 

.\lthough  clouds  may  not  threaten,  look  for 
rain  when  the  wind  blows  from  the  east.  A  north- 
east wind  usually  brings  a  cold,  steady  rain  which 
lasts  several  days. 

If  there  is  a  ring  around  the  moon,  do  not 
count  on  continued  fair  weather;  unless  some 
new  condition  arises,  there  will  be  hard  rain 
within  a  day  or  two. 

When  the  blue  sky  begins  to  veil   itself  in  a 
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light  gray  mist,  ymi  may  know  that  rain  is  form- 
ing overhead  and  will  soon  come  down. 

When  the  leaves  of  the  white  poplar  show  their 
silver  lining,  look  out  for  rain.  In  the  Catskill 
Mountains,  last  summer,  this  sign  never  failed  us. 
Always,  just  before  a  rain-storm,  a  group  of  these 
trees,  stirred  by  the  east  wind,  turned  their  leaves 
in  masses  and  seemed  to  become  veritable  trees 
of  silver. 

When  the  camp-fire  smoke  hangs  low,  or  is 
driven  to  the  ground  by  the  wind,  you  may  ex- 
pect unpleasant  weather. 

A  brilliant  atmosphere,  so  clear  that  it  seems 
to  bring  distant  mountain-peaks  and  far-away 
objects  quite  near,  betokens  coming  wet  weather. 
The  saying  is :  The  farther  the  sight,  the  nearer 
the  rain.     Dazzling  white  clouds  on  an  intensely 
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blue  sk)'  often  go  with  this  clear  atmosphere,  and 
the  beautiful  day  that  seems  so  perfect  is  called 
by  some  ])eo])le  a  weallier-lireeder. 

.\s  a  child,  I  learned  to  distrust  a  too  fair  open- 
ing of  the  day,  l)ecause  I  found  that  strong  sun- 
•shine  and  a  deep  blue  .sky  before  seven  o'clock  in 
the  morning  usually  brought  clouds  in  their  wake, 
and  often,  by  ten  o'clock,  it  would  be  raining 
and  my  outdoor  Saturday  siioilcd.  I  notice  that 
the  sign  still  holds  good,  though  my  observations 
now  are  not  confined  to  Saturdays. 

.Sometimes  on  a  deep  blue  .sky,  among  Moating 
clouds  of  while,  yini  may  discover  a  small  sjiol  of 


dark  gray,  a  very  small  spot  it  may  be:  but  keep 
your  eye  on  that  insignificant-looking  little  cloud 
—  it  usually  means  mischief.  On  the  water  it  is 
often  the  herald  of  a  sudden  squall  or  of  bad 
weather  of  some  kind :  on  land  it  may  mean  a 
gusty  shower  if  nothing  worse.  If  it  is  going  to 
be  ugly,  this  little  dark  cloud  will  grow  larger  and 
larger  until  it  swallows  up  the  white  clouds, 
spreads  out  over  the  sky,  or  is  followed  by  other 
dark  clouds — and  the  storm  is  upon  you.  It  is 
best  to  take  to  shelter  when  you  see  the  dark 
cloud  growing,  for  such  storms  come  up  very 
quickly. 

An  evenly  gray  sky  does  not  necessarily  mean 
rain.  We  have  many  gray  days  when  no  rain 
falls,  though  sometimes  the  gray  sky  sends  down 
sprinkling  showers.  A  rain-cloud  is  called  a 
nimbus  cloud.  The  drifting,  white  clouds  that 
cling  to  and  tear  themselves  on  the  sides  of  the 
mountains  are  composed  of  heavy  mist,  which 
will  generally  be  condensed  into  rain  before  the 
day  is  over. 

Mackerel  scales  and  mare's  tails 
Make  lofty  ships  to  carry  low  sails 

seems  to  imply  wind  as  well  an  rain,  but  as  "mare's 
tails,"  or  cirrus  clouds  (  Pigure  4),  are  usually 
com])osed  of  ice  crystals,  like  the  ring  around  the 
moon,  we  may  be  jiretty  sure  of  the  rain. 
"Mackerel  scales,"  which  are  cirro-stratus  clouds 
(Figure  3),  also  indicate  rain.  These  signs  often 
give  notice  of  weather  some  days  ahead.  Two 
days  ago  I  noticed  that  the  sky  was  streaked  with 
mare's  tails,  and  to-day  there  is  a  steady  down- 
pour of  rain,  though  liut  little  wind. 

Mies  are  most  troublesome  ju.st  before  a  rain, 
crawling  and  clinging  in  an  exasperating  fash- 
ion, and  collecting  on  the  outside  of  window- 
panes  and  wire  screens.  In  summer,  gnats,  black 
flies,  and  other  small  insects  are  most  annoying 
before  rain. 

THUNDER-STORMS 

^'or  may  always  expect  thunder-storms  in  July 
and  .\ugust.  They  usually  come  up  in  the  after- 
noon, and,  before  they  break,  the  air  becomes  hot 
and  sultry.  \'ou  can  generally  tell  by  the  clouds 
when  the  approaching  storm  will  be  a  thunder- 
storm. Often,  on  a  fair  day,  bulbous-looking 
clouds  will  appear  in  the  west  and  show  white 
against  the  blue  sky.  They  are  pretty  clouds  and 
look  harmless  enough  at  first,  but  they  are  tliun- 
dcr-liciids,  and  later  you  will  see  them  slowly 
climbing  up  and  growing  darker.  Other  dark 
clouds  arise  and  move  toward  the  cast,  the  sun 
is  hidden,  and  the  sky  grows  still  darker.  Then 
the   runibling  of  dislaiu   llnmder  is  heard,  light- 
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ning  plays  among  the  clouds,  rain  begins  to  pat- 
ter in  large  drops,  and  the  storm  has  arrived.  It 
may  be  several  hours  after  the  thiindcr-hcads  ap- 
pear before  the  storm  reaches  you,  but  don't  count 
on  that  much  time. 

Sometimes  the  storm  comes  up  in  a  densely 
black  cloud,  like  a  solid  wall  that  rises  until  the 
sky  is  darkened  as  at  night.  Gusts  of  wind  usually 
act  as  advance-guard,  blowing  the  dust  of  street 
or  road  in  clouds,  and  sending  papers  and  dry 
leaves  flying.  One  is  often  surprised  to  see  that 
this  wind  starts  in  the  west,  but.  unless  the  clouds 
blow  over,  you  will  find  that  the  wind  will  sud- 
denly change. 

The  safest  place  to  be  during  a  thunder-storm 
is  in  the  house ;  barns  are  not  safe ;  the  most  dan"- 
gerous  place  is  under  a  tree,  especially  an  oak- 
tree,  and  it  is  well  to  keep  away  from  running 
water.  Do  not  stand  at  an  open  window  or  open 
door,  and  avoid  an  open  fireplace:  in  other  words 
it  is  not  wise  to  stand  or  sit  in  a  draught.  A  tall 
flagpole  will  attract  lightning,  and  the  interior  of 
the  woods  is  safer  than  the  outskirts. 

It  is  not  so  much  the  lightning  as  the  thunder 
that  frightens  people,  yet  thunder  hurts  no  one. 
When  some  time  elapses  between  a  flash  of  light- 
ning and  the  following  clap  of  thunder,  the  light- 
ning is  a  good  way  off;  when  they  come  close  to- 
gether, it  is  near.  If  you  are  nervous  or  afraid 
during  a  thunder-storm,  try  to  overcome  the  feel- 
ing. You  can,  you  know.  The  danger  is  com- 
paratively slight,  and  there  is  not  the  least  use  in 
being  afraid.  You  can  do  nothing  but  avoid  the 
most  exposed  places,  and  may  as  well  enjoy  the 
magnificence  of  the  storm.  When  you  can  watch 
a  mighty  storm  without  fear,  you  will  have  in- 
teresting experiences,  you  will  catch  a  glimpse  of 
the  workings  of  some  of  the  tremendous  forces  of 
nature  in  their  most  spectacular  form. 

It  is  said  that  when  sea-gulls  fly  landward,  and 
are  seen  in  large  numbers  on  and  near  the  shore, 
a  storm  is  brewing  at  sea.  Land-birds  become 
uneasy  and  seem  greatly  excited  before  the  com- 
ing of  a  severe  storm. 

WIND 

When  the  wind  is  in  the  e.i.it, 

'T  is  good  for  neither  man  nor  beast. 

When  the  wind  is  in  the  south. 

It  blows  the  bait  in  the  fisli's  month. 

When  the  wind  is  in  the  north, 

Prudent  mortals  go  not  forth. 

When  the  wind  is  in  the  west, 

All   things  then   are  at   their  bi-st. 

The  east  wind,  which  brings  rain  in  summer, 
brings  snow  and  sleet  in  winter.  The  south  wind 
brings  a  winter  thaw,  a  spring  freshet,  and  a  hot 


spell  in  summer.  It  may  also  bring  rain  at  any 
season.  The  north  wind,  bitterly  cold  in  winter, 
freezing  rivers  and  ponds  and  providing  good 
skating,  is  refreshingly  cool  in  summer.  The 
west  wind  — how  very  important  the  west  is  — 
brings  clear,  bracing  weather.  One  is  in  good 
spirits  when  the  wind  is  in  the  west. 

Often   the   dark   clouds,   which   you   think  are 
rain-clouds,  carry  wind,  not  rain.    The  boisterous 


STOKM    KISING   IN    THE    WEST— THUNDEK-HKADS 
AT  THE    LEFT. 

northwest  wind  frequently  comes  in  on  a  drift- 
ing, light-colored  or  white  cloud  with  dark  edges. 
When  the  sky  becomes  ominously  dark  and 
turns  a  grisly  yellow  and  green  in  the  west,  pre- 
pare for  a  violent  wind-storm. 


CLEARING   WEATHER 

The  direction  of  the  wind  must  change  for  the 
weather  to  clear  after  a  storiiL  Though  the  rain 
may  stop  and  the  sun  burst  forth,  it  will  not 
remain  clear  unless  the  wind  changes.  Noon  is 
the  time  to  look  for  clearing  weather,  though 
some  storms  pass  off  at  sunset. 

W'hen  the  clouds  break  away  on  the  western 
horizon  and  the  sky  in  the  west  begins  to  brighten 
between  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one,  you  may 
safely  expect  a  clear  afternoon.  Blue  sky  in 
other  directions  than  the  west  cannot  be  counted 
on  as  a  reliable  sign  of  clearing  weather.  If  the 
weather  clears  during  the  night,  it  will  not  stay 
clear.  When  the  mist  clinging  to  the  mountain 
side  rises  in  long  streamers  like  smoke  from  sig- 
nal-fires, the  day  will  probably  clear. 

Rainbows  often  herald  clearing  weather,  but 
not  always.  The  following  old  rhyme  shows  that 
it  makes  considerable  difference  what  time  of  day 
the  rainbow  appears : 

Rainbow  in  the  morning, — sailor's  warning. 
Rainbow  at  noon, — rain  will  stop  soon. 
Rainbow  at  night, — sailor's  delight. 


THE 
BOYS'  LIFE  OF   MARK  TWAIN 

BY  ALBERT  BIGELOW  PAIXE 

Author  of  ■*  Mark  Twain,  a  Biography."  etc. 


MARK   TWAIN 


Chapter  XIX 

■THE   TERRITORIAL 

ENTERPRISE,"  AND 

"MARK   twain" 

In  1 862 Virginia  City, 
Xevada.  was  the  most 
flourishing  of  mining- 
towns.  A  half-crazy 
miner,  named  Comstock.  had  discovered  there  a 
vein  of  such  richness  that  the  "Comstock  Lode  " 
was  presently  ghitting  the  mineral  markets  of  the 
world.  Comstock  himself  got  very  little  out  of  it, 
but  those  who  followed  him  made  millions.  Miners, 
speculators,  adventurers  swarmed  in.  Every  one 
seemed  to  have  money.  The  streets  seethed  with 
an  eager,  affluent,  boisterous  throng  whose  chief 
business  seemed  to  be  to  spend  the  wealth  that 
the  earth  was  yielding  in  such  a  mighty  stream. 

Business  of  every  kind  boomed.  Less  than 
two  years  earlier,  J.  T.  Goodman,  a  miner  who 
was  also  a  printer  and  a  man  of  literary  taste. 
had  joined  with  another  printer.  Denis  McCarthy, 
and  the  two  had  managed  to  buy  a  struggling 
\'irginia  City  paper,  "The  Territorial  Enter- 
prise." But  then  came  the  high  tide  of  fortune. 
A  year  later,  the  "Enterprise,"  from  a  starving 
sheet  in  a  leaky  shanty,  had  become  a  large  hand- 
some paper  in  a  new  building,  and  of  such  bril- 
liant editorial  management  that  it  was  the  most 
widely  considered  journal  on  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Goodman  was  a  fine,  forceful  writer,  and  he 
surrounded  himself  with  able  men.  He  was  a 
young  man,  full  of  health  and  vigor,  overflowing 
with  the  fresh  spirit  and  humor  of  the  West. 
The  Comstock  would  always  laugh  at  a  joke,  and 
Goodman  was  always  willing  to  give  it  to  them. 
The  "Enterprise"  was  a  newspaper,  but  it  was 
willing  to  furnish  entertainment  even  at  the  cost 
of  news.  William  Wright,  editorially  next  to 
(joodman,  was  a  humorist  of  ability.  His  arti- 
cles, signed  Dan  DeQuille,  were  widely  copied. 
R.  M.  Daggett  (afterward  United  States  Minis- 
ter to  Hawaii)  was  also  an  "Enterprise"  man, 
and  there  were  others  of  their  sort. 

Samuel  Clemens  fitted  precisely  into  this  group. 
He  brought  with  him  a  new  turn  of  thought  and 
expression ;  he  saw  things  with  open  eyes,  and 
wrote  of  them  in  a  fresh  wild  wav  that  Comstock- 


ers  loved.  He  was  allowed  full  freedom.  Good- 
man suppressed  nothing;  his  men  could  write  as 
they  chose.  They  were  all  young  together — if 
they  pleased  themselves,  they  were  pretty  sure  to 
please  their  readers.  Often  they  wrote  of  each 
other— squibs  and  burlesques,  which  gratified  the 
Comstock  far  more  than  mere  news.  It  was  just 
the  school  to  produce  Mark  Twain. 

The  new  arrival  found  acquaintance  easy.  The 
whole  "Enterprise"  force  was  like  one  family : 
proprietors,  editor,  and  printers  were  social 
equals.  Samuel  Clemens  immediately  became 
"Sam"  to  his  associates,  just  as  DeQuille  was 
"Dan."  and  Goodman.  "Joe."  Clemens  was  sup- 
posed to  report  city  items,  and  did  in  fact  do  such 
work,  which  he  found  easy,  for  his  pilot-memory 
made  notes  imnecessary.  He  could  gather  items 
all  day,  and  at  night  put  down  the  day's  budget 
—  well  enough,  at  least,  to  delight  his  readers. 
\\'hen  he  was  tired  of  facts,  he  would  write  amus- 
ing paragraphs,  as  often  as  not  something  about 
Dan,  or  a  reporter  on  a  rival  paper.  Dan  and 
the  others  would  reply,  and  the  Comstock  would 
laugh.    Those  were  good  old  days. 

Sometimes  he  wrote  hoaxes.  Once  he  told 
with  great  circumstance  and  detail  of  a  petrified 
prehistoric  man  that  had  been  found  imbedded  in 
a  rock  in  the  desert,  and  how  the  coroner  from 
Humboldt  had  traveled  more  than  a  hundred 
miles  to  hold  an  inquest  over  a  man  dead  for 
centuries,  and  had  refused  to  allow  miners  to 
blast  the  find  from  its  position. 

The  sketch  was  really  intended  as  a  joke  on 
the  Humboldt  coroner,  but  it  was  so  convincingly 
written  that  most  of  the  Coast  papers  took  it 
seriously  and  reprinted  it  as  the  story  of  a  genu- 
ine discovery.  In  time  they  awoke,  and  began  to 
inquire  as  to  who  was  the  smart  writer  on  the 
"Enterprise." 

Clemens  himself  did  not  escape.  Lamps  were 
used  in  the  "Enterprise"  office,  but  he  hated  the 
care  of  a  lamp,  and  worked  evenings  by  the  light 
of  a  candle.  It  was  considered  a  great  joke  in 
the  office  to  "hide  Sam's  candle"  and  hear  him 
fume  and  rage,  walking  in  a  circle  meantime  (a 
habit  acquired  in  the  pilot-house),  and  scathingly 
denouncing  the  culprits.  Eventually  the  office 
boy,  supposedly  innocent,  would  bring  another 
candle,  and  quiet  would  follow. 
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There  was  a  side  to  Samuel  Clemens  that,  in 
those  days,  few  of  his  associates  saw.  This  was 
the  poetic,  the  reflective,  side.  Joseph  Goodman, 
like  MacFarlane  in  Cincinnati  several  years 
earlier,  recognized  this  phase  of  his  character 
and  developed  it.  Often  these  two,  dining  or 
walking  together,  discussed  the  books  and  history 
they  had  read,  quoted  from  poems  that  gave  them 
pleasure.  Clemens  sometimes  recited  with  great 
power  the  "Burial  of  Moses,"  whose  noble  phras- 
ing and  majestic  imagery  seemed  to  move  him 
deeply.  With  eyes  half  closed  and  chin  lifted,  a 
lighted  cigar  between  his  fingers,  he  would  lose 
himself  in  the  music  of  the  stately  lines: 

By  Nebo's  lonely  mountain. 

On  this  side  Jordan's  wave. 
In  a  vale  in  the  land  of  Moab 

There  lies  a  lonely  grave  ; 
But  no  man  built  that  sepulcher. 

And  no  man  saw  it  e'er  ; 
For  the  angels  of  God  upturned  the  sod. 

And  laid  the  dead  man  there. 

That  his  own  writing  would  be  influenced  by 
the  simple  grandeur  of  this  poem  we  can  hardly 
doubt.  Indeed  it  may  have  been  to  him  a  sort 
of  literary  touchstone,  that  in  time  would  lead 
him  to  produce,  as  has  been  said,  some  of  the 
purest  English  written  by  any  modern  author. 

It  was  once  when  ( loodnian  and  Clemens  were 
dining  together  that  the  latter  asked  to  be  allowed 
to  report  the  jiroceedings  of  the  coming  legisla- 
ture at  Carson  City.  He  knew  nothing  of  such 
work,  but  Goodman  finally  consented,  remember- 
ing that  Clemens  would  at  least  make  his  reports 
readable  whether  they  were  parliamentary  or  not. 

So,  at  the  beginning  of  the  year  (1863),  Sam- 
uel Clemens  undertook  a  new  and  interesting 
course  in  the  study  of  human  nature  —  the  politi- 
cal human  nature  of  the  frontier.  There  could 
have  been  no  better  school  for  him.  His  wit,  his 
satire,  his  phrasing  had  full  swing— his  letters, 
almost  from  the  beginning,  were  copied  as  choice 
reading  up  and  down  the  Coast.  He  made  curi- 
ous blunders,  at  first,  as  to  the  proceedings,  but 
his  open  confession  of  ignorance  in  the  early  let- 
ters made  these  blunders  their  chief  charm.  A 
young  man  named  Gillespie,  clerk  of  the  House, 
coached  him,  and  in  return  was  christened 
"Young  Jefferson's  Manual,"  a  title  which  he 
bore  for  many  years.  A  reporter  friend  he  also 
dubbed  "The  Unreliable," 

But  now  we  arrive  at  the  story  of  still  another 
name,  one  of  vastly  greater  importance  than 
either  of  those  mentioned,  for  it  is  the  name 
chosen  by  Samuel  Clemens  for  himself.  In  those 
days  it  was  the  fashion  for  a  writer  to  have  a 


pen-name,  especially  for  his  journalistic  and  hu- 
morous work.  Clemens  felt  that  his  "Enterprise" 
letters,  copied  up  and  down  the  Coast,  needed  a 
mark  of  identity. 

He  gave  the  matter  a  good  deal  of  thought. 
He  wanted  something  brief  and  strong — some- 
thing that  would  stick  in  the  mind.  It  was  just  at 
this  time  that  news  came  of  the  death  of  Captain 
Isaiah  Sellers,  the  old  pilot  who  had  signed  him- 
self "Mark  Twain." 

Mark  Twain  !  That  was  the  name  he  wanted. 
It  was  not  trivial.  It  had  all  the  desired  qualities. 
Captain  Sellers  would  never  need  it  again.  It 
would  do  no  harm  to  keep  it  alive— to  give  it  a 
new  meaning  in  a  new  land.  Clemens  took  a  trip 
from  Carson  up  to  \'irginia  City. 

"Joe,"  he  said  to  Goodman,  "I  want  to  sign  my 
articles.  I  want  to  be  identified  to  a  wider  audi- 
ence." 

"All  right,  Sam.  Wliat  name  do  you  want  to 
use— Josh?'' 

"No,  I  want  to  sign  them  Mark  Twain.  It  is 
an  old  river  term,  a  leadsman's  call,  signifying 
two  fathoms— twelve  feet.  It  has  a  richness  about 
it ;  it  was  always  a  pleasant  sound  for  a  pilot 
to  hear  on  a  dark  night;  it  meant  safe  waters." 

He  did  not  mention  that  Captain  Sellers  had 
used  and  dropped  the  name.  He  was  not  proud 
of  his  part  in  that  episode,  and  it  was  too  recent 
for  confession.     Goodman  considered  a  moment. 

"V'ery  well,  Sam."  he  said,  "that  sounds  like  a 
good  name." 

.\  good  name  indeed !  Probably,  if  he  had 
considered  every  combination  of  words  in  the 
language,  he  could  not  have  found  a  better  one. 
To-day  we  recognize  it  as  the  greatest  nom  de 
pliiinc  ever  chosen,  and  somehow  we  cannot  be- 
lieve that  the  writer  of  "Tom  .Sawyer."  and 
"Huck  Finn,"  and  "Roughing  It"  could  have  se- 
lected any  other  had  he  tried. 

The  name  Mark  Twain  was  first  signed  to  a 
Carson  letter,  February  2,  1S63,  and  after  that  to 
all  of  Samuel  Clemens's  work.  The  letters  that 
had  amused  so  many  readers  had  taken  on  a  new 
interest  —  the  interest  that  goes  with  a  name.  It 
became  immediately  more  than  a  pen-name. 
Clemens  found  he  had  attached  a  name  to  him- 
self as  well  as  to  his  letters.  Everybody  began 
to  address  him  as  Mark.  Within  a  few  weeks  he 
was  no  longer  "Sam"  or  "Clemens,"  but  Mark — 
Mark  Twain.  The  Coast  papers  liked  the  sound 
of  it.  It  began  to  mean  something  to  their  read- 
ers. By  the  end  of  that  legislative  session  Samuel 
Clemens,  as  Mark  Twain,  had  acquired  out  there 
on  that  breezy  western  slope  something  resem- 
bling fame. 

Curiously,  he  fails  to  mention  any  of  this  sue- 
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cess  in  his  letters  home  of  that  period.  Indeed, 
he  seldom  refers  to  his  work,  but  more  often 
speaks  of  mining  share?  which  he  has  accumu- 
lated, and  their  possible  values.  His  letters  are 
airy,  full  of  the  joy  of  life  and  of  the  wild  doings 
of  the  frontier.  Closing  one  of  them  he  says:  "I 
have  just  heard  five  pistol-shots  down  the  street 
—  as  such  things  are  in  my  line,  I  will  go  and  see 
about  it." 

The  Comstock  was  a  great  school  for  Mark 
Twain,  and  in  "Roughing  It"  he  has  left  us  a 
faithful  picture  of  its  long-vanished  glory. 

Chapter  XX 

ARTEMUS   WARD,   AND   LITERARY   SAN    FRANCISCO 

It  was  about  the  end  of  1863  that  a  new  literary 
impulse  came  into  JNIark  Twain's  life.  The  gentle 
and  lovable  humorist  Artemus  Ward  (Charles 
F.  Browne)  was  that  year  lecturing  in  the  West 
and  came  to  Virginia  City.  Ward  had  intended 
to  stay  only  a  few  days,  but  the  whirl  of  the 
Comstock  fascinated  him.  He  made  the  "Enter- 
prise" office  his  headquarters  and  remained  three 
weeks.  He  and  Mark  Twain  became  boon  com- 
panions. Their  humor  was  not  unlike— they  were 
kindred  spirits,  together  almost  constantly.  Ward 
was  then  at  the  summit  of  his  fame,  and  gave  the 
younger  man  the  highest  encouragement,  prophe- 
sying great  things  for  his  work.  Clemens  .on  his 
side  was  stirred,  perhaps  for  the  first  time,  with 
a  real  literary  ambition,  and  the  thought  that  he, 
too,  might  win  a  place  of  honor.  He  promised 
that  he  would  send  work  to  the  eastern  papers. 

On  Christmas  Eve  Ward  gave  a  dinner  to  the 
"Enterprise"  stafif  at  Chaumond's.  a  fine  French 
restaurant  of  that  day.  When  refreshments  came, 
Artemus  lifted  his  glass  and  said: 

"I  give  you  Upper  Canada." 

The  company  rose  and  drank  the  toast  in  seri- 
ous silence.     Then  Mr.  Goodman  said : 

"Of  course,  Artemus,  it  's  all  right,  but  why 
did  you  give  us  Upi)er  Canada  ?" 

"Because  I  don't  want  it  myself,"  said  Ward, 
gravely. 

W  hat  would  one  not  give  to  have  listened  to 
the  talk  of  that  evening !  Mark  Twain's  power 
had  awakened ;  Artemus  Ward  was  in  his  prime. 
They  were  giants  of  a  race  that  became  extinct 
when  Mark  Twain  died. 

(loodman  remained  rather  quiet  during  the  eve- 
ning. Ward  had  a])i)oinled  him  to  order  the  din- 
ner, and  he  had  attended  to  this  duty  without 
mingling  much  in  the  conversation.  When  Ward 
asked  why  he  did  not  join  the  banter,  he  said : 

"I  am  preparing  a  joke,  .Artemus,  but  I  am 
keeping  it  for  the  present." 


.\t  a  late  hour  Ward  finally  called  for  the  bill. 
It  was  two  hundred  and  thirty-seven  dollars. 

"What !  "  exclaimed  Artemus. 

"That  's  my  joke,"  said  Goodman. 

"But  I  was  only  exclaiming  because  it  was  not 
twice  as  much  !"  laughed  Ward,  laying  the  money 
on  the  table. 

Ward  remained  through  the  holidays,  and  later 
sent  back  an  affectionate  letter  to  Mark  Twain. 

"I  shall  always  remember  Virginia  as  a  bright 
spot  in  my  existence,"  he  wrote,  "as  all  others 
must,  or  rather  can  not  be,  as  it  were." 

With  Artemus  W'ard's  encouragement,  Mark 
Twain  now  began  sending  work  eastward.  The 
Kew  York  "Sunday  Mercury"  published  one.  pos- 
sibly more,  of  his  sketches,  but  they  were  not  in 
his  best  vein  and  made  little  impression.  Possi- 
bly he  was  too  busy  for  outside  work,  for  the 
legislative  session  of  1864  was  just  beginning. 
Furthermore,  he  had  been  chosen  governor  of  the 
"Third  House,"  a  mock  legislature,  organized  for 
one  session,  to  be  held  as  a  church  benefit.  The 
"governor"  was  to  deliver  a  message,  which 
meant  that  he  was  to  burlesque  from  the  platform 
all  public  officials  and  personages  from  the  real 
governor  down. 

With  the  exception  of  a  short  talk  he  had  once 
given  at  a  printers'  dinner  in  Keokuk,  it  was 
^lark  Twain's  first  appearance  as  a  speaker,  and 
the  beginning  of  a  lifelong  series  of  triumphs  on 
the  platform.  The  building  was  packed— the 
aisles  full.  The  audience  was  ready  for  fun.  and 
he  gave  it  to  them.  Xobodj'  escaped  ridicule: 
from  beginning  to  end  the  house  was  a  storm  of 
laughter  and  applause. 

Xot  a  word  of  this  first  address  of  Mark 
Twain's  has  been  preserved  to-day,  but  those  who 
heard  it  always  spoke  of  it  as  the  greatest  effort 
of  his  life— as  to  them  it  seemed,  no  doubt. 

For  his  Third  House  address  Clemens  was  pre- 
sented with  a  gold  watch,  inscribed  "To  Gov- 
ernor Mark  Twain.''  Everywhere,  now,  he  was 
pointed  out  as  a  distinguished  figure,  and  his 
quaint  remarks  were  quoted.  Few  of  these  say- 
ings are  remembered  to-day,  though  occasionally 
one  is  still  unforgotten.  .\t  a  party  one  night, 
being  urged  to  make  a  conundrum,  he  said : 

"Well,  why  am  I  like  the  Pacific  Ocean?" 

.Several  guesses  were  made,  but  he  shook  his 
head.     Some  one  said  : 

"We  give  it  up.  Tell  us,  Mark,  why  arc  you 
like  the  Pacific  Ocean?" 

"I  — don't  — know,"  he  drawled.  "I  was  just- 
asking —  for  information." 

The  governor  of  Nevada  was  generally  absent, 
and  Orion  Clemens  was  executive  head  of  the 
Territorv.     His  wife,  who  had  joined  him  in  Car- 
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son  City,  was  social  head  of  the  little  capital,  and 
Brother  Sam,  with  his  new  distinction  and  now 
once  more  something  of  a  dandy  in  dress,  was 
society's  chief  ornament  —  a  great  change  cer- 
tainly from  the  early  months  of  his  arrival  less 
than  three  years  before. 

It  was  near  the  end  of  May. 
1864,  when  Mark  Twain  left 
Nevada  for  San  Francisco. 
The  immediate  cause  of  his 
going  was  a  duel  —  a  duel 
elaborately  arranged  between 
Mark  Twain  and  the  editor 
of  a  rival  paper,  but  never 
fought.  It  was.  in  fact, mainly 
a  burlesque  affair  through- 
out, chiefly  concocted  by  that 
inveterate  practical  jokei- 
Steve  Gillis.  However,  thi.- 
new  duelling  law  did  not 
distinguish  between  real  and 
mock  affrays,  and  the  pros- 
pect of  being  served  with  a 
summons  made  a  good  ex- 
cuse for  Clemens  and  Gillis 
to  go  to  San  Francisco,  which 
had  long  attracted  them. 
They  were  great  friends, 
these  two,  and  presently  were 
living  together  and  work- 
ing on  the  same  paper,  the 
"Morning  Call,"  Clemens  as 
a  reporter  and  Gillis  as  a 
compositor.  Gillis.  with  his 
tendency  to  mischief,  was  a 
constant  exasperation  to  his 
room-mate,  who,  goaded  by 
some  new  torture,  would 
sometimes  denounce  him  in 
feverish  terms.  Yet  they 
were  never  anything  but  the 
closest  friends. 

Mark  Twain  did  not  find 
happiness  in  his  new  posi- 
tion on  the  "Call."  There  was  less  freedom 
and  more  drudgery  than  he  had  known  on  the 
"Enterprise."  His  day  was  spent  around  the 
police  court,  attending  fires,  weddings,  and  fu- 
nerals, with  brief  glimpses  of  the  theatres  at 
night.  Once  he  wrote :  "It  was  fearful  drudgery 
— soulless  drudgery — and  almost  destitute  of  in- 
terest.   It  was  an  awful  slavery  for  a  lazy  man." 

It  must  have  been  so.  There  was  little  chance 
for  original  work.  He  had  become  just  a  part  of 
a  news  machine.  He  saw  many  public  abuses 
that  he  wished  to  expose,  but  the  policy  of  the 


])a()er  opposed  him.  Once,  however,  he  found  a 
policeman  asleep  on  his  beat.  Going  to  a  near-by 
vegetable  stall  he  borrowed  a  large  cabbage  leaf, 
came  back,  and  stood  over  the  sleeper,  gently 
fanning  him.     He  knew  the  paper  would  not  pub- 
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lish  the  policeman's  negligence,  but  he  could  ad- 
vertise it  in  his  own  way.  A  large  crowd  soon 
collected,  much  amused.  When  he  thought  the 
audience  large  enough,  he  went  away.  Next  day 
the  joke  was  all  over  the  city. 

Fle  grew  indifferent  to  the  "Call"  work,  and 
when  an  assistant  w^as  allowed  him  to  do  part  of 
the  running  for  items,  it  was  clear  to  everybody 
that  the  assistant  would  soon  be  able  to  do  it  all. 

But  there  was  a  pleasant  and  profitable  side  to 
the  San  Francisco  life.  There  were  real  literary 
people   there— among  them  a  young  man,   with 
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rooms  upstairs  in  the  '"Call"  office,  Francis  Bret 
Harte,  editor  of  "The  Californian,"  a  new  literary 
weekly  which  Charles  Henry  Webb  had  recently 
founded.  Bret  Harte  was  not  yet  famous,  but 
his  gifts  were  recognized  on  the  Pacific  Slope, 
especially  by  the  "Era"  group  of  writers— the 
"Golden  Era"  being  a  literary  monthly  of  very 
good  standing  indeed.  Joaquin  Miller  recalls, 
from  his  diary  of  that  period,  having  seen  Pren- 
tice Mulford.  Bret  Harte,  Charles  Warren  Stod- 
dard, Mark  Twain,  Artemus  Ward,  and  others, 
all  assembled  there  at  one  time— a  remarkable 
group,  certainly,  to  be  dropped  down  behind  the 
Sierras  so  long  ago.  They  were  a  hopeful,  happy 
lot;  each  sotnetimes  received  five  dollars  for  an 
article,  which  of  course  seemed  a  good  deal  more 
precious  than  a  much  larger  sum  earned  in  an- 
other way. 

Mark  Twain  had  contributed  to  the  "Era" 
while  still  in  Virginia  City,  and  now,  with  Bret 
Harte.  was  ranked  as  a  leader  of  the  group.  The 
two  were  much  together,  and  when  Harte  became 
editor  of  "The  Californian,"  he  engaged  Clemens 
as  a  regular  contributor  at  the  very  fancy  rate  of 
twelve  dollars  an  article.  Some  of  the  brief  chap- 
ters included  to-day  in  "Sketches  New  and  Old"' 
were  done  at  this  time.  They  have  humor,  but 
are  not  equal  to  his  later  work,  and  beyond  the 
Pacific  Slope  they  seem  to  have  attracted  little 
attention. 

In  "Roughing  It"  the  author  tells  us  how  he 
finally  was  dismissed  from  the  "Call"  for  general 
incompetency,  and  presently  found  himself  in  the 
depths  of  hard  luck,  debt,  and  poverty.  But  this 
is  only  his  old  habit  of  making  a  story  on  him- 
self sound  as  uncomplimentary  as  possible.  The 
true  version  is  that  the  "Call"  publisher  and  Mark 
Twain  had  a  friendly  talk,  and  decided  that  it  was 
better  for  both  to  break  off  the  connection.  Al- 
most immediately  he  arranged  to  write  a  daily 
San  Francisco  letter  for  the  "Enterprise,"  for 
which  he  received  thirty  dollars  a  week.  This, 
with  his  earnings  from  "The  Californian,"  made 
his  total  return  larger  than  before.  Very  likely 
he  was  hard  up  from  time  to  time  — literary  men 
are  often  that,  but  that  he  was  ever  in  abject 
poverty,  as  he  would  have  us  believe,  is  just  a 
good  story  and  not  history. 

ClIAI'TKK    XXI 
THE  DISCOVERY  OF  "THE  Jl'Ml-ING  FROg" 

M.\RK  Twain's  daily  letters  to  the  "Enterprise" 
stirred  up  trouble  for  him  in  San  Francisco.  He 
was  free,  now,  to  write  what  he  chose,  and  he 
attacked  the  corrupt  police  management  with 
such  fierceness  that,  when  copies  of  the  "Enter- 


prise" got  back  to  San  Francisco,  they  started  a 
commotion  at  the  City  Hall.  Then  Mark  Twain 
let  himself  go  more  vigorously  than  ever.  He 
sent  letters  to  the  "Enterprise"  that  made  even 
the  printers  afraid.  Goodman,  however,  was  fear- 
less, and  let  them  go  in  word  for  word.  The  libel 
suit  which  the  San  Francisco  chief  of  police 
brought  against  the  "Enterprise"  advertised  the 
paper  amazingl}-. 

But  now  came  what,  at  the  time,  seemed  an 
unfortunate  circumstance.  Steve  Gillis,  always  a 
fearless  defender  of  the  weak,  one  night  rushed 
to  the  assistance  of  two  young  fellows  who  had 
been  set  upon  by  three  roughs.  Gillis,  though 
small  of  stature,  was  a  terrific  combatant,  and  he 
presently  disabled  one  of  the  assailants  and  put 
the  other  two  to  flight.  Next  day  it  turned  out 
that  the  roughs  were  henchmen  of  ihe  police,  and 
Gillis  was  arrested.  Clemens  went  his  bail,  and 
advised  Steve  to  go  down  to  \'irginia  City  until 
the  storm  blew  over. 

But  it  did  not  blow  over  for  Mark  Twain.  The 
police  department  was  only  too  glad  to  have  a 
chance  at  the  author  of  the  fierce  "Enterprise" 
letters,  and  promptly  issued  a  summons  for  him, 
with  an  execution  against  his  personal  effects. 
If  James  N.  Gillis,  brother  to  Steve,  had  not  hap- 
pened along  just  then,  and  spirited  Mark  Twain 
away  to  his  mining-camp  in  the  Tuolumne  Hills, 
the  beautiful  gold  watch  given  to  the  governor 
of  the  Third  House  might  have  been  sacrificed  in 
the  cause  of  friendship. 

As  it  was,  he  found  himself  presently  in  the 
far  and  peaceful  seclusion  of  that  land  which 
Bret  Harte  would  one  day  make  famous  with  his 
tales  of  "Roaring  Camp"  and  "Sandy  Bar."  Jim 
Gillis  was,  in  fact,  the  Truthful  James  of  Bret 
Harte,  and  his  cabin  on  Jackass  Hill  had  been 
the  retreat  of  Harte  and  many  another  literary 
wayfarer  who  had  wandered  there  for  rest  and 
refreshment  and  peace.  It  was  said  the  sick  were 
made  well  and  the  well  made  better  in  Jim  Gil- 
lis's  cabin.  There  were  plenty  of  books  and  a 
variety  of  out-of-door  recreation.  One  could 
mine  there  if  he  chose.  Jim  would  furnish  the 
visiting  author  with  a  promising  claim,  and  teach 
him  to  follow  the  little  fan-like  drift  of  gold 
specks  to  the  pocket  of  treasure  somewhere  up 
the  hillside. 

Gillis  himself  had  literary  ability,  though  he 
never  wrote.  He  told  his  stories,  and  with  his 
back  to  the  open  fire  would  weave  the  most  amaz- 
ing tales,  invented  as  he  went  along.  His  stories 
were  generally  wonderful  adventures  that  had 
happened  to  his. faithful  companion  Stoker;  and 
Stoker  never  denied  them,  but  would  smoke  and 
look  into  the  fire,  smiling  a  little  sometimes,  but 
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never  saying  a  word.  A  number  of  the  tales 
later  used  by  Mark  Twain  were  first  told  by  Jim 
Gillis  in  the  cabin  on  Jackass  Hill. 

"They  are  not  mine,  they  are  Jim's,"  he  said 
once;  "but  I  never  could  get  them  to  sound  like 
Jim  — they  were  never  as  good  as  his." 

It  was  early  in  December,  1864,  when  Mark 
Twain  arrived  at  the  humble  retreat,  built  of  logs 
under  a  great  live-oak  tree,  and  surrounded  by 
a  stretch  of  blue-grass.  A  younger  Gillis  boy  was 
there    at    the    time,    and    also,    of   course,    Dick 


but  Jim  Gillis  and  Mark  Twain  found  him  a  de- 
light. They  would  let  him  wander  on  in  his  dull 
way  for  hours,  and  saw  a  vast  humor  in  a  man 
to  whom  all  tales,  however  trivial  or  absurd,  were 
serious  history. 

At  last  one  dreary  afternoon  he  told  them  about 
a  frog— a  frog  that  had  belonged  to  a  man  named 
Coleman,  who  had  trained  it  to  jvmip ;  and  how 
the  trained  frog  failed  to  win  a  wager  because 
the  owner  of  the  rival  frog  had  slyly  loaded  the 
trained  jumper  with  shot.   It  was  not  a  new  story 
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Stoker  and  his  cat,  Tom  Quartz,  which  every 
reader  of  "Roughing  It"  knows. 

It  was  the  rainy  season,  but  on  pleasant  days 
they  all  went  pocket-mining,  and,  in  January, 
Mark  Twain,  Gillis,  and  Stoker  crossed  over  into 
Calaveras  County  and  began  work  near  Angel's 
Camp,  a  place  well  known  to  readers  of  Bret 
Harte.  They  put  up  at  a  cheap  hotel  in  Angel's, 
and  on  good  days  worked  pretty  faithfully.  But 
it  was  generally  raining,  and  the  food  was  poor. 
In  his  note-book,  still  preserved,  Mark  Twain 
wrote:  "January  27  (1865)  Same  old  diet— same 
old  weather— went  out  to  the  pocket-claim— had 
to  rush  back." 

So  they  spent  a  good  deal  of  their  time  around 
the  rusty  stove  in  the  dilapidated  tavern  at  An- 
gel's Camp.  It  seemed  a  profitless  thing  to  do, 
but  few  experiences  were  profitless  to  Mark 
Twain,  and  certainly  this  one  was  not. 

At  this  barren  mining-hotel  there  happened  to 
be  a  former  Illinois  River  pilot  named  Ben  Coon, 
a  solemn,  sleepy  per.son,  who  dozed  by  the  stove 
or  told  slow,  pointless  stories  to  any  one  who 
would  listen.     Not  many  would  stay  to  hear  him. 


in  the  camps,  but  Ben  Coon  made  a  long  tale  of 
it,  and  it  happened  that  neither  Clemens  nor  Gil- 
lis had  heard  it  before.  They  thought  it  amusing, 
and  his  solemn  way  of  telling  it  still  more  so. 

"I  don't  see  no  p'ints  about  that  frog  that  's 
any  better  than  any  other  frog,"  became  a  catch 
phrase  among  the  mining  partners;  and,  "I  ain't 
got  no  frog,  but  if  I  had  a  frog,  I  "d  bet  you." 

Clemens,  out  on  the  claim,  watching  Gillis  and 
Stoker  anxiously  washing,  would  say,  "I  don't 
see  no  p'ints  about  that  pan  o'  dirt  that  "s  any 
better  than  any  other  pan  o'  dirt."  And  so  they 
kept  the  tale  going.  In  his  note-book  Mark  Twain 
made  a  brief  memorandum  of  the  story  for  pos- 
sible use. 

The  mining  was  rather  hopeless  work.  The 
constant  and  heavy  rains  were  disheartening. 
Clemens  hated  it,  and  even  when  one  afternoon 
traces  of  a  pocket  began  to  appear,  he  rebelled 
as  the  usual  chill  downpour  set  in, 

"Jim,"  he  said,  "let  's  go  home— we  '11  freeze  — 
here." 

(iillis,  as  usual,  was  washing,  and  Clemens  car- 
rying the  water.     Gillis,  seeing  the  gold  "color" 
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improving  with  every  pan.  wanted  to  go  on  wash- 
ing, and  cHmbing  toward  the  precious  pocket,  re- 
gardless of  wet  and  cold.  Clemens,  shivering  and 
disgusted,  vowed  that  each  pail  of  water  would 
be  his  last.  His  teeth  were  chattering,  and  he 
was  wet  through.     Finally  he  said : 

'■Jim,  I  won't  carry  any  more  water.  This 
work  is  too  disagreeable.'' 

Ciillis  had  just  taken  out  a  panful  of  dirt. 

"Bring  one  more  pail,  Sam,"  he  begged. 

"Jim,  I  won't  do  it— I  'm  — freezing." 

"Just  one  more  pail,  Sam  !"  Jim  pleaded. 

"Xo,  sir,  not  a  drop  —  not  if  I  knew  there  was 
a  million  dollars  in  that  pan  !" 

Gillis  tore  out  a  page  of  his  note-book  and 
hastily  posted  a  thirty-day  claim-notice  by  the 
pan  of  dirt.  Then  they  set  out  for  Angel's  Camp, 
never  to  return.  It  kept  on  raining,  and  a  letter 
came  from  Steve  Gillis,  saying  he  had  settled  all 
the  trouble  in  San  Francisco.  Clemens  decided 
to  return,  and  the  miners  left  Angel's  without 
visiting  their  claim  again. 

Meantime  the  rain  had  washed  away  the  top 
of  the  pan  of  dirt  they  had  left  standing  on  the 
hillside,  exposing  a  handful  of  nuggets,  pure  gold. 
Two  strangers,  Austrians,  happening  along,  gath- 
ered it  up.  and,  seeing  the  claim-notice  posted 
by  Jim  Gillis,  sat  down  to  wait  until  it  expired. 
They  did  not  mind  the  rain  —  not  under  the  cir- 
cumstances—  and.  the  moment  the  thirty,  days 
were  up.  they  followed  the  lead  a  few  pans  fur- 
ther and  took  out  some  say  ten,  some  say  twenty, 
thousand  dollars.  In  either  case  it  was  a  good 
pocket  that  Mark  Twain  missed  by  one  pail  of 
water.  Still,  without  know-ing  it,  he  had  carried 
away  in  his  note-book  a  single  nugget  of  far 
greater  value  —  the  story  of  "The  Jumping  Frog.  " 

He  did  not  write  it,  however,  immediately  upon 
his  return  to  San  Francisco.  He  went  back  to 
his  "Enterprise"  letters,  and  contributed  some 
sketches  to  "The  Californian."  Perhaps  he 
thought  the  frog  story  too  mild  in  humor  for  the 
Slope.  By  and  by  he  wrote  it,  and,  by  request, 
sent  it  to  Artemus  Ward  to  be  used  in  a  book 
that  Ward  was  about  to  issue.  It  arrived  too 
late,  and  the  publisher  handed  it  to  the  editor  of 
the  "Saturday  Press,"  Henry  Clapp,  saying: 

"Here  is  something  you  can  use  in  your  paper." 

The  "Press"  was  struggling,  and  was  glad  to 
get  a  story  so  easily.  "Jim  Smiley  and  his  Jump- 
ing Frog"  appeared  in  the  issue  of  November  |8, 
1865,  and  was  at  once  copied  and  quoted  far  and 
near.  It  carried  the  name  of  Mark  Twain  across 
the  mountains,  and  the  prairies  of  the  Middle 
West;  it  bore  it  up  and  down  the  .Atlantic  Slope. 
Some  one  said,  then  or  later,  that  Mark  Twain 
leaped  into  fame  on  the  back  of  a  jumping  frog. 


Curiously,  this  did  not  at  first  please  the  author. 
He  thought  the  tale  poor.  To  his  mother  he 
wrole : 

I  do  not  know  what  to  write  ;  my  life  is  so  unevent- 
ful. I  wish  I  was  back  there  piloting  up  and  down  the 
river  again.  Verily,  all  is  vanity  and  little  worth — 
save  piloting. 

To  think  that,  after  writing  many  an  article  a  man 
might  be  excused  for  thinking  tolerably  good,  those 
New  York  people  should  single  out  a  villainous  back- 
woods sketch  to  compliment  me  on  ! — "Jim  Smiley  and 
his  Jumping  Frog" — a  squib  which  would  never  have 
been  written  but  to  please  Artemus  Ward. 

However,  somewhat  later  he  changed  his  mind 
considerably,  especially  when  he  heard  that  James 
Russell  Lowell  had  pronounced  the  story  the  fin- 
est piece  of  humorous  writing  yet  produced  in 
America. 

Ch.^pter  XXII 

H.\W.\II    .\XU  ANSON   BURLING.\ME 

M.\RK  Tvv.\iN  remained  about  a  year  in  San 
Francisco  after  his  return  from  the  Gillis  cabin 
and  Angel's  Camp,  adding  to  his  prestige  along 
the  Coast  rather  than  to  his  national  reputation. 
Then  in  the  spring  of  1866  he  was  commissioned 
by  the  "Sacramento  Union"  to  write  a  series  of 
letters  that  would  report  the  life,  trade,  agricul- 
ture, and  general  aspects  of  the  Hawaiian  Is- 
lands. He  sailed  in  March,  and  his  four  months 
in  those  delectable  islands  remained  always  to 
him  a  golden  memory  — an  experience  which  he 
hoped  some  day  to  repeat.  He  was  young  and 
eager  for  adventure  then,  and  he  went  every- 
where—horseback and  afoot— saw  everything, 
did  everything,  and  wrote  of  it  all  for  his  paper. 
Hi.s  letters  to  the  "Union"  were  widely  read  and 
quoted,  and,  though  not  especially  literary;  added 
much  to  his  journalistic  standing.  He  was  a  great 
sight-seer,  in  those  days,  and  a  persevering  one. 
No  discomfort  or  risk  discouraged  him.  Once, 
with  a  single  daring  companion,  he  crossed  the 
burning  floor  of  the  mighty  crater  of  Kilauea. 
racing  across  the  burning  lava,  leaping  wide  and 
bottomless  crevices  where  a  misstep  would  have 
meant  death.  His  open-air  life  on  the  river  and 
in  the  mining-camps  had  nerved  and  hardened 
him  for  adventure.  He  w-as  thirty  years  old  and 
in  his  physical  prime.  His  mental  growth  had 
been  slower,  but  it  was  sure,  and  it  would  seem 
always  to  have  had  the  right  guidance  at  the  right 
time. 

Clemens  had  been  in  the  Islands  three  months 
when  one  day  .Vnson  Burlingame  arrived  there, 
en  route  to  his  post  as  minister  to  China.  With 
him  was  his  son  Edward,  a  boy  of  eighteen,  and 
General    Van    \'alkenburg.    Minister    to    Japan. 
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Young  Burlingame  had  read  about  Jim  Smilcy's 
jumping  frog,  and.  learning  that  the  author  was 
in  Honolulu,  but  ill  after  a  long  trip  inland,  sent 
word  that  the  party  would  call  on  him  next 
morning.  But  Mark  Twain  felt  that  he  could  not 
accept  this  honor,  and,  crawling  out  of  bed, 
shaved  himself,  put  on  his  clothes,  and  drove  to 
the  home  of  the  American  minister,  where  the 
party  was  staying.  He  made  a  great  impression 
with  the  diplomats.  It  was  an  occasion  of  good 
stories  and  much  laughter.  On  leaving,  General 
Van  Valkenburg  said  to  him : 

"California  is  proud  of  Mark  Twain,  and  some 
day  the  American  people  will  be,  too,  no  doubt." 

It  was  only  a  few  days  later  that  the  diplomats 
rendered  him  a  great  service.  Report  had  come 
of  the  arrival  at  Sanpahoe  of  an  open  boat  con- 
taining fifteen  starving  men,  who  had  been  buf- 
feting a  stormy  sea  for  forty-three  days  — sailors 
from  the  missing  ship  Hornet  of  New  York, 
which,  it  appeared,  had  been  burned  at  sea.  Pres- 
ently eleven  of  the  rescued  men  were  brought  to 
Honolulu  and  placed  in  the  hospital. 

Mark  Twain  recognized  the  great  importance 
as  news  of  this  event.  It  would  be  a  splendid 
beat  if  he  could  interview  the  castaways  and  be 
the  first  to  get  their  story  to  his  paper.  There 
was  no  cable— a  vessel  was  sailing  for  San  Fran- 
cisco next  morning.  It  seemed  the  opportunity 
of  a  lifetime,  but  he  was  now  bedridden  and  could 
scarcely  move. 

Then  suddenly  appeared  in  his  room  Anson 
Burlingame  and  his  party,  and,  almost  before 
Mark  Twain  realized  what  was  happening,  he 
was  on  a  cot  and,  escorted  by  the  heads  of  two 
legations,  was  on  his  way  to  the  hospital  to  get 
the  precious  interview.  Once  there,  Anson  Bur- 
lingame, with  his  gentle  manner  and  courtly  pres- 
ence, drew  from  those  enfeebled  castaways  all 
the  story  of  the  burning  of  the  vessel,  followed 
by  their  long  privation  and  struggle  that  had 
lasted  through  forty-three  fearful  days  and  across 
four  thousand  miles  of  stormy  sea.  All  that 
Mark  Twain  had  to  do  was  to  listen  and  make 
notes.  That  night  he  wrote  against  time,  and 
next  morning,  just  as  the  vessel  was  drifting 
from  the  docks,  a  strong  hand  flung  his  bulky 
manuscript  aboard,  and  his  great  beat  was  sure. 
The  three-column  story  published  in  the  "Sacra- 
mento Union"  of  July  9  gave  the  public  the  first 
detailed  history  of  the  great  disaster.  The  tele- 
graph carried  it  everywhere,  and  it  was  featured 
as  a  sensation  in  the  newspaper  press  everywhere. 


Mark  Twain  and  the  Burlingame  party  were 
much  together  during  the  rest  of  their  stay  in 
Hawaii,  and  Samuel  Clemens  never  ceased  to  love 
and  honor  the  memory  of  Anson  Burlingame. 
It  was  proper  that  he  should  do  so,  for  he  owed 
him  much  — far  more  than  has  already  been  told. 
Anson  Burlingame  one  day  said  to  him : 

"You  have  great  ability;  I  believe  you  have 
genius.  What  you  need  now  is  the  refinement  of 
association.  Seek  companionship  among  men  of 
superior  intellect  and  character.  Refine  yourself 
and  your  work.  X'ever  afliliate  with  inferiors; 
always  climb." 

This  coming  to  him  from  a  man  of  Burlingame's 
character  and  position  was  like  a  gospel  from 
some  divine  source.  Clemens  never  forgot  the 
advice.  It  gave  him  courage,  new  hope,  new  re- 
solve, new  ideals. 

Burlingame  came  often  to  the  hotel,  and  they 
discussed  plans  for  Mark  Twain's  future.  The 
diplomat  invited  the  journalist  to  visit  him  in 
China  : 

"Come  to  Peking."  he  said,  "and  make  my 
house  your  home." 

Young  Burlingame  also  called  when  the  patient 
became  convalescent,  and  suggested  walks.  Once, 
when  Clemens  hesitated,  the  young  man  said : 

"But  there  is  a  scriptural  command  for  you  to 

go." 

"If  you  can  quote  one,  I  '11  obey,"  said  Clemens. 

"Very  well,  the  Bible  says:  'If  any  man  re- 
quire thee  to  walk  a  mile,  go  with  him.  Twain.'  " 

The  walk  was  taken. 

Mark  Twain  returned  to  California  at  the  end 
of  July,  and  went  down  to  Sacramento.  It  was 
agreed  that  a  special  bill  should  be  made  for  the 
Hornet  report. 

"How  much  do  you  think  it  ought  to  be, 
Mark?"  asked  one  of  the  proprietors. 

Clemens  said :  ''Oh,  I  'm  a  modest  man ;  I  don't 
want  the  whole  'Union'  office :  call  it  a  hundred 
dollars  a  column." 

There  was  a  general  laugh.  The  bill  was  made 
out  at  that  figure,  and  he  took  it  to  the  office  for 
payment. 

"The  cashier  did  n't  faint,  but  he  came 
rather  near  it,"  Clemens  wrote  many  years 
later  in  "My  Debut  as  a  Literary  Person." 
"He  sent  for  the  proprietors,  and  they  only 
laughed  in  their  jolly  fashion,  and  said  it  was 
robbery,  but  'no  matter,  pay  it.  It  's  all  right.' 
I  thought  them  the  best  men  that  ever  owned  a 
paper." 


(To  le  continited.) 
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Ix  the  springing  of  the  morning,  when  the  world  was  dewy  green, 
All  the  merry  lords  and  ladies  rode  away  to  meet  the  queen. 
Left  behind,  we  waved  a  parting.  — "Oh,  I  wish  — I  wish  —  "    '"Don't  tell ! 
Little  Prince  Beaumain,"  said  Griflet;  "we  will  seek  the  Wishing  Well." 

Close  about  our  tangled  pathway  low  the  blossomy  branches  bent, 
And  the  little  bells  on  Griflet's  cap  made  music  as  we  went. 
"Who  first  drinks  and  casts  a  garland  where  the  wishing-waters  spring, 
He  shall  have  his  heart's  desire — from  the  jester  to  the  king." 

Now  at  hand  the  waters  gurgled ;  overhead  a  thorn-bush  grew, 
Tied  with  silken  tags  and  tatters,  each  to  help  some  wish  come  true. 
Trickling,  tinkling,  fell  the  waters;  tinkling,  trickling,  clear  and  cool;  — 
Oh  !  but  oh  !  another  garland  floated  there  upon  the  pool  ! 

"Some  one  has  been  here  before  us,  and  my  wish  is  lost,  I  ween  !" 
Suddenly  around  the  thorn-bush  came  a  lady  all  in  green. 

'"Since  my  flowers  crown  the  ^^'ishing  \\'ell  to  win  a  wish  for  me. 
You  shall  crown  mc  with  your  garland,  an  it  please  you.  Sirs,"  said  she. 

Like  a  queen  she  knelt  before  us;  like  a  queen  she  raised  her  head; 
"I  shall  reign  in  royal  fashion ;  I  will  grant  each  wish,"  she  said. 
But  so  fairylike  it  happened,  with  the  wonder  and  the  fun, 
That  my  first  wish  was  forgotten  quite  and  I  could  think  of  none. 


"Then  for  all  the  summer  day  long.  Sirs,  your  service  I  '11  engage, 
(iriflet,  you  shall  be  my  poet;  Beaumain,  you  shall  be  my  page. 
Would  not  any  queen  be  happy  to  escape  to  .\rcady 
With  a  poet  and  a  little  page,  and  no  one  else?"  said  she. 

So  Ijeneath  a  white  wild-cherry  bough  we  made  oiu"  queen  a  throne; 
(iriflet  sang  the  while  and  told  us  ma.gic  stories,  all  his  own; 
Then  he  whistled  softly  sweet  to  call  his  woodland  friends  to  court; 
Winging,  whisking,  stealing,  scurrying,  they  came,  of  every  sort. 

Twilight  crept  beneath  the  branches  ere  the  other  Court  rode  past: 
"  'T  is  the  Queen  !  your  Royal  Highness,  we  have  found  you  safe  at  last!" 
"I  have  spent  the  day  in  .-Xrcady  !    My  garland's  wish  came  true." 
'So  did  iiiiiir.'"  I  t|uick  remembered,  "for  my  wish,  dear  Queen,  was  yon! 


So  beneath  a^^M white  chenybou^we  made  our  Queen  athrone  Kli 
And  Griflet  sang  and  told  us  m(agic  stories  all  his  own"  |Q| 
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BY  AUGUSTA   HUIKLL  SEAMAN 

Author  of  "The  Roarded-up  House" 


Chapter  XIII 

ALEXANDER   ENGAGES   IN   SOME    HISTORICAL 
RESEARCH 

^^'HEN  the  chorus  of  surprise  and  bewilderment 
and  indignation  had  at  last  subsided,  they  fell  to 
discussing  in  its  every  detail  this  new  phase  of 
the  journal  and  its  abrupt  ending. 

"I  tell  you,"  announced  Alexander,  thumping 
a  sofa-cushion  to  emphasize  his  remark,  "some- 
thing lui/^pcncd  to  that  kid  just  as  she  got  to  the 
last,— something  happened,  sure  as  wash-day ! 
And  it  was  n't  anything  pleasant,  either !  Do 
you  get  me?" 

"You  must  be  right !"  agreed  Corinne.  "When 
you  think  of  what  zvas  going  to  happen  the  next 
day,  and  the  danger  she  was  in,  and  the  fact  that 
this  journal  is  torn  in  two,  and  all  that,  I  'm  posi- 
tive something  terrible  must  have  taken  place 
just  then.  Poor  little  Alison  !  How  are  we  ci'er 
going  to  know  what  it  was,  or  whether  she  ever 
got  out  of  it  all  right  and  got  back  home  !  If  the 
end  of  the  other  half  of  the  journal  was  madden- 
ing, this  is  about  forty-five  times  worse  !  I  feel 
as  if  I  "d  go  absolutely  crazy  if  this  mystery  is 
n't  cleared  up  !" 

"There  's  one  thing  you  must  remember,"  sug- 
gested the  practical  Bess.  "History  tells  us  that 
the  poison  plot  was  discovered  in  time  and  did  n't 
do  Washington  any  harm ;  and  that  Phcebe  Fraun- 
ces  gave  him  the  v^'arning,  and  he  just  cleared  up 
the  whole  thing,  and  hung  the  viorst  one  of  the 
conspirators,  — whoever  he  might  be!  Now,  if 
that  's  the  case,  don't  you  think  we  could  take  it 
for  granted  that  .-Mison's  affairs  turned  out  all 
right,  too?" 

"Not  necessarily!"  retorted  Corinne.  "Remem- 
ber, also,  that  Washington  did  n't  know  anything 
about  her,  and  that  that  horrid  steward  had  been 
watching  her  and  plotting  about  her ;  and  so  had 
Corbie,  too.  Who  knows  but  what  they  took  her 
and  carried  her  off  before  the  thing  was  to  take 
place,  in  order  to  have  her  out  of  the  way !" 

"And  there  's  another  thing."  added  Margaret. 
"Do  you  remember  what  I  told  you  Mother  said 
about  that  trunk  of  hers?  It  was  found  floating 
around  in  an  old  wreck.  Now  how  did  it  get 
there?  If  there  was  a  wreck  and  she  was  on  it, 
she  was  probably  drowned  and  never  got  back  to 


Bermuda  alive.  But  how  did  she  come  to  be  on 
a  vessel  with  her  trunk  if  she  had  been  captured 
by  the  steward?    Did  he  put  her  there?" 

"Maybe  she  was  n't  on  that  vessel  at  all !"  was 
the  contribution  Jess  made  to  the  problem. 
".Somebody  else  may  have  taken  possession  of 
her  trunk  for  all  you  can  tell.  .\  trunk  is  some- 
thing anybody  can  use  !" 

"But  did  you  ever  hear  of  such  a  maddening 
thing  as  that  journal  breaking  off  just  the  minute 
she  was  going  to  tell  where  she  'd  hidden  the  sig- 
net !"  exclaimed  Corinne  in  thorough  exaspera- 
tion. "Why  could  n't  it  have  gone  on  just  a  sec- 
ond longer  —  at  least  till  she  'd  had  time  for  a  tinj' 
hint !  And,  see  here  !  Do  you  realize  that  she 
was  actually  talking  to  us  (though  she  did  n't 
know  it)  when  she  begs  the  person  who  finds  and 
deciphers  this  journal  in  the  future  to  find  the 
signet  and  return  it  to  her  people  ?" 

"Why,  that  's  so!"  cried  Margaret  in  a  tone  of 
hushed  awe.  "It  did  n't  strike  me  at  first.  She  's 
actually  speaking  to  ;/.?— for  we  must  be  the  first 
ones  who  have  read  this  journal  !  Is  n't  it  amaz- 
ing!" 

"Vou  don't  know  whether  we  are  or  not,"  con- 
tradicted Bess,  with  her  usual  cold  common  sense. 
"Lots  of  people  may  have  seen  it  before  we  did, 
and  found  the  signet,  too." 

"I  don't  think  it  's  likely."  argued  Corinne, 
coming  to  Margaret's  defense.  "And  besides, 
how  could  they  find  the  signet  when  she  did  n't 
even  have  a  chance  to  tell  where  it  was !  No,  I 
feel  quite  sure  we  're  the  first ;  but  how  are  we 
ever  going  to  know  where  she  hid  it  ?  And  even 
if  we  did  know,  would  we  be  able  to  find  it  after 
the  changes  that  ha\e  come  in  all  these  years?" 

"Then  too,"  put  in  Jess,  "there  's  a  chance  that 
Alison  got  out  of  the  trouble  all  right,  anyhow, 
and  took  the  signet  back  to  her  grandfather  her- 
self.   How  are  you  going  to  tell  ?" 

"There  's  one  thing  you  all  seem  to  have  for- 
gotten," suggested  Alexander.  ".And  it  's  the  big- 
gest boost  of  the  whole  outfit!  We  are  wise  to 
her  last  niime—Trciiham.  Now  you,  Corinne,— 
you  've  been  down  there  to  that  little  old  joint, 
Bermuda.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  any  one  by  the 
name  of  Trenham?" 

"No,  I  did  n't.  Of  course,  I  never  incpiired 
particularly,    not    knowing   anything   about    this, 
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then.  But  I  never  heard  that  name.  There  's  a 
very  common  one  on  the  island  that  's  a  good 
deal  like  it  — Trimmingham— hut  that  does  n't 
help  much.  It  prohahly  is  n't  the  same,  though 
the  English  do  have  the  funniest  way  of  shorten- 
ing their  names  and  pronouncing  them  in  queer 
ways !" 

"Wrong  trail !"  exclaimed  Alexander,  briefly. 
Then,  suddenly  turning  to  Margaret,  he  added : 

"Here.  kiddie ! 
Hand  me  that  jour- 
nal-thing you  've 
doped  out.  I  want 
to  give  it  the  once- 
over !"  He  studied 
it  thoughtfully  for 
several  minutes,  tug- 
ging viciously  the 
while  at  a  long  lock 
of  red  hair  that  al- 
ways hung  over  his 
eyes.  The  rest  all 
kept  very  quiet, 
watching  him  ex- 
pectantly. Presently 
he  issued  his  ulti- 
matum : 

"There  's  one 
other  piece  of  busi- 
ness that  you  all 
seem  to  have  pretty 
well  given  the  cold 
shoulder— this  song 
and  dance  about 
some  plot  in  Ber- 
muda that  the  Alison  kid  says  she  was 
mixed  up  in.  Have  you  ever  thought  of 
doping  that  out  ?" 

"No,  we  have  n't,"  admitted  Corinne. 
"I  did  think  once  of  hunting  it  up,  but  the 
whole  thing  was  so  awfully  vague  that  there 
did  n't  seem  to  be  any  use.  What  could 
you  hunt  up.  anyway  ?  You  'd  have  to  read 
up  a  lot  of  Bermuda  history,  and  even  then 
you  probably  would  n't  strike  a  thing  that 
had  any  bearing  on  it !" 

"You  never  can  tell!"  remarked  the  boy, 
wisely.  "Me  for  this  job,  from  now  on  ! 
Where  's  that  library  joint  you  get  all  your 
books  from,  Corinne?  Little  Alexander  's 
going  to  join  the  army  of  high-brows  !'' 

"You  can  take  my  card  and  use  it,  Alex- 
ander, or  I  '11  get  you  the  books  myself," 
Corinne  kindly  offered. 

"Thanks  awfully,  but  nothing  doing!"  he  re- 
turned. "This  kid  gets  right  on  the  job  himself 
when  he  strikes  the  trail.    All  I  want  to  know  is 


how  you  break  into  the  place.  If  you  put  me 
wise  to  that,  yours  truly  will  do  the  rest !" 

In  the  course  of  the  next  few  days,  Alexander 
became  a  duly  enrolled  member  of  the  nearest 
public  library,  and  his  family  was  edified  to  be- 
hold him  deeply  immersed  in  the  most  unusual 
occupation  of  literary  and  historical  research.  As 
he  ordinarily  touched  no  volume  of  any  nature 


ALEXANDER   ENGAGES 

IN    HISTORICAL 

RESEARCH. 

except  his  school- 
Ijooks  (and  these 
only  under  severe 
compulsion  !),  the 
spectacle  was  all 
the  more  amazing. 
Baseball  and  other 
absorbing  occupa- 
tions of  his  street 
life  were  tempo- 
rarily forgotten. 
He  would  lie  for 
hours  flat  on  his 
stomach  on  the 
couch,  his  heels  in 
the  air,  pushing 
back  his  rebellious 
lock  of  hair,  and 
mulling  over  the  various  odd  volumes  he  had 
brought  home  from  the  library.  At  intervals  he 
could  be  heard  ejaculating:  "Gee!"  "Hot  stuff!" 
and  remarks  of  a  similar  nature. 
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But  of  his  discoveries,  if  indeed  he  had  made 
any,  he  would  have  nothing  to  say,  conceding 
only  that,  when  he  had  found  anything  of  inter- 
est, a  meeting  of  the  Antiquarian  Club  should 
be  called,  and  he  would  then  make  his  disclo- 
sures in  proper  business  form.  This  was  ab.so- 
lutely  all  they  could  draw  from  him.  The  twins 
reported  to  Corinne  at  school  that  Alexander  was 
certainly  doing  (for  him!)  a  remarkable  amount 
of  reading:  and  it  was  not  all  about  Bermuda, 
either,  as  they  had  discovered  from  the  titles  of 
his  books.  American  history  also  figured  in  his 
list,  and  other  volumes  whose  bearing  on  the  sub- 
ject they  could  not  even  guess.  They  also  e.\- 
pressed  their  wonder  at  the  curious  change  they 
had  noticed  in  his  manner  toward  them. 

"Oh,  Alexander  "s  all  right.'"  Corinne  assured 
them.  "You  've  always  misjudged  that  little  fel- 
low, girls  !  lie  's  got  heaps  of  good  in  him  !  Of 
course,  he  "s  a  little  rough  and  slangy,  and  a  ter- 
rible tease,  but  most  boys  arc,  at  his  age ;  and 
some  are  lots  worse.  He  's  a  gentleman  at 
heart,  though.  You  can  tell  that  by  the  way  he 
treats  Margaret.  He  's  always  just  as  gentle 
with  her !  But  you  've  never  taken  him  right. 
You  get  awfully  annoyed  when  he  teases  you, 
and  that  's  just  exactly  what  he  wants;  it  tickles 
him  to  pieces  to  see  you  get  mad  !  If  you  'd  only 
take  him  up  good-naturedly  and  give  him  as  good 
as  he  gives  you,  you  'd  find  yourselves  getting 
along  heaps  better!" 

"That  's  exactly  what  you  do,  I  guess  !"  re- 
marked Bess,  ruefully.  "And  I  can  see  that  he 
thinks  you  're  fine.  He  said  the  other  night  that 
you  were  'some  good  sport,'  and  that  's  praise— 
from  him  !  I  'm  going  to  try  and  act  differently 
toward  him  from  now  on.  But,  oh  !  his  language 
is  so  dreadful  and  slangy !  It  irritates  me  to 
pieces,  and  I  just  can't  help  snapping  at  him 
when  he  talks  that  way  !  " 

"Do  you  know,"  said  Corinne,  'T  've  noticed  a 
queer  thing  about  him.  When  he  's  very  much  in 
earnest  and  forgets  himself  completely,  especially 
in  this  mystery  business,  he  hardly  uses  any 
slang  at  all,— just  talks  like  anj'  one  else!  I  be- 
lieve he  '11  grow  out  of  all  that,  later,  when  he  's 
learned  that  it  is  n't  the  way  the  worth-while 
people  talk.  But  he  's  bright— bright  as  a  steel 
trap :  and  think  where  we  shoidd  have  been  in 
this  affair  if  it  had  n't  been  for  him !" 

Meanwhile,  all  unconscious  that  he  was  a  sub- 
ject of  such  animated  discussion,  Ale.xander  was 
pursuing  his  researches  in  grim  earnest ;  and  at 
length,  in  the  course  of  a  week  or  so,  he  an- 
nounced that  a  meeting  might  be  called  and  he 
would  make  his  report.  When  they  had  gathered 
expectantly  the  following  afternoon,  he  came  in 


with  an  armful  of  books  and  settled  down  on  the 
lloor  before  the  open  fire. 

"Now,  don't  go  boosting  your  hopes  sky-high  !" 
he  remarked,  noting  the  tense  expectancy  of  their 
attitudes.  "I  ain't  doped  out  anything  so  very 
wonderful  —  " 

"Oh,  /)«(■('  ii't  you,  Alexander?"  exclaimed 
Margaret,  disappointedly.  "I  thought  you  must 
have  found  something  great,  the  way  you  ve  been 
grunting  and  chuckling  and  talking  to  yourself 
all  this  time  when  you  read  in  the  evenings  !" 

"Sorry  to  give  you  the  cold  shower,  kiddie  I 
I  've  done  the  best  I  could;  and  if  I  was  chuck- 
ling and  grunting,  it  was  because  I  'd  struck  some 
ripping  hot  stuff'  in  the  way  of  adxentures.  Say  ! 
that  Bermuda  history  is  sonic  little  jig-time!  I 
started  to  wade  through  it,  thinking  it  'd  be  as 
dry  as  tinder,  and  you  can  knock  me  down  with 
a  plate  of  pancakes,  but  it  was  rich  !  Started 
right  in  with  the  greatest  old  shipwreck,  when 
old  Admiral  Somers  and  his  men  got  chucked  oft' 
on  this  uninhabited  island  !  Gee  !  it  was  as  good 
as  'Robinson  Crusoe,'  that  we  're  reading  about 
in  school.  Then  they  had  a  rip-snorting  old  mu- 
tiny, and  started  in  to  build  another  ship,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing !  And  later  on,  a.fter  they  'd 
gone  home  to  England  and  come  back  and  set- 
tled in  a  colony  there,  they  started  up  some  witch- 
craft, and  ducked  a  lot  of  gabby  dames  and  hung 
some  more,  and  —  " 

"But,  Alexander,"  interrupted  the  impatient 
Margaret,  "you  can  tell  us  all  about  that  some 
other  time.  What  /  want  to  know  is,  did  you 
find  out  anything  that  seemed  to  be  connected 
with  our  mystery  ?" 

"That  's  right,  kid !  We  '11  get  down  to  busi- 
ness, and  do  our  spieling  afterward.  Well,  I  did 
n't  strike  a  blooming  thing  that  seemed  to  be  even 
a  forty-second  cousin  to  our  affairs  till  I  got 
down  to  the  year  1775;  and  then  I  hit  the  trail 
of  a  piker  called  Governor  Bruere,  who  was  the 
reigning  high  Mogul  in  Bermuda  just  then.  He 
was  some  pill,  too,  you  can  take  it  from  me  !  And 
everybody  seemed  to  hate  him  like  poison,  he  was 
such  a  grouch.  \\'ell,  it  was  just  about  the  time 
when  the  Revolution  busted  out  in  the  U.  S. 
Washington  was  up  there  around  Boston,  keep- 
ing the  British  on  the  jump.  But  he  was  scared 
stiff',  because  gunpowder  was  so  short.  There 
were  only  about  nine  rounds  left  for  each  .Ameri- 
can soldier.  But  they  were  chucking  a  good  bluff, 
and  of  course  the  British  were  n't  wise  to  it. 

"Just  a1)out  then,  somebody  put  Washington  on 
to  the  fact  that  down  in  Bermuda  there  was  a 
whole  mint  of  gunpowder  concealed  somewhere 
in  the  government  grounds,  and  it  would  n't  be 
so  hard  to  get  hold  of  it.     .\t  the  same  time,  too, 
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the  Bermudians  were  pretty  nearly  starving,  be- 
cause they  got  all  their  food  supplies  from  Amer- 
ica, and  since  the  war  broke  out,  England  had 
cut  them  off  at  the  meter.  So  Washington  doped 
it  out  that  here  was  a  good  chance  to  make  an 
exchange.  He  sent  off  a  couple  of  fellers  to  tell 
the  Bermudians  that,  if  they  'd  give  him  that 
powder,  he  "d  send  them  a  v^hole  outfit  of  eats. 
And  you  '11  admit  that  was  square  enough ! 

"But,  would  n't  this  jar  you  !  When  they  got 
there,  they  found  the  whole  place  up  in  the  air 
and  the  governor  sizzling  around  like  a  cannon- 
cracker,  because  some  one  had  got  in  ahead  of 
them,  stole  the  powder,  and  carted  it  oft'  to  Amer- 
ica !  They  just  turned  tail  and  beat  it  for  home 
and  Mother  as  quick  as  they  could,  before  the 
governor  got  wind  of  their  business  !  So  long  as 
Washington  got  the  powder,  they  should  worry  ! 

''But  the  how  of  it  was  like  this:  a  fellow 
named  Captain  Ord, — or  some  say  it  was  one 
called  George  Tucker,  but  most  think  it  was 
Ord,— had  it  all  fixed  up  with  some  Bermudian 
friends  that  he  should  get  the  powder  on  the 
q.  t.,  load  it  on  board  his  ship,  and  beat  it  while 
the  going  was  good.  The  powder-magazine  was 
in  the  government  grounds  at  a  dump  called  St. 
George's,  and  Governor  Bruere  always  slept  with 
the  keys  under  his  pillow.  Well,  some  smooth 
guy  managed  to  swipe  those  keys  one  dark  night, 
and  they  rolled  down  no  end  of  barrels  to  a  place 
called  Tobacco  Rocks,  loaded  'em  on  whale-boats, 
and  rowed  out  with  'em  to  the  ship  that  was 
anchored  off  Mangrove  Bay,  wherever  that  may 
be,  and  Captain  Ord  was  off  with  it  before  morn- 
ing. Well,  you  can  take  it  from  me  that,  when 
Bruere  got  wise  to  what  had  happened,  he  went 
up  in  the  air  !  He  was  a  hot  sketch,  and  he  made 
it  warm  for  the  Bermudians ;  but  it  did  n't  do  any 
good,  as  nobody  knew  much  about  the  business  — 
or  if  they  did,  they  would  n't  tell ! 

'"Anyhow,  Washington  got  his  powder,  and 
it  's  on  record  that  afterward  he  sent  a  heap  of 
swell  eats  down  to  pay  for  it !  Gee !  would  n't  I 
like  to  have  been  in  on  that  fun  though  — the 
night  they  swiped  the  loot  !" 

"But,  Alexander,  I  don't  see  what  all  this  has 
got  to  do  with  Alison  !"  cried  Margaret.  "There  's 
nothing  in  it  about  a  girl,  or  the  least  thing  that 
concerns  her  !" 

"That  's  just  where  I  knew  you  'd  throw  me 
down  !"  remarked  Alexander.  "I  told  you  to  i)e- 
gin  with  that  I  had  n't  found  anything  positive 
about  it,  did  n't  I?  Well,  this  is  the  only  thing 
that  even  passed  it  on  the  other  side  of  the  gang- 
way !  That  Alison  kid  keeps  talking  about  a  plot 
in  Bermuda  and  something  that  happened  that 
the  government  did  n't  cotton  to,  and  there  is  n't 


another  blooming  hook  to  hang  your  hat  on  but 
that,  unless  it  's  something  that  is  n't  spoken  of 
or  known  about  in  history.  Then  there  's  one 
other  reason.  She  speaks  of  some  one  called 
H.,  and  his  uncle,  and  his  uncle's  ship,  and  how 
they  were  afraid  to  go  back  to  Bermuda  because 
one  of  the  sailors  had  turned  piker  and  given  way 
on  them.  Of  course,  it  's  all  guesswork!  And 
what  in  thunder  a  kid  like  Alison  could  have  to 
do  with  such  a  piece  of  work,  beats  me  !  But 
there  you  are  !    I  'm  done  !" 

There  was  considerable  disappointment  in  the 
Antiquarian  Clul),  when  Alexander  had  ceased, 
that  nothing  more  definite  had  been  unearthed  by 
him.  It  seemed  highly  unlikely  to  them  all  that 
this  strange  little  historical  incident  could  have 
any  bearing  on  the  affairs  of  the  mysterious 
"lass"  whose  secret  they  had  stumbled  upon. 
None  but  himself  appeared  to  put  any  faith  in 
the  connection  between  the  two,  and  they  dis- 
cussed it  for  a  time  hotly.  At  last  Corinne,  per- 
ceiving that  .Alexander  was  becoming  piqued  that 
his  efforts  were  not  more  appreciated,  declared : 

"I  think  you  've  done  splendidly.  Alec,  in  dis- 
covering anything  at  all,  among  such  a  lot  of 
uncertain  stuff;  and  perhaps  we  'II  come  across 
something  later  that  will  make  us  sure.  But  you 
seem  to  have  been  reading  quite  a  pile  of  books. 
.Are  they  all  about  Bermuda?" 

"Nope!  Not  on  your  tintype!  There  are  pre- 
cious few  about  Bermuda  alone,  anyway.  So 
after  I  'd  chewed  up  what  there  was,  I  took  to 
doping  out  American  history,  and  I  came  across 
some  hot  stuff  there,  too !  The  main  guy  over 
there  in  the  library  advised  me  to  read  Wash- 
ington Irving's  'Life  of  George  Washington' 
when  I  told  her  I  was  tracking  down  American 
history.  And  say.  that  's  going  some,  too— in 
spots  !  I  fell  over  something  last  night  that  '11 
make  you  all  put  on  the  glad  smile— I  found  out 
the  name  of  the  feller  that  was  soft  on  Phcebe  !" 

"Oh,  what  is  it?"  they  shouted  in  a  satisfying 
chorus. 

"Thomas  Ilickey !"  announced  -Alexander, 
proudly. 

"But  how  do  you  know?'' 

"  'Cause  that  's  the  name  of  the  feller  Wash- 
ington hung!  It  was  the  member  of  his  life- 
guard who  was  one  of  the  conspirators  !" 

"Alexander,  you  're  some  trump !"  declared 
Corinne.  "In  all  my  browsing,  I  never  came 
across  that!" 

Ch.\pter  XIV 

A    BELATED   DISCOVERY    AND   A    SOLEMN    CONCLAVE 

During  the  month  following  Alexander's  re- 
searches  into   history,   no    further  progress   was 
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made  in  solving  the  mystery  that  absorbed  the 
Antiquarian  Ckib.  The  Christmas  holidays  came 
and  went,  and  the  severer  winter  weather  held 
the  city  in  such  a  grip  that  often,  for  days  on  a 
stretch,  Margaret  could  not  be  wheeled  out  in 
her  chair.  Under  the  combined  strain  of  con- 
finement to  the  house  and  lack  of  any  further 
stimulating  excitement,  she  grew  very  restless 
and  just  a  wee  bit  unhappy.  The  girls  and  Alex- 
ander were  very  busy  with  their  midwinter  ex- 
aminations, and  could  not  give  much  time  to 
other  interests,  even  such  absorbing  ones  as  the 
long-ago  Alison  and  her  fate. 

But,  with  the  beginning  of  Februarj-,  matters 
improved.  The  weather  moderated,  to  begin 
with,  the  sun  shone  daily,  and  Margaret  could 
again  enjoy  her  outing  of  an  hour  in  the  sunny 
part  of  each  early  afternoon.  The  others  also. 
released  from  the  grind  of  much  study  and 
"cramming  for  exams,"  had  leisure  at  last  to 
give  to  the  club-meetings,  which  they  now  held 
regularly  three  times  a  week.  Alexander  was 
not  always  with  them,  for  the  claims  of  hockey 
and  skating  and  coasting  often  proved  too  much 
for  his  boyish  sou!  to  resist.  But,  for  the  most 
part,  he  managed  to  be  on  hand  at  least  once  a 
week,  for  his  interest  in  the  mystery  was  still 
very  great. 

They  grew-  into  the  habit  of  reporting,  at  these 
meetings,  any  even  slight  discoveries  they  had 
hap])ened  to  make,  in  their  reading  or  iii  any 
other  manner,  that  had  the  slightest  bearing  on 
the  subject.  Thus,  Corinne  contributed  the  fol- 
lowing, that  she  had  gleaned  in  looking  over  a 
history  of  New  York  City:  in  referring  to  Abra- 
ham Mortier,  some  one  had  once  remarked  that 
the  expression  "Laugh  and  grow  fat!"  did  not 
apply  to  him,  since,  although  he  was  very  jolly, 
he  was  so  thin  that  the  wind  could  blow  him 
away  ! 

■'That  's  interesting,  but  of  course  it  does  n't 
help  us  much!"  Corinne  added  apologetically. 
"But  1  thought  anything  about  the  Mortiers 
w'ould  be  well  to  know.  I  '11  warrant  Madame 
Mortier  was  just  the  ojipositc  —  very  fat  and  sol- 
emn !" 

Alexander  contributed  the  information  that 
Thomas  Hickey  was  hung  at  a  spot  about  where 
the  corner  of  Grand  .Street  and  the  Bowery  is 
now.  And  so  deep  was  his  interest  in  this  grue- 
some affair  that  he  even  made  an  excursion 
across  the  city  one  afternoon  to  visit  the  site ! 

Margaret  found  a  description  of  Richmond 
Hill,  written  by  Mrs.  John  Adams  during  her 
residence  there,  in  which  she  described  at  much 
length  the  beauty  and  attractiveness  of  the  sjiot. 
Only  the  twins,  who  read  but  little,  made  no  addi- 


tions to  the  stock  of  information.  This  they 
apologized  for  by  saying  that  they  were  no  hand 
at  such  things,  and  about  everything  had  been 
discovered  already,  anyhow  ! 

Then  Corinne  invented  another  form  of  enter- 
tainment. This  was  that  each  member  of  the 
Antiquarian  Club  should,  after  due  thought  and 
consideration,  invent  an  explanation  of  his  or  her 
own  for  the  curious  break  in  .Mison's  journal  and 
her  probable  fate.  The  game  proved  an  exceed- 
ingly diverting  one,  and  every  member  took  a 
separate  meeting  and  expounded  the  particular 
solution  that  appealed  to  his  or  her  imagination. 

Corinne  herself  wove  a  romantic  tale  about 
Alison's  having  been  captured  that  very  night 
by  the  steward  and  Corbie  while  she  was  writing, 
how  they  carried  her  off.  journal  and  all.  and 
later  fought  over  her  book  and  tore  it  in  two ; 
how  Alison  was  rescued  by  the  mysterious  "H." 
just  in  the  nick  of  time,  and  was  taken  away  to 
Bermuda  to  marry  him  and  live  happily  ever 
after !  But  the  mystery  of  the  two  halves  of  the 
journal  and  their  strange  hiding-places  and  the 
whereabouts  of  the  sapphire  signet  she  admitted 
she  could  n't  explain  and  did  n't  try  to  ! 

Alexander  invented  a  lurid  tale  of  Thomas 
Hickey  discovering  Alison  in  the  act  of  writing 
her  journal,  tearing  it  in  two  in  snatching  it  from 
her,  and  retaining  the  latter  half.  Phoebe  then 
helped  Alison  to  escape  with  her  trunk  and  the 
other  half  and  embark  on  some  vessel  that  was 
later  overhauled  by  pirates  and  scuttled,  and  Ali- 
son was  made  to  "walk  the  plank"  !  This  horrible 
ending  so  affected  Margaret  that  she  cried  her- 
self almost  sick  over  it.  And  Alexander  thereat 
was  so  conscience-stricken  that  he  determined 
henceforth  to  keep  his  inventive  powers  under 
better  control. 

Margaret  herself  advanced  the  theory  that,  for 
some  reason,  Alison  and  Phoebe  suddenly  deter- 
mined to  tear  the  journal  in  two  and  each  keep 
half  of  it  as  evidence  in  case  anything  should  go 
amiss.  That  Phoebe  hid  her  half  in  the  beam, 
and  Alison  put  hers  in  the  trunk.  Then  they 
went  and  denounced  the  plot  to  Washington,  and 
he  was  so  grateful  that  he  sent  Alison  right  home 
to  Bermuda,  where  she  lived  happily,  having 
taken  the  signet  with  her,  and  giving  away  the 
trunk  to  some  relative  and  forgetting  all  about 
the  journal  in  the  bottom.  It  was  the  relative 
who  was  shipwrecked  and  abandoned  the  trunk  ! 

Again  the  twins,  who  had  no  gift  of  imagina- 
tion, refused  to  offer  any  solution,  though  they 
were  highly  interested  in  the  tales  of  the  others. 
They  both  tleclared  that  they  could  think  of  abso- 
lutely no  explanation,  so  what  was  the  use  of 
their  trying?     And  on  these  grounds  the  others 
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excused  them.  So  the  month  passed,  and  then 
one  day  Margaret  announced  that  she  herself 
had  made  a  discovery,  and  proceeded  to  tell  of  it. 

"It  all  came  ahout  through  Sarah  wanting  to 
wheel  me  over  through  Macdougal  Street  to-day 
and  down  Spring  Street,  because  she  had  an  im- 
portant errand  there.  You  know  we  never  go 
through  Macdougal  Street,  because  it  's  so  nar- 
row and  not  nearly  as  nice  and  clean  and  sunny 
as  our  own  and  Varick  Street.  I  actually  don"t 
think  I  've  been  over  that  way  for  three  or  four 
years !  Well,  just  as  we  w-ere  passing  a  house 
between  this  block  and  Van  Dam,  I  looked  up  at 
it,  and  what  do  you  think  I  saw?  — the  brass  sign 
near  the  front  door— "Richmond  Hill  House!" 
I  could  n't  imagine  for  a  moment  what  it  meant. 
But  I  asked  Sarah  if  she  knew 
what  the  place  was,  and  she 
said  it  was  a  settlement-house, 
W'ith  a  day-nursery  and  clubs 
for  the  children  and  things 
like  that  in  it. 

"I  asked  why  it  was  called 
that  name,  and  she  said  she 
did  n't  know— thought  it  was 
a  silly  one  and  did  n't  mean 
anything.  But  /  knew — though 
I  did  n't  say  so  !  Somebody 
who  knows  about  history  has 
called  it  that  because  it  stands 
almost  on  the  grounds  where 
Richmond  Hill  used  to  Ije.  But 
oh,  girls !  think  how  much 
trouble  and  wondering  and 
hunting  it  would  have  saved 
us,  if  we  'd  only  known  about 
that  house  at  first !  It  would 
have  suggested  the  thing  to  us 
right  away  !" 

"Huh!"  remarked  .Alexan- 
der, disgustedly.  "/  knew 
about  that  old  joint  right  along 
—ever  since  I  lived  here  !  / 
could  have  told  you  a  thing  or 
two,  if  you  'd  onl}'  consulted 
yours  truly  sooner  !" 

"Well,  never  mind !''  said 
Corinne,  soothingly.  "Maybe  we  did  get  at 
things  in  a  roundabout,  clumsy  fashion ;  but 
we  got  there,  just  the  same,,  and  we  had  a 
good  time  doing  it,  too !  But  now  I  've  some- 
thing brand-new  to  say,  and  I  want  you  all 
to  listen  very  attentively.  This  is  a  matter 
that  needs  a  lot  of  careful  consideration.  We  've 
about  come  to  the  end  of  our  rope,  as  far  as 
making  any  further  progress  with  this  mystery 
is  concerned.     We  "ve  been  having  a  lot  of  fun 


and  entertainment  out  of  it,  of  course,  with  these 
stories  of  our  own,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 
But  we  're  not  'getting  any  forrarder,*  as  Dickens 
says;  and  do  you  know,  I  'm  beginning  to  think 
that  perhaps  we  're  not  doing  just  right  in  keep- 
ing this  all  to  ourselves  !" 


I    LOOKED    UP   AT    rr,    AND    WHAT    DO    VOL'    THl.NK    1 


Here  Margaret  started  and  gave  her  a  re- 
proachful look.  Corinne  put  an  arm  over  the 
invalid  girl's  shoulder  and  continued: 

"Honey  dear,  I  know  you  think  I  'm  playing 
the  traitor,  and  trying  to  spoil  our  delightful  se- 
cret society,  but  I  'm  really  not;  and  if  you  '11 
hear  me  to  the  end.  I  believe  you  '11  feel  the  same 
as  I  do.  I  've  been  doing  a  lot  of  hard  thinking 
about  this  matter  lately.  Perhaps  you  have  n't 
realized  it,  but  I  am  certain  that  this  old  journal 
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we  've  found  is  really  a  very  valuable  thing — not 
only  valuable  in  the  way  of  money  (for  many 
people  would  pay  a  great  deal  for  a  genuine  old 
document  like  this),  but  also  in  the  way  of  his- 
torical information.  We  're  keeping  to  ourselves 
something  that  might  really  throw  light  on  the 
past  history  of  our  city. 

"Now,  of  course,  I  'm  not  certain  about  this, 
but  I  'd  like  to  have  the  opinion  of  some  grown 
person  who  really  knows.  And  I  've  thought  of  a 
plan  by  which  we  could  do  this,  and  at  the  same 
time  keep  our  secret  society  uhnost  the  same  as 
it  is  now.  It  's  this:  I  would  like  you  all  — and 
especially  Margaret— to  consent  to  my  telling  my 
father  all  about  this,  and,  if  he  is  willing  (and 
I  'm  certain  he  will  be),  we  can  let  him  become 
a  member  of  our  Antiquarian  Club.  In  that  way, 
you  see,  we  won't  be  breaking  up  our  society  — 
we  will  just  be  adding  another  member!" 

"But  he  's  a  grown  person  !"  objected  Marga- 
ret, trying  hard  to  keep  the  tears  from  rising. 
"And  he  would  n't  care  a  bit  about  a  thing  like 
this !  And  we  'd  feel  so  strange  and— and  awk- 
ward to  have  an  older  person  in  it !" 

"Oh,  but  you  don't  knoiv  my  father  !"  laughed 
Corinne.  "To  be  sure,  he  's  a  grozvn  person,  but 
I  never  met  any  one  who  was  more  like  a  boy  in 
his  manner  and  interests  and  sympathies  !  Why, 
he  's  actually  more  boyisli  than  lots  of  the  young 
fellows  in  high  school.  He  is  deeply  interested 
in  young  folks  and  their  affairs;  and  if  he  were 
n't  such  an  awfully  busy  man,  he  'd  spend  most 
of  his  time  being  with  them.  He  and  I  are  such 
chums  !  You  ought  to  see  us  together  when  he  's 
away  on  a  vacation  !  He  romps  around  with  me 
as  though  he  were  only  sixteen,  and  everything 
that  interests  me  just  absorbs  him  too.  I  be- 
lieve you  've  thought,  because  I  said  he  loved 
books  and  history  and  old  things,  that  he  's  a 
regular  old  fogey  that  goes  around  stoop-shoul- 
dered and  spectacled  !     He  is  n't  a  bit  like  that !" 

"I  got  you,  Steve!"  ejaculated  Alexander. 
"He  must  be  sotne  good  sport !  I  vote  we  ring 
him  in  on  this  !" 

Margaret,  however,  still  looked  only  half  con- 
vinced. 

"But,  if  he  's  so  busy,"  she  ventured,  "I  don't 
see  how  he  s  ever  going  to  find  time  to  attend 
these  meetings  — even  if  he  wanted  to!" 


"Of  course,"  Corinne  responded,  "it  would  be 
impossible  for  him  to  get  to  our  meetings,  as  a 
rule,  but  I  know  that  he  would  be  glad  to  hear 
all  about  them  from  me,  and  sometimes,  on  holi- 
days, he  'd  be  delighted  to  just  get  together  with 
us  all.  And,  what  's  more,  I  know  he  'd  always 
have  some  interesting  thing  that  he  'd  propose  do- 
ing—something probably  that  we  've  never 
thought  of !" 

Margaret  had,  by  this  time,  almost  completely 
melted,  but  she  had  one  further  objection  to  offer: 

"But,  Corinne,  he  does  n't  knoiv  us — not  a 
thing  about  us.  and  he  'd  feel  awfully  strange 
and  queer  too,  getting  acquainted  with  a  lot  of 
brand-new  young  folks  he  's  never  even  heard 
of  before !" 

And  again  Corinne  had  her  answer,  even  for 
this. 

"Wrong  again,  Honey!"  she  laughed.  "Talk 
about  his  not  knotK'ing  anything  about  you  !  Well, 
do  you  suppose  for  one  wild  minute  that  I  've 
never  told  him  about  these  loveliest  friends  I  ever 
had  !  Why,  every  evening  he  and  I  talk  for  at 
least  a  couple  of  hours  about  every  blessed  thing 
that  interests  us.  I  've  given  him  your  whole 
history,  described  you  all  in  every  detail,  told 
him  how  much  I  come  here,  and  that  we  have  an 
important  secret  society.  The  only  thing  I  hazr 
n't  told  him  is  the  secret !  But  I  've  done  some- 
thing else  that  I  hope  you  won't  mind— I  've  let 
him  know  that  I  was  very  an.xious  to  have  him 
admitted  as  a  member,  and  that  the  secret  was 
something  he  'd  probably  find  j'rry  interesting. 
And,  do  you  know,  he  's  just  crazy  to  be  allowed 
in  it,  and  is  only  waiting  for  the  time  when  I  '11 
come  home  some  day  bringing  him  the  high  per- 
mission of  its  dear  president !" 

Then,  at  last,  did  Margaret  capitulate.  How, 
indeed,  could  she  hold  out  after  having  been  pre- 
sented with  such  an  alluring  picture  of  the  latest 
member-to-be !  Truth  to  tell,  the  desire  was 
awakened  in  her  heart  to  meet  this  delightful 
father,  who  was  so  young  in  spirit  that  his  daugh- 
ter considered  him  a  "chum"  !  She  gave  her  full 
consent  that  he  was  to  be  told  everything  that 
night,  and  Corinne  departed  in  high  feather. 
When  she  had  gone.  Margaret  turned  to  the  rest. 

"It  must  be  lovely,"  she  sighed,  "to  have  a  fa- 
ther.like  that !" 


{ To  he  continued. ) 
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As  a  lad  I  used  to  think  that  a  cyclone  of  any 
considerable  size  was  unknown  east  of  the  Miss- 
issippi ;  but  when  I  was  about  fourteen  years 
old,  one  of  them  swept  across  our  farm  in  cen- 
tral Indiana.  I  shall  never  forget  the  experi- 
ence, for.  aside  from  the  fact  that  it  nearly  cost 
me  my  life,  the  passing  of  the  great  whirlwind 
was  a  terribly  impressive  event. 

Our  farm-house  was  of  the  good  old-fashioned 
"pinned  frame"  kind,  built  of  the  stoutest  oak 
timbers.  In  front  of  the  house  was  a  thick  growth 
of  tall  cedars,  rare  trees  in  that  part  of  the  coun- 
try and  at  one  time  considered  very  desirable 
decorations  for  a  lawn.  These  evergreens  had 
become  an  eyesore  to  my  father,  and  he  had 
talked  of  cutting  them  down,  but  their  presence 
was  a  very  fortunate  circumstance  during  the 
morning  of  the  "big  wind."  The  big  "bank  barn," 
also  of  pinned  timbers,  was  set  upon  an  unpro- 
tected hill  perhaps  a  hundred  yards  from  the 
house.  One  side  of  this  hill  had  been  cut  away, 
leaving  under  the  east  side  of  the  barn  an  open 
basement  walled  with  stones,  a  shelter  for  cattle. 

That  morning  Dan  Rivers,  the  hired  hand,  and 
I  were  busy  digging  a  drain  from  the  stable.  My 
parents  had  gone  to  the  city  for  the  day. 

It  was  in  late  June,  when  the  lush  corn  was 
fairly  beginning  to  hide  the  brown  earth  beneath 
it,  and  the  green  wheat  was  just  in  good  head. 
The  morning  was  unusually  hot  and  sultry ;  not 
a  breath  of  air  stirred,  and  the  sky  was  abso- 
lutely cloudless,  of  a  deep  and  almost  tropical 
blue.  The  woods  and  fields  of  the  country-side 
seemed  strangely  quiet  and  deserted.  The  pigs 
had  come  panting  in  from  the  field,  and  were 
nuzzling  close  up  around  the  dripping  stock-tank, 
.'^ome  men  below  the  hill  across  the  road  were 
busy  putting  up  a  hay-shed,  and  in  the  oppressive 
air  their  voices  sounded  strangely  clear  and 
distinct.  The  cattle  of  the  pastures  had  moved 
into  the  shade  of  every  available  tree;  and  those 
by  the  orchard  fence,  instead  of  standing  quietly 
and  chewing  their  cud.  took  turns  at  butting  each 
other  viciously,  or  tossing  their  heads  wildly  in 
the  air.  There  were  no  passers  on  the  dusty 
road.  The  whole  landscape  seemed  to  be  holding 
its  breath  and  waiting  for  something. 

At  short  intervals  Dan  would  straighten  up 
from  his  work,  wipe  his  burning  face  with  his 
bandana  handkerchief,  peer  into  the  west— and 
mutter.  "When  she  comes,  she  "11  come  a-whoop- 
in'."    I  did  not  then  understand  what  he  meant. 


A  little  before  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning  a 
breath  of  wind  sprang  up,  set  the  timothy  in  the 
meadow  waving,  and  turned  the  blades  of  the 
corn  upside  down,  .\lmost  immediately  it  died 
again  and  left  the  atmosphere  closer  and  more 
sultry  than  before.  Then  in  the  west,  just  above 
the  horizon,  there  appeared  a  thin  line  of  haze, 
which  rapidly  broadened  into  a  great  belt  of 
saffron-colored  cloud  that  came  racing  across 
the  sky,  its  farther  edge  lost  to  sight  below  the 
rim  of  the  earth.  This  swift-moving  bank  of 
vapor  was  in  strange  contrast  to  the  dead  calm 
about  us.  The  chickens  scuttled  into  the  coop; 
the  two  horses  in  the  stable,  apparently  sensing 
some  evil  portent  in  the  oppressive  calm,  began 
to  snort  and  strain  at  their  halters;  and  the  cat- 
tle, as  though  taking  fright  at  the  uncommon 
spectacle  in  the  sky,  fled  wildly  across  the  pas- 
ture with  their  tails  in  the  air,  although  there 
was  as  yet  no  sound  from  the  approaching  storm. 

As  the  cloud  broadened,  large  patches  parted 
from  the  nearer  edge  and  came  racing  ahead  of 
the  main  body  in  scattered  fleets,  twisting  and 
turning  in  a  high  wind  that  had  not  yet  reached 
the  earth.  From  these  patches  of  cloud,  as  they 
began  to  pass  over  our  heads,  there  fell  a  few 
big  drops  of  rain.  Dan  was  gathering  up  the  tools 
and  watching  the  cloud  at  the  same  time.  "I  told 
ye  she  'd  come  a-whoopin'."  he  said. 

The  rural  mail-route  man  came  driving  into 
the  yard,  looking  back  at  the  cloud  with  a  half- 
an.xious  expression  on  his  face,  and  asked  if  he 
might  have  shelter  until  the  rain  passed  over. 
He  and  the  hired  hand  went  at  once  into  the 
barn,  taking  the  horse  and  buggy  into  the  wagon- 
way  with  them.  Just  then  a  jarring  clap  of  thun- 
der shook  the  earth.  I  hesitated  between  the 
house  and  barn  ;  but  the  thought  of  the  fragrant 
mow  enticed  me.  and  I  followed  the  two  men. 

.\  little  moaning  noise  was  coming  out  of  the 
west,  close  to  the  earth  ;  now  it  would  die  away, 
now  it  would  rise  to  a  quivering  whine.  The 
grass  seemed  to  shiver  under  this  uneasy  sound. 
I  looked  overhead.  The  edge  of  the  great  cloud 
was  upon  us. 

.As  I  climbed  up  the  ladder  into  the  mow.  the 
last  glimpse  I  had  of  the  two  men  showed  me  the 
mail-carrier  lighting  a  cigar,  while  Dan  was 
standing  by  the  stall  and  stroking  the  nose  of 
old  Ben.  the  great  draft-horse,  who  was  sniffing 
the  air  with  a  quivering  nose. 

The  mow  had  been  newly  filled   with   clover 


516 


THE  CYCLONE 


[Apr., 


hay,  and  when  I  had  got  to  the  top  of  the  heap 
on  the  west  side,  I  was  on  a  level  with  the 
dormer-window  in  the  roof.  I  looked  through 
this  window  to  the  west. 

What  I  saw  filled  me  with  wonder  and  awe. 
The  whole  of  the  western  heavens  was  filled 
with  the  turbid  yellow  cloud,  but  the  base  of  this 
cloud,  the  edge  near  the  horizon,  had  turned  to 
an  inkish  purple.  This  forbidding  color  rapidly 
spread  through  the  whole  mass,  as  you  have  seen 
a  white  blotter,  with  one  corner  dipped  in  ink, 
turn  black  the  most  of  its  length.  The  whole 
western  country  was  now  plunged  into  that  sort 
of  luminous  twilight  that  often  comes  with  elec- 
tric storms. 

The  wind  began  to  come  in  heavy  puffs  that 
pushed  roughly  against  the  dormer  casement  and 
steadily  increased  in  strength  and  duration.  Evi- 
dently the  sun  in  the  east  had  not  yet  been  en- 
tirely obscured  by  the  rushing  clouds ;  for  per- 
haps two  miles  to  the  west  the  trees  standing  on 
a  height  of  land  were  now  and  then  plainly  visi- 
ble in  a  lurid  sort  of  light,  and  I  could  plainly 
see  their  great  branches  tossing  to  and  fro  in  the 
agitated  air,  against  their  purple  background. 

The  low  moaning  noise  which  crept  over  the 
face  of  the  earth  gradually  increased  in  volume 
and  intensity.  There  was  a  rising  and  falling 
cadence  to  this  sound,  of  a  mournful,  foreboding 
quality.  I  likened  it  in  my  mind  to  the  funereal 
singing  of  myriads  of  people  at  a  great  distance. 

Occupied  in  listening  to  this  weird  music,  I 
suddenly  became  aware  that  a  remarkable  change 
had  come  over  the  most  distant  part  of  the  cloud. 
It  was  no  longer  a  black  wall  shutting  out  the 
sky:  but,  the  whole  mass  suddenly  lifting,  it  had 
disclosed  itself  to  be  a  cone  of  gigantic  propor- 
tions, crudely  irregular  in  outline,  the  outer  rim 
of  which  overshadowed  the  whole  country,  and 
the  apex  of  which  appeared  to  be  just  touching 
the  rim  of  the  earth.  This  black  and  balloon- 
shaped  prodigy  was  approaching,  by  an  irregular 
path,  at  appalling  speed. 

The  twilight  which  I  have  described  as  lumi- 
nous before,  now  turned  to  a  leaden  gloom.  The 
trees  on  the  height  of  land  were  no  longer  visible. 
A  swirling  mass  of  vapor  blotted  out  the  farther 
landscape,  and  it  began  to  rain  in  torrents. 

There  was  something  in  the  rising  moan  of  the 
wind,  in  the  tempestuously  driving  rain,  that 
filled  me  with  uneasiness.  The  haymow  was  in 
semidarkness.  The  rain  now  began  to  shoot 
through  the  cracks  around  the  window  in  such 
sheets  that  I  left  my  position,  and,  creeping  over 
the  hay,  sat  down  by  the  little  window  in  the 
south  gable  of  the  barn. 

In  the  short  time  I  had  taken  to  traverse  the 


distance  the  wind  had  risen  to  a  sc.eam,  the  like 
of  which  I  had  never  heard  before.  The  barn 
began  to  rock  from  side  to  side.  I  looked  out 
through  the  gable-window.  What  seemed  to  be 
a  torrent  of  yellow  water  was  rushing  by  which 
my  eye  could  not  penetrate,  except  to  the  short- 
est distance.  It  was  as  if  the  barn  had  been  sunk 
in  a  swift  river.  Now  and  then  some  object 
would  shoot  by,  a  mere  streak  of  black. 

Through  the  scream  of  the  wind  and  the  thun- 
der of  the  falling  rain  I  could  faintly  hear,  now 
and  then,  from  this  direction  or  that,  a  faint, 
distant  thud,  like  the  sound  of  some  heavy  object 
striking  the  ground. 

Then  it  began  to  hail,  and  the  rattle  of  the 
stones  against  the  roof  sounded  like  the  rapid  fir- 
ing of  guns.  I  strained  my  ears  to  catch  a  sound 
from  the  men  below,  but  could  hear  nothing.  I 
began  to  be  uneasy,  for  I  had  never  seen  or  heard 
anything  like  this  before.  Then  all  the  panes  of 
the  dormer-window  came  in  with  a  crash,  and  the 
hailstones,  flying  almost  horizontally  across  the 
mow,  broke  like  glass  against  the  opposite  side  of 
the  roof. 

Xow  the  barn,  instead  of  rocking  from  side  to 
side,  began  to  quiver  with  short  and  intense  vi- 
brations. The  voice  of  the  wind  deepened  to  a 
hoarse,  slatting  bellow.  I  imagined  that  the  barn 
was  beginning  to  twist  about,  as  though  in  the 
torsion  of  some  great  hand.  I  heard  a  faint  shout 
below  me  and  started  to  my  feet,  bewildered  and 
panic-stricken  by  the  wild  din.  .\t  the  same  instant 
the  building  shuddered  all  over.  There  was  a  loud 
report  as  though  a  piece  of  timber  had  cracked  in 
two.  Then  the  barn  leaped  right  into  the  air 
and  flew  to  pieces  as  though  it  had  been  blown 
up  by  dynamite.  I  remember  how  the  hay  whirled 
and  heaved  under  my  feet.  There  was  a  crash 
of  breaking  timbers.  I  saw  the  roof  split  wide 
open  and  fly  from  over  my  head.  And  then  I 
was  lifted  and  hurled  through  the  air  in  the  midst 
of  flying  hay  and  wreckage— and  I  knew  no  more. 

It  must  have  been  but  a  few  minutes  later 
when  I  opened  my  eyes.  The  howl  of  the  wind 
had  ceased.  Perhaps  it  was  this  contrast  of  still- 
ness that  brought  me  back  to  consciousness.  I 
was  in  absolute  darkness,  and,  when  I  attempted 
to  free  myself,  found  that  I  was  wound  about 
with  the  hay  as  though  with  a  blanket ;  only  my 
head  and  my  left  arm  were  free.  Bruised  and 
sore,  I  attempted  to  loose  myself.  I  was  held  as 
in  a  vise. 

I  now  began  to  feel  about  with  mv  free  arm. 
The  open  space  about  my  head  was  perhaps  three 
feet  wide.  I  could  not  tell  how  far  it  extended 
behind  me.  When  I  put  my  hand  above  my  face, 
it  came  in  contact  with  one  of  the  sills  of  the 
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mow,  which  undoubtedly  had  been  torn  loose 
from  the  rest  of  the  frame,  for  it  passed  above 
me  at  a  sharp  slant.  When  the  barn  went  to 
pieces,  the  hay  probably  had  rolled  over  like  a 
doubled  mattress,  catching  me  between  the  two 
halves,  and  it  was  this  piece  of  timber  that  had 
prevented  the  tons  of  hay,  piled  atop  of  it,  from 
covering  me  up  and  smothering  me  instantly. 

Finding  my  efforts  to  free  myself  useless,  I  lay 
still  and  listened  for  some  sound  from  the  out- 
side world.  At  first  I  thought  1  could  hear  the 
twittering  of  a  bird,  then  all  was  silent.  I  began 
to  think  of  what  had  befallen  me.  It  was  like 
the  end  of  the  world.  No  douljt  the  hired  hand 
and  the  mail-carrier  had  been  killed  by  falling 
timbers ;  and  as  for  my  own  position,  it  was 
cheerless  in  the  extreme.  There  seemed  little 
hope  of  my  escape.  The  air  in  the  hole,  more- 
over, was  thick  with  dust  from  the  hay :  and  un- 
less there  was  some  seepage  from  the  outside,  it 
was  only  a  question  of  time  until  I  should  suffo- 
cate.   There  was  already  a  roaring  in  my  head. 


I  was  diverted  from  these  unhappy  thoughts 
by  some  muffled  sound  over  my  head.  Evidently 
some  one  was  walking  about  over  the  wreck  of 
the  barn.  Then  I  heard  a  faint  commotion  of 
voices ;  some  one  was  shouting.  Perhaps  they 
were  calling  to  me.  I  shouted  in  reply,  but  my 
voice,  .shut  up  in  that  narrow  hole,  seemed  to  die 
away  in  my  very  face.  I  listened  again  for  the 
cheering  sound  from  above,  but  all  had  grown 
silent  again,  and  I  lay  and  waited  for  whatever 
would  turn  up. 

At  last  that  muffled,  jarring  sound  began  again, 
but  this  time,  to  my  surprise,  it  was  almost  di- 
rectly under  me.  Some  one  was  moving  heavy 
objects  about;  now  I  heard  the  blows  of  an  ax, 
and  the  two  men  talking  back  and  forth  to  each 
other.  I  guessed  that  they  must  be  down  in  the 
basement  of  the  barn;  that  the  whole  western 
part  of  the  building  had  been  thrown  so  far  east 
that  now  I  lay  directly  over  the  big  open  cellar. 
I  afterward  found  that  1  was  correct  in  this. 

The  chopping  of   timbers   presently   was  sue- 
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ceeded  by  a  dull  chug  — chug  — chug  — chug,  ac- 
companied by  a  slight  disturbance  of  the  hay 
beneath  me.  It  gradually  became  apparent  that 
this  chugging,  grating  noise  was  describing  some 
sort  of  circle  about  my  position.  It  became  more 
and  more  distinct ;  they  were  striking  short, 
heavy  blows  with  some  blunt  instrument  that 
made  a  dull,  ripping  sound,  and  I  knew  what 
that  meant.  They  were  cutting  the  hay  from 
beneath  me  with  a  straw-knife. 

A  startling  phenomenon  drew  my  attention 
from  the  activities  of  the  hired  man.  The  mass 
of  hay,  and  whatever  wreckage  lay  atop  of  it, 
was  moving !  There  was  a  grinding,  jarring 
sound,  and.  when  I  put  my  hand  up  to  the  sill, 
at  once  my  benefactor  and  my  possible  destroyer, 
I  perceived  that  it  was  slowly  settling  upon  me. 
The  hay  that  it  had  been  withholding  was  slowly 
forcing  it  into  my  face.  It  came  with  a  little 
jerky  movement,  as  if  the  upper  end  had  been 
resting  upon  some  sloping  support  that  could  no 
longer  hold  it  secure. 

I  put  both  hands  against  the  rough  wood  and 
pushed  with  all  my  might ;  but  I  had  as  well 
pushed  against  the  wind.  It  came  slowly  but 
steadily ;  and  though  I  hoped  that  it  would  stop, 
I  knew  in  my  heart  that  it  would  not.  There  is 
something  terrible  in  the  "feel"'  of  an  object  mov- 
ing with  irresistible  power,  especially  when  that 
movement  means  destruction.  A  faintness  came 
into  my  limbs :  my  arms  had  no  strength ;  I  was 
helpless.  The  hay  that  had  been  held  back  was 
closing  in  upon  me.  I  could  hardly  breathe. 
Now  my  hands,  pressed  against  the  sill,  were  in 
turn  pressed  against  my  face ;  my  head  was  being 
crushed  into  the  hay.  I  cried  aloud  in  terror, 
half  suffocated  with  the  dust. 

At  that  moment,  when  I  thought  I  was  lost, 
the  hay  broke  from  beneath  me,  some  one  seized 
my  arms,  and  I  was  jerked  violently  to  the 
ground. 

Half  dazed  and  blinded  by  the  dust,  I  found 
mvself  lying  on  some  hay  in  the  basement.  The 
mail-carrier  and  Dan  were  bending  over  me, 
grinning.  The  mail-carrier's  face  was  smeared 
with  blood,  and  Dan  limped  with  every  step  he 
took.  I  could  see  above  me  the  hole  they  had 
cut  and  jerked  me  through;  the  sill  was  resting 
squarely  across  it.  The  lower  end  of  it  came  out 
through  the  hay  and  rested  upon  the  ground.  I 
saw  at  once  why  they  had  gone  to  the  cellar  to 
dig  me  out,  for,  besides  the  hay  that  had  been 
piled  above  me,  there  was  on  top  of  that  a  great 
heap  of  broken  timbers  and  almost  one  whole 
side  of  the  barn,  which  it  would  have  taken  hours 
to  remove. 


When  I  asked  Dan  how  he  had  known  where 
to  dig  for  me,  he  smiled  and  showed  me  that  he 
had  merely  made  a  hole  in  the  only  place  possi- 
ble. Broken  beams  and  other  wreckage  were  in 
the  way  everywhere  else.  It  seemed  providential 
that  I  happened  to  be  over  that  spot. 

When  I  had  recovered  somewhat  from  the  ex- 
citement and  strain  of  my  adventure,  and  had 
found  that  I  was  unhurt  save  for  a  few  bruises, 
we  began  to  look  about  us  to  see  what  damage 
had  been  done.  The  farm  had  suffered  fearfully. 
All  three  of  the  horses  in  the  barn  had  been 
killed,  as  the  mail-carrier  put  it,  "too  dead  to 
skin."  The  silo,  built  of  stout  oak  sticks  and 
lined  with  heavy  pine,  had  tumbled  over  and 
over,  and  lay  crushed  flat.  The  steel  windmill 
was  twisted  into  a  knot.  All  of  the  outbuildings 
were  blown  down,  and  one  little  cow-shed  had 
entirely  disappeared.  Only  the  house  remained, 
sheltered  as  it  was  by  the  cedar-trees,  and  one 
of  these  had  been  carried  clear  over  the  house. 

A  terrible  swath  had  been  cut  in  the  landscape, 
as  far  as  we  could  see  to  the  east  or  west.  .\11 
w-as  a  picture  of  devastation :  buildings  blown 
down,  fences  demolished,  live  stock  astray.  One 
fine  grove  of  oak  and  hickory  on  the  farm  just 
east  of  ours  was  literally  twisted  into  splinters. 
The  young  corn  was  cut  to  ribbons  by  the  hail, 
and  all  the  wheat  was  knocked  out  of  the  head. 

It  was  hard  not  to  imagine  that  all  this  was 
a  result  of  hours  of  driving  wind  and  hail ;  as  a 
matter  of  fact  the  worst  part  of  the  cyclone  had 
been  a  little  less  than  three  minutes  in  passing. 
In  that  brief  time  an  immense  amount  of  hail 
must  have  fallen,  for  the  bark  of  the  trees  was 
scarred  and  broken  by  it,  and  pieces  of  the  leaves 
were  plastered  to  the  trunks;  and  when,  a  half 
hour  after  I  escaped  from  the  barn,  I  went 
across  the  creek  to  drive  the  cattle  back.  I  found, 
in  a  bend  of  the  stream,  a  heap  of  hailstones 
two  feet  deep. 

When  my  father  and  mother  returned  from  the 
city  that  evening,  and  saw  the  ruin,  and  heard 
all  the  story,  my  father  only  put  his  hand  upon 
my  shoulder  and  looked  at  me  with  his  keen  eyes, 
and  said  simply,  "So  you  are  all  safe  and  sound, 
eh— not  a  scratch?"  And  my  mother  could  only 
supplement  his  question  with  a  close  and  tearful 
examination  of  my  person  for  any  possible  breaks 
or  bruises,  with  a  big  bottle  of  liniment  in  her 
hand.  As  for  their  misfortune  and  great  money 
loss,  when  they  had  satisfied  themselves  that  I 
was  unhurt,  they  said  not  one  word  of  that,  either 
then  or  in  after  years. 
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Chapter  V 

LIGHT  AND   HE.XT  FROM    SNOW 

Jack  stepped  off  the  train  at  El  Prado,  and  took 
a  casual  survey  of  his  surroundings.  It  was  here 
that  the  San  Joaquin  &  Eastern  left  the  main 
line  and  squirmed  up  into  the  very  heart  of  the 
Sierras. 

Suddenly  Jack  gave  a  gasp  and  darted  up  the 
platform. 

"Perry !"  he  shouted,  as  he  dashed  through  the 
crowd  of  men.    "Perry  !" 

"Well,  of  all  the  good  luck.  Jack  !"  cried  Perry, 
grasping  his  friend's  hand.  "Did  you  drop  from 
the  sky?" 

Jack  was  so  overwhelmed  that  he  could  hardly 
contain  himself.  "I  have  been  looking  for  you 
for  a  whole  year!"  he  explained. 

"Have  you.  Jack?  Well,  I  have  been  trying 
my  best  to  find  you,  but  all  the  letters  I  sent  to 
Thunder  Ri\  er  were  returned  to  me.    I  even  went 


there  myself  to  find  you,  but  Farmer  Billups  said 
you  had  run  away,  and  threatened  all  sorts  of 
things  if  he  ever  found  you  again.  What  did  you 
do  it  for,  anyway  ?" 

Then  Jack  recounted  the  history  of  his  travels. 

"And  now  I  am  on  my  way  to  Big  Creek  to 
get  a  job,"  he  concluded.  "Are  you  working  up 
there  ?" 

"No,  I  am  just  here  on  a  visit.  I  have  got  to 
get  back  to  Copper  Center,  Utah,  by  the  end  of 
the  week.  We  have  a  wonderful  piece  of  work 
there." 

"'We?'    Who  's  'we'?" 

"Mr.  Barto  and  I,  and  you,  too.  Jack;  you  will 
have  to  come  along  with  me." 

"I  'd  surely  like  to,"  declared  Jack,  "but  you 
see,  I  have  n't  been  able  to  lay  aside  much  capi- 
tal, and  I  've  got  to  earn  my  way.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  Jim  Doyle  loaned  me  the  money  to  get  to 
Big  Creek;  I  've  got  to  pay  it  back  just  as  soon 
as  possible,  and  see  if  I  can't  find  him  a  job,  too." 
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"You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  you  would  try  to 
get  a  job  for  that  fellow  !"  ejaculated  Perry. 

"You  don't  know  the  man,  Perry  !"  cried  Jack. 
"The  most  wonderful  change  has  come  over 
him." 

"It  must  be  wonderful,"  declared  Perry,  "to 
have  made  anything  of  him." 

"Yes  it  is,  for  he  keeps  sober  now.  He  had  an 
experience  down  in  Brazil  last  summer  that  made 
a  new  man  of  him."  Jack  went  on  to  tell  about 
the  affair  on  the  Rio  Pinto. 

"Well,  if  he  really  has  reformed,  he  'II  make  a 
wonderful  worker.  Mr.  Barto  has  often  told  me 
what  a  handy,  all-around  man  he  is.  But,  say," 
he  broke  off,  "that  must  be  our  train,"  pointing 
to  a  freight-train  with  a  couple  of  passenger-cars 
hitched  on  behind.  "I  think  we  had  better  jump 
on.  Mr.  Teal,  a  friend  of  Father's,  is  up  at  Big 
Creek,  and  is  going  to  show  me  around.  You 
come  along  with  me. 

"Oh,  bother  the  clothes  !"  interrupted  Perry,  as 
Jack  began  to  apologize  about  his  appearance. 
"It  is  n't  the  outside,  but  the 
inside  of  a  fellow  that  counts, 
and  I  am  sure  that  is  the  way 
Mr.  Teal  will  look  at  it,  or 
my  father  would  never  have 
had  anything  to  do  with  him. 
Now  rememl)er,  you  are  my 
chum,  and  you  are  going  a- 
long  to  Copper  Center  with 
me.  We  can  fix  it  up  with 
Jim  Doyle.  There  is  no  rea- 
son why  you  cannot  transfer 
your  indebtedness  to  me." 
And,  without  giving  Jack  a 
chance  to  remonstrate.  Perry 
changed  the  subject  abruptly, 
and  proceeded  to  talk  about 
the  gorgeous  scenery  that 
unfolded  before  them  as  the 
train  started  its  winding 
course  up  the  mountains. 

"It  's  a  wonderful  job, 
this  I  Mr.  Barto  was  up  here 
to  see  it  last  month,  and  he 

said  I  must  surely  see  it  myself.  Why,  do  you 
know,  this  railroad  was  built  just  to  reach  the 
spot.  It  is  fifty-six  miles  long,  and  how  much 
time  do  you  suppose  it  took  to  build  it?  " 

"About  a  year,"  ventured  Jack. 

"No;  only  one  hundred  and  fifty-seven  days!" 
declared  Perry,  triumphantly.  "That  's  less  than 
three  days  to  the  mile,  and  you  can  see  this  is  n't 
like  track-laying  in  the  prairies.  They  are  push- 
ing all  the  work  at  the  same  top  speed." 

"Why  are  they  hurrying  so  ?"  inquired  Jack. 


"Well,  I  guess  it  is  just  the  hustle  of  the  West. 
They  are  doing  big  things  in  a  big  way,  and  I 
suppose—" 

"The  real  reason,"  interrupted  a  voice  behind 
them,  "is  that  we  want  to  save  all  the  "white 
coal'  we  can." 

The  boys  faced  about,  to  see  a  man  leaning 
over  the  back  of  the  seat. 

"I  hope  you  don't  mind  my  entering  into  the 
conversation,"  he  went  on.  "If  I  am  not  much 
mistaken,  this  is  Perry  Carpenter,  is  n't  it?" 

"Why,  yes,"  stammered  Perry,  in  surprise. 

"I  have  n't  seen  you  since  you  were  a  small 
boy ;  but  you  have  n't  changed  so  very  much. 
Now,  I  am  Mr.  Teal,  your  father's  friend." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Teal,  I  'm  mighty  glad  to  see  you. 
This  is  my  old  chum  Jack.  I  've  just  run  across 
him  and  hauled  him  along  with  me." 

"That  's  right.  Perry,"  Mr.  Teal  assured  him 
very  heartily.  "There  's  plenty  of  room  for  one 
more  in  my  shack." 

"It  's  awfully  good  of  you,"  said  Jack.    "I  was 


THE   TRANSMISSION    LINES    THAT    CARkV  THE   CUKKENT    OVER    THE    MOUNTAINS. 


really  hunting  up  a  job,  but  Perry  insists  on  tak- 
ing me  with  him  to  Copper  Center." 

"What  was  that  you  were  saying  about  'white 
coal'  ?"  interrupted  Perry. 

"Oh,  you  know  what  we  mean  by  white  coal, 
don't  you  ?  It  's  water ;  that  's  what  we  call  it 
here.  In  the  East,  electricity  is  made  from  coal ; 
here  it  is  made  from  water." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"Why,  in  most  of  the  eastern  plants  the  elec- 
tric   generators    are    driven    by    steam-engines, 
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and  the  steam  is  made  by  burning  coal  in  the 
boilers,  so  it  is  really  the  heat  energy  in  the  coal 
that  makes  the  electric  energy  in  the  generator. 
Here  we  use  the  energy  of  falling  water  to  drive 
the  generators,  so  the  water  takes  the  place  of 
coal.    That  's  why  we  call  it  white  coal." 

"It  seems  funny  to  get  electric  light  and  heat 
from  water,  now.  does  n't  it?"  said  Perry. 

"Yes;  and  funnier  still  to  get  electric  power 
and  heat  from  snow." 

"Snow !    What  do  you  mean  by  that?" 

'"Yes,  snow.  Where  do  you  suppose  Big  Creek 
gets  its  water  from?  It  is  the  most  wonderful 
water-trap  that  Nature  ever  devised.  The  west 
winds,  heavily  laden  with  moisture  from  the  Pa- 
cific Ocean,  strike  the  lofty  Kaiser  Mountains, 
eleven  thousand  feet  high,  and  condense — just  as 
steam  does  on  a  cold  window.  The  water  drops 
as  rain  or  snow.  All  winter  long  the  snow  gath- 
ers on  the  mountains,  and  then,  when  the  warm 
spring  rains  come,  it  melts  and  swells  Big  Creek 
into  a  torrent.  It  is  that  big  spring  flood  that  we 
wanted  to  catch.  That  is  why  we  were  in  such 
a  hurry  to  finish  the  dams  before  spring.  There 
is  a  natural  basin  up  in  the  mountains,  and,  by 
building  three  dams,  we  made  a  reservoir  four 
and  a  half  miles  long.  Fortunately,  they  were 
finished  in  time,  and  the  thousands  of  tons  of 
white  coal  that  the  mountains  were  storing  all 
last  winter  have  been  trapped  in  our  reservoir. 
If  we  had  n"t  completed  it  in  time,  we  should  have 
been  obliged  to  wait  twelve  months  longer  before 
starting  up  our  electric  plants.  We  expect  to  be 
delivering  electricity  in  Los  Angeles  before  the 
end  of  the  year." 

"Mighty  quick  work!"  commented  Perry. 

"You  will  realize  that  better,"  declared  Mr. 
Teal,  "when  you  see  what  we  have  done.  Why, 
do  you  know,  at  first  it  was  planned  to  haul  the 
materials  and  supplies  from  El  Prado  by  team. 
Then  I  figured  out  what  that  would  mean,  and  — 
would  you  believe  it?— if  we  had  a  steady  stream 
of  ten-horse  teams  leaving  El  Prado  every  five 
minutes,  it  would  take  seven  years  to  haul  the 
stuff  up  to  our  plant.  Naturally,  we  just  had  to 
build  a  railroad." 

It  was  plain  to  see  that  Mr.  Teal  was  proud  of 
Big  Creek,  and  he  told  the  boys  so  many  won- 
derful things  about  it  that  Jack,  at  least,  expected 
he  would  see  nothing  less  than  a  mighty  Niagara 
pouring  down  the  mountain  side. 

"See,  we  are  just  rounding  the  bend  into  Big 
Creek  Canon!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Teal.  "There  is 
Big  Creek  now !" 

"Where?"  cried  both  of  the  boys. 

"Why,  down  there,"  said  Mr.  Teal. 

"I  don't  see  anything,"  protested  Jack. 


"Why,  that  stream  down  at  the  bottom  of  the 
canon.  " 

"What,  that  little  brook!"  sniffed  Jack.  "It 
does  n't  hold  a  candle  to  Thunder  River." 

"You  must  n't  judge  the  power  of  a  stream  by 
its  width  or  its  depth  either,  but  by  its  drop. 
Now  there  's  the  Mississippi,  biggest  river  in  this 
country,  one  of  the  biggest  in  the  world;  but 
what  good  is  it  for  power?  They  have  built  a 
dam  across  it  at  Keokuk,  — mighty  big  dam,  too, 
nearly  a  mile  long.  — but  then  the  river  drops  only 
forty  feet  in  twenty  miles,  so  they  can't  get  very 
much  of  a  fall.  They  have  to  use  enormous 
streams  of  water  in  mighty  turbines  fifteen  feet 
in  diameter,  but  all  the  power  they  are  getting 
out  of  the  plant  is  about  one  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  horse-power.  Here  we  have  a  little 
stream  with  a  drop  of  four  thousand  feet  in  six 
miles,  and  we  are  going  to  get  eighty  thousand 
horse-power  out  of  it,  with  as  much  again  when 
it  is  fully  developed.  You  see,  there  is  a  big  dif- 
ference between  a  head  of  forty  feet  and  one  of 
four  thousand.  Why,  the  drop  is  so  great  it 
would  be  risky  to  use  it  all  at  once,  even  if  we 
could  conveniently  do  so.  For  that  reason  we  are 
using  it  in  two  stages  of  two  thousand  feet  each. 
The  water  comes  out  of  the  reservoir  and  drops 
two  thousand  feet  to  the  first  plant,  then  it  drops 
two  thousand  feet  to  the  next.  And,  do  you 
know  what  two  thousand  feet  means?  If  you 
took  the  three  tallest  buildings  in  the  world  — the 
Woolworth  Building,  the  Metropolitan  Tower, 
and  the  Singer  Tower— and  piled  them  one  on 
top  of  the  other,  they  would  n't  much  more  than 
reach  from  our  first  power-station  to  the  level  of 
the  w^ater  in  the  reservoir." 

"Jack  has  n't  been  to  New  York,  Mr.  Teal,"  in- 
terposed Perry.  "He  does  n't  know  anything 
about  real  sky-scrapers." 

"Is  that  so?  Well  then,  I  suppose  he  is  more 
astonished  to  learn  that  there  circ  three  buildings 
that  would  pile  up  over  two  thousand  feet  in  the 
air.  " 

"They  must  be  pretty  big."  said  Jack.  "P.ut 
you  are  telling  me  so  many  wonderful  things  that 
it  will  be  hard  to  astonish  me  at  all." 

"Nevertheless,  you  will  find  two  thousand  feet 
is  a  big  drop.  I  don't  believe  you  have  any  idea 
what  it  means  to  drop  water  as  far  as  that.  There 
will  be  four  streams,  each  spouting  a  jet  six 
inches  in  diameter.  That  is  not  much  when  com- 
pared to  the  big  flow  through  the  Mississippi  tur- 
bines, but  those  six-inch  streams  will  be  running 
at  the  rate  of  three  hundred  feet  per  second  !" 

"Is  that  so?"  said  Jack,  in  such  a  matter-of- 
fact  tone  that  Mr.  Teal  was  visibly  disappointed. 

"Pshaw  !  you  don't  know  what  that  means,  do 
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you  ?  Well,  a  train  that  makes  sixty  miles  an 
hour  is  traveling  eighty-eight  feet  per  second. 
These  streams  would  he  going — let  me  see — about 
four  times  as  fast,  would  n't  they?  Say,  two  hun- 
dred and  forty  miles  per  hour.  You  never  saw 
anything  travel  as  fast  as  that." 

Jack    was    really    impressed    this    time,    and 


You  see,  these  jets  make  up  in  speed  for  what 
they  lack  in  volume.  The  Keokuk  turbines  make 
only  fifty-seven  turns  per  minute,  while  these  fel- 
lows, nine  feet  in  diameter,  make  three  hundred 
and  seventy-five. 

"Here  we  are  at  liig  Creek !"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Teal.  "We   11  keep  on  to  camp  number  two.  That 
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THE    HEAD    OF    \V.\TER   AT   THE    FIRST    POWER-PLANT    EQUALS    THE    COMBINED    HEIGHT    OF    THE 
WOOLWOKTH,    SINGER,    AND    METROPOLITAN    TOWERS. 


showed   it.     "I   should   think   it   would   tear   any 
wheel  to  pieces!"  he  remarked. 

"So  it  would — any  common  paddle-wheel,  but 
these  are  impulse-wheels,  and  they  have  buckets 
so  formed  that  the  part  the  water  first  strikes  is 
almost  parallel  to  the  jet;  it  is  like  this  (see  Fig. 
2).  The  jet  strikes  the  outer  edge  first,  and  splits 
in  two  because  the  buckets  are  double ;  then  the 
bucket  curves  so  smoothly  that  the  water  turns 
right  back  on  itself  and  drops,  almost  without  any 
velocity  left,  after  giving  up  most  of  its  velocity 
to  the  wheel.  Yes;  a  water-jet  running  at  two 
hundred  and  forty  miles  per  hour  is  a  rather  pow- 
erful stream.  The  wheel-pits  are  lined  with  steel 
to  keep  the  water  from  tearing  them  out.  There 
are  two  impulse-wheels  to  each  generator,  one  on 
each  side,  and  these  two  wheels,  driven  by  two 
six-inch  jets,  i)roduce  as  much  power  as  one  of 
those  great  big  fifteen-foot  turbines  at  Keokuk. 


is  as  far  as  the  passengers  can  go.  From  there 
the  track  turns  up  the  mountain-side.  It  rises 
about  two  thousand  feet  in  a  little  over  a  mile  of 
length.     This  is  camp  number  five." 

"Have  you  as  many  camps  as  that?"  questioned 
Perry. 

"Why,  yes;  we  have  seven  camps  here  without 
counting  the  camps  along  the  transmission  line 
that  runs  to  Los  Angeles.  You  don't  realize  how 
big  this  job  is.  It  's  eight  miles  long,  and  we  are 
working  hard  all  along  the  line.  The  long  tun- 
nel, for  instance,  is  being  attacked  from  ten  dif- 
ferent points." 

"Tunnel?     What  do  you  need  of  a  tunnel?" 

"Why,  we  have  two  tunnels,  one  over  four 
miles  long.  The  water  will  flow  from  the  reser- 
voir through  a  tunnel  three  quarters  of  a  mile 
long  and  twelve  feet  in  diameter.  Then  it  drops 
down  about  two  thousand   feet   to  power-house 


524 


ON  THE  BATTLE-FRONT  OF  ENGINEERING 


[Apr., 


number  one  in  a  pair  of  steel  pipe-lines,  which 
branch  into  four  pipes  just  before  they  enter  the 
power-plant,  so  as  to  serve  four  impulse-wheels. 
From  the  power-house  the  water  will  be  dis- 
charged into  the  creek.  There  is  a  dam  across 
the  creek  here  that  will  back  up  the  water  into  a 


or  "powder,"  as  the  men  called  it.  Then  they 
took  their  stand  behind  a  wooden  shelter  'with 
the  firing-boss  while  the  charge  was  set  off.  It 
was  all  very  exciting,  and  almost  like  real  war 
when  the  blast  went  off  with  a  frightful  bang 
and  a  powerful  gust  of  wind,  while  a  shower  of 


FIG.    I.      SECTIONAL    VIEW    OI"    I'UUEK-l'LAN V    NO.  I,  SHOWING    A    WATER-JET    STRIKING    AN    I.MPL'LSE-WHEEL. 


second  tunnel  four  miles  long,  at  the  end  of  which 
there  is  another  pipe-line  that  runs  steeply  down 
the  side  of  the  mountain  to  power-house  number 
two,  nearly  two  thousand  feet  below." 

It  was  growing  late  when  the  boys  reached  the 
end  of  their  journey.  By  the  time  they  had  fin- 
ished their  supper,  it  was  nearly  dark,  but  work 
at  Big  Creek  did  not  slacken.  It  was  pressed  day 
and  night  in  order  to  make  use  of  the  valuable 
store  of  water  that  had  been  gathered  in  the 
reservoir  far  above  them. 

Jack  and  Perry  caught  their  first  view  of  the 
work  by  the  glare  of  arc-lamps,  which  added  a 
glamour  to  the  situation  and  gave  it  a  romantic 
appeal,     ^h.  Teal  took  the  boys  down  into  the 


FIG.    2.      MOW    THE    WATER-JET   STRIKES   THE   TWIN 
BUCKETS  OF  THE   LMPULSE-WHEEL. 

long  tunnel  running  from  power-plant  No.  i. 
Neither  of  them  had  ever  seen  any  tuimeling 
operations  before,  and  despite  the  deafening  roar 
of  the  drills  as  they  pecked  away  at  the  tough 
granite,  they  found  the  work  most  fascinating, 
and  insisted  on  staying  until  the  holes  had  lieen 
bored,  so  as  to  watch  the  loading  of  the  dynamite 


small  stones  was  hurled  down  the  tunnel,  glanc- 
ing perilously  near  them.  Then  the  choking 
fumes  drove  them  out  and  sent  them  to  bed  with 
headaches. 

Two  days  the  boys  spent  at  Big  Creek,  going 
over  the  whole  work,  from  the  reservoir  filled 
with  white  coal  to  the  lower  power-house,  where 
the  generators  and  impulse-wheels  were  being 
installed.  A\'hat  interested  Jack  most  was  the 
transmission  line  that  was  stretching  out  toward 
Los  Angeles,  two  hundred  and  forty-one  miles 
distant,  and  was  well  on  its  way  there. 

"Those  lines  will  carry  about  one  hundred  and 
sixty  thousand  horse-power,"  Mr.  Teal  explained, 
"and  the  current  will  be  sent  over  the  wires  with 
an  electrical  pressure  of  one  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  volts." 

"Why  do  you  need  such  a  high  voltage?"  asked 
Perry. 

"Because  the  higher  the  voltage,  the  smaller 
the  wire  you  need  to  use,  and  the  cost  of  the  w^ire 
amounts  to  something.  I  tell  you.  The  lighter  the 
wires,  the  farther  apart  the  towers  may  be  put, 
which  is  another  important  item :  so  in  place  of 
copper,  the  usual  metal,  we  are  using  aluminum 
cable  with  a  steel  core  to  give  it  strength.  There 
will  be  five  million  pounds  of  aluminum  cable  in 
the  transmission  line,  and  over  three  thousand 
steel  towers.  The  wire  is  nine  tenths  of  an  inch 
in  diameter.  If  we  had  used  copper,  it  need  not 
have  been  of  so  large  a  diameter,  but  it  would 
have  weighed  more,  and  cost  much  more." 

"What  are  those  strings  of  knobs  that  the  ca- 
bles are  fastened  to?"  Perry  inquired. 
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"Why.  those  are  the  suspended-disk  insulators. 
You  know  the  old  telegraph-poles  have  a  little 
glass  knob  on  a  peg  to  insulate  the  wire  from  the 
pole.  When  wires  were  required  to  carry  a 
higher  voltage,  the  electricity  had  a  way  of  creep- 
ing over  the  surface  of  the  insulator,  in  rainy 
weather,  and  leaking  through  to  the  pole.  Then 
insulators  were  made  with  a  set  of  'petticoats.' 
The  electricity  could  leak  along  the  moist,  dust- 
covered  surface  of  the  petticoat,  but  it  could  not 
so  readily  make  its  way  along  the  clean,  dust-free 
under-surface  leading  from  the  bottom  of  one 
petticoat  to  the  top  of  the  next.  As  the  voltage 
grew  higher,  the  insulators  became  larger  and 
larger  and  had  to  have  more  and  more  petticoats, 
until  finally  they  became  too  cumbersome  to  be 
supported  on  pegs.  So  the  next  development  was 
to  turn  the  insulator  upside  down  and  hang  it 
from  the  cross-arm.  That  led  to  the  type  of  in- 
sulator we  are  using,  which,  as  you  see,  is  made 
up  of  nine  large  disks  of  insulating  material 
linked  together.  .A  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
volts  is  an  enormous  electrical  pressure,  and  will 
make  its  way  over  a  large  insulating  surface. 
That  is  why  we  have  to  have  so  many  disks  to 
keep  it  from  leaking  and  making  its  way  through 
to  the  towers." 

"I  don't  see,"  said  Jack,  "how  you  can  handle 
electricity  of  such  high  voltage  in  the  power- 
plant  if  you  have  to  have  such  careful  insulation 
along  the  transmission  lines." 

"You  don't  suppose  for  a  minute,"  laughed  Mr. 
Teal,  "that  the  generators  are  going  to  turn  out 
current  at  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  volts! 
Of  course  we  could  not  handle  any  such  pressure 
in  the  plant,  but  the  current  that  comes  from  the 
generators  is  under  a  pressure  of  only  sixty-six 
hundred  volts;  then  we  put  it  through  transform- 
ers that  raise  the  pressure  to  one  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  volts,  merely  to  carry  it  over  the 
long  line  to  the  substation  at  Los  Angeles.  There 
other  transformers  step  down  the  pressure  to 
seventy-two  thousand  and  eighteen  thousand 
volts  before  the  current  enters  the  plant  and  is 
distributed  about  the  neighboring  regions  for 
light  and  power  purposes." 

"Two  hundred  and  forty  miles  is  a  long  way," 
mused  Jack,  as  he  gazed  at  the  transmission  line 
reaching  out  into  the  distance.  "I  guess  I  know 
more  about  distances  than  you  do,  Perry.  I  've 
done  a  pile  of  walking  in  the  past  year." 

"Yes,"  agreed  Mr.  Teal,  "it  is  the  longest  ex- 
press line  on  record.  It  is  wonderful,  when  you 
stop  and  think  about  it.  Here  we  take  the  power 
of  a  lonely  mountain-stream  and  turn  it  into  a 
mysterious,  invisible,  noiseless  energy,  and  send  it 
over  cold,  silent,  motionless  wires;  over  moun- 


tains, across  valleys,  through  forests  and  desert 
wastes  to  a  distant  city,  there  to  turn  night  into 
day,  to  drive  trolley-cars  and  powerful  machin- 
ery, to  cook  food,  and  to  provide  a  thousand  and 
one  comforts  in  the  home." 

ClI.^PTER    \  I 
FEEDING  A  RIVER   WITH    PUMPS 

"Was  n't  it  wonderful?"  remarked  Jack,  when 
the  boys  were  on  their  way  out  of  Big  Creek 
Canon. 

"Yes,"  admitted  Perry.  "I  'm  afraid  you  won't 
be  much  impressed  by  the  job  we  are  on,  and  yet 
it  is  one  of  the  queerest  engineering  stunts  you 
ever  heard  of.  " 

"Say,  you  have  n't  told  me  anything  about  that ! 
I  've  been  seeing  so  much  here  that  I  forgot  there 
was  anything  else  worth  talking  about.  What  's 
queer  about  your  job?" 

"Well,  it  's  like  this,"  explained  Perry.  "We 
are  building  a  pumping-plant  to  pump  water  out 
of  a  lake.  That  water  goes  through  a  power- 
plant  that  makes  electricity,  and  the  electricity 
drives  our  pumps." 

"Hold  on,  now!"  cried  Jack.  "That  sounds 
like  perpetual  motion." 

Perry  grinned.  "Yes,  that  is  what  they  all  say 
when  they  first  hear  about  it.  I  thought  it  was 
perpetual  motion,  myself." 

"But,"  said  Jack,  somewhat  perplexed,  "you 
said  that  you  pumped  the  water  to  make  the  elec- 
tricity to  drive  the  pumps  that  pumped  the  water, 
did  n't  you  ?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  that  is  like  running  around  in  a  circle. 
You  don't  get  anywhere.  I  don't  see  how  you 
start  in.  You  have  to  have  the  electricity  before 
you  can  work  the  pumps;  and  you  have  to  have 
the  water  before  you  can  get  the  electricity;  and 
you  have  to  work  the  pumps  before  you  can  get 
the  water.  If  that  is  what  you  are  trying  to  do, 
it  can't  be  done;  and  even  if  it  could  be  done, 
what  's  the  use  of  it  all?" 

Perry  burst  out  laughing.  "Jack."  he  said, 
"that  is  almost  exactly  what  I  said  to  Mr.  Barto." 

"But  is  n't  it  true?'' 

"No;  the  thing  will  work,  and  it  will  make  a 
whole  lot  of  useful  power.  It  's  like  this:  Cop- 
per River,  when  it  is  high,  overflows  into  a  big 
lake.  Oh,  it  is  very  much  bigger  than  the  reser- 
voir at  Big  Creek.  Why,  it  's  twenty-five  miles 
long  and  fully  eight  miles  wide.  So,  you  see,  it 
will  store  an  immense  amount  of  water.  Now 
when  a  dry  spell  comes  on,  they  are  going  to 
swell  the  river  by  pumping  the  water  out  of  this 
lake   hack   into   the  stream,   and  to  do  this  they 
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may  have  to  raise  the  water  as  much  as  twenty 
feet.  But  about  fifty  miles  away,  at  the  Torrent 
power-plant,  it  drops  over  five  hundred  feet,  so 
that  it  makes  a  great  deal  more  power  there  than 
is  needed  to  drive  our  pumps.  After  that,  the 
water  goes  through  two  more  power-plants,  drop- 
ping, altogether,  five  or  six  hundred  feet  more 
before  it  reaches  Great  Salt  Lake.  So  you  see. 
by  raising  the  water  only  twenty  feet  we  get  a 
drop  of  over  a  thousand.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
twenty  feet  is  the  most  we  '11  have  to  raise  the 
water.  That  will  be  near  the  end  of  the  season, 
when  the  water  in  the  lake  will  be  very  low.  Ten 
feet  will  be  nearer  the  average  lift.  But  the  drop 
at  the  three  power-stations  will  be  seven  hundred 
and  fifty  feet  altogether,  so  the  water  will  do 
seventy-five  times  as  much  work  for  us  as  we  do 
in  lifting  it  into  the  river.  Mr.Bartosays  that, even 
allowing  for  loss  of  power  in  the  machinery,  the 
water  should  give  back  forty  horse-power  in  our 
transmission  lines  for  each  horse-power  we  take 
out  of  them  to  drive  the  pumps." 

"But.  I  don't  see,"  persisted  Jack,  "why  you 
have  to  pump  the  water  out.  Why  don't  you  dig 
a  canal  to  some  point  farther  down  the  river,  so 
that  the  water  can  run  out  without  pumping  it  ?" 

"You  just  wait  and  you  will  see  why,"  an- 
swered Perry.  And  when  the  boys  finally  reached 
Copper  Center,  a  couple  of  days  later,  and  Jack 
sized  up  the  situation  with  his  own  eyes,  the  rea- 
son was  very  clear.  Right  there  Copper  River 
was  a  slug.g'ish  stream  and  ran  through  a  broad, 
flat  plain  for  miles  and  miles  without  much,  if 
any,  drop.  Copper  Lake  was  about  on  a  level 
with  the  river;  in  fact,  the  lower  end  of  the  lake 
was  a  great  swamp  six  miles  long  and  fully  as 
many  miles  wide.  A  sand-bar  separated  the 
swamp  from  the  main  lake,  and  on  this  sand-bar 
the  pumping-plant  was  to  be  built.  A  canal  was 
being  dredged  through  the  swamp  to  the  river, 
and  a  system  of  dykes  was  being  built  to  divert 
the  floods  from  the  river  past  the  sand-bar  and 
into  the  main  lake.  The  pumps  could  draw  wa- 
ter out  of  the  main  lake  until  it  was  lowered 
twenty  feet  or  more  below  the  level  of  the  swamp 
outside.  To  do  this  without  pumps,  it  would  have 
been  necessary  to  dig  a  deep  canal  through  the 
mud  and  swamp-land  and  carry  it  through  the 
flat  plain  for  a  distance  of  thirty  or  forty  miles 
before  the  river  dropped  low  enough  to  receive  it. 

Mr.  Barto  himself  came  to  the  station  in  his 
automobile  to  meet  the  boys.  He  was  as  pleased 
as  Perry  had  been  to  see  Jack  again,  and  he  took 
pains  to  explain  everything  to  him. 

"I  suppose  those  pumps  will  have  to  be  pretty 
large,  won't  they?"  asked  Jack. 

"Well,   I   should   say  so!"   replied   Mr.    Barto. 


"They  will  be  the  biggest  centrifugal  pumps  in 
the  world.  There  will  be  five  of  them,  and  they 
will  pump  a  river  of  water.  Each  one  of  them 
will  lift  three  hundred  cubic  feet  per  second,  that 
is,  fifteen  hundred  cubic  feet  altogether." 

"Let  me  see,"  said  Perry;  "they  said  that  Big 
Creek  ran  about  300  cubic  feet  per  second  on  the 
average.'' 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Barto.  "that  means  these 
pumps  will  deliver  five  times  as  much  as  Big 
Creek.  You  can  see  that  they  will  be  a  material 
help  to  Copper  River  during  dry  seasons." 

Mr.  Barto's  task  at  Copper  Lake  was  to  lay 
the  foundation  for  the  big  pumps.  He  was  build- 
ing an  enormous  caisson.  To  be  exact,  it  was  one 
hundred  and  forty  and  a  half  feet  long,  by  sixty- 
two  feet  wide,  and  it  was  a  mass  of  timbers.  As 
Jack  remarked  when  he  arrived,  it  looked  more 
like  a  lumber-camp  than  a  piece  of  foundation 
work.  Fifty  car-loads  of  timber  were  being  put 
into  the  caisson,  and  it  was  all  divided  up  into 
sections  by  the  cross-bracing.  Some  of  the  sec- 
tions were  floored  and  walled  off  with  planking 
to  form  big  hoppers,  which  were  filled  with  sand. 
There  were  four  hundred  tons  of  sand  in  these 
hoppers  just  to  weight  the  caisson  and  force  it 
down  into  the  ground. 

"Are  you  going  to  have  one  big  working  cham- 
ber under  the  whole  caisson  ?"  asked  Jack. 

"N^o:  we  won't  have  any  working  chambers. 
This  caisson  is  going  to  be  sunk  without  using 
compressed  air,"  announced  Mr.  Barto. 

"But  how  are  you  going  to  keep  the  water 
out?" 

"We  are  not  going  to,"  replied  Mr.  Barto.  "We 
don't  care  if  it  does  flow  in.  In  fact,  we  want 
the  water  in,  and  may  actually  have  to  pump  it 
in." 

"But,  how  can  the  men  dig  out  the  sand  if  the 
caisson  is  full  of  water?"  questioned  Jack. 

"We  are  not  going  to  use  men,  but  machines. 
We  are  going  to  dredge  out  the  sand  with  clam- 
shell buckets.  It  's  going  to  be  a  hard  job  put- 
ting that  caisson  down  evenly.  If  one  end  gets 
ahead  of  the  other,  it  is  going  to  put  an  awful 
strain  on  the  caisson,  and  it  may  be  hard  to 
straighten  the  big  box  up  again  :  and  so  we  '11  have 
to  watch  it  carefully  and  keep  it  straight  by 
dredging  a  little  more  out  of  this  pocket,  and 
then  that,  so  as  to  keep  the  caisson  from  sluing 
otf  sideways." 

"What  did  you  mean  by  saying  that  we  might 
have  to  pump  water  into  the  caisson  ?"  asked 
Perry. 

"Well  now.  that  is  ])retty  much  of  a  trade  se- 
cret," answered  Mr.  Barto,  "but  it  is  one  you 
ought  to  know.     The  soil  we  are  going  through 
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is  very  fine,  and  water  does  not  flow  through  it 
as  easily  as  it  would  through  gravel  or  coarse  sand 
for  instance.  Now,  when  we  dredge  out  the  mud 
from  inside  the  caisson,  a  great  deal  of  water  will 
be  taken  out  by  the  buckets  with  the  tiiud,and,if  the 
surrounding  water  does  not  flow  in  fast  enough, 
there  may  be  quite  a  difference  of  level  between 
the  water  inside  the  caisson  and  the  lake  outside. 
That  will  put  a  heavy  pressure  on  the  caisson. 
The  mud  and  fine  sand  may  be  pressed  so  tightly 
against  the  caisson  walls  that  the  caisson  will 
stick  and  will  not  go  down.  Then  the  only  thing 
to  do  is  to  pump  water  into  it  so  as  to  relieve  the 
pressure.  We  may  even  have  to  raise  the  water 
inside  the  caisson  to  a  higher  level  than  the  lake, 
so  that  it  will  flow  out  under  the  cutting  edges  of 
the  caisson  and  work  up  outside,  freeing  it  from 
the  mud  that  is  holding  it.  Then  there  is  an- 
other difficulty :  the  material  is  so  fine  that  it  is 
easily  carried  by  flowing  water.  If  the  level  in- 
side is  low,  there  may  be  an  inward  flow  under 
the  cutting  edges  that  will  bring  in  a  lot  of  fine 
sand  or  mud.  If  this  is  n't  watched  carefully, 
a  big  cavity  may  be  washed  out  under  a  corner 
of  the  caisson,  and  then  suddenly  the  caisson 
might  tip  into  it,  and  we  'd  have  a  tremendous 
job  trying  to  straighten  it  again.  You  see,  we 
can  do  a  lot  of  juggling  by  raising  or  lowering 
the  water-level  in  the  caisson ;  at  the  same  time 
we  must  keep  on  the  watch  to  prevent  the  cais- 
son from  playing  tricks  on  us." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  when   you  strike 
rock?"  asked  Jack. 

{To  he  con, 


"Strike  rock?  Why,  there  is  n't  a  rock  within 
two  hundred  feet  of  where  we  want  to  go." 

"But  are  n't  you  going  to  build  the  foundations 
on  rock  ?" 

"Oh,  no;  these  are  to  be  pile  foundations,"  re- 
I)Iied  Mr.  Barto.  "After  we  get  the  caisson  down 
forty  or  forty-five  feet,  where  we  want  it,  we  'II 
drive  piles  into  the  ground  through  the  pockets. 
Fortunately,  piles  are  to  be  had  very  cheap  in 
this  country.  We  are  going  to  use  seventy-foot 
piles,  and  drive  them  about  forty-five  feet  into 
the  ground.  We  '11  let  them  stick  up  out  of  water 
so  that  we  can  see  just  where  they  are  when  we 
lay  our  concrete  around  them.  When  the  piles 
have  been  driven,  we  expect  to  cover  the  bottom 
with  a  layer  of  concrete  about  eight  feet  thick. 
Then  we  'II  pump  out  the  caisson  and  plug  up  all 
the  leaks.  After  that  we  shall  proceed  to  build 
the  walls  of  the  pumping-plant  inside  the  caisson 
and  make  the  big  pits  for  the  pumps.  It  is  a  novel 
piece  of  work  and  the  biggest  caisson  ever  built. 
It  does  n't  look  like  so  much  out  here  in  the  open, 
but  if  we  had  it  in  New  York  City,  for  instance, 
it  would  he  big  enough  to  choke  lower  Broadway 
and  would  be  more  than  half  a  city  block  in 
length,  while  the  top  of  it  would  reach  above  the 
third-story  windows.  But  I  forgot ;  you  have  n't 
seen  New  York,  have  you?  Well,  you  will  be- 
fore long.  As  soon  as  they  get  this  caisson  all 
the  way  down,  I  have  got  to  get  back  home  and 
you  are  coming  with  me.  I  '11  show  you  the  most 
wonderful  engineering  city  in  the  world." 

"What,  me?"  cried  Jack,  in  astonishment. 

tinned. ) 


WHENCE  COMES  THE  SPRING? 

BY  JOHN  KENDRICK  BANGS 


"Whence  comes  the  spring?"    The  Birds  looked 
wise. 

"We  hrought  it  up  from  southern  skies 
Upon  our  April  northern  flight," 
Sang  they,  "to  end  the  winter's  night." 

"Not  so !"  averred  the  Ahnanac. 

"From  wintry  scenes  I  brought  it  back 
To  tell  those  very  Birds  't  was  time 
For  them  to  seek  this  northern  clime." 

"Absurd,"  the  Gardens  sniffed.    "  'T  is  we 
Who  bring  these  days  so  full  of  glee 
To  fill  our  nooks  and  leafy  bowers 
With  blushing  l)uds  and  fragrant  flowers." 

"What   foolish  nonsense  !"  laughed  the  Rain. 
"  'T  is  I  who  brings  the  spring  again 


To  fill  the  waking  heart  of  earth 
With  laughter  gay  and  songs  of  mirth." 

"Tut!"  quoth  the  Trees.    "  'T  is  plainly  seen 
'T  is  we  who  make  the  glad  earth  green  — " 
"Not  you  alone  !"  the  Grass  declared. 
"That  credit  must  with  us  be  shared." 

"Claim  all  you  will !"  the  Breezes  cried. 

"But  we  brought  spring  on  pinions  wide; 
An  Easter  gift  from  realms  above 
To  fill  the  heart  and  soul  with  love  !" 


'T  was  then  the  .SUX  the  clouds  came  through, 
And  smiled,  because,  you  see,  HE  knew 
Who  brings  the  springtide  every  year 
With  all  its  wealth  of  gladsome  cheer ! 


AN  APRIL  SHOWER 


'SOKKY,  SIK,  BLT  THIS  HOTEL  IS  I'UI.I.;  NOTHING  LEFT  BUT  THE  ROOF.   YOU  SHOULD  HAVE 
ENGAGED  ACCOMMODATIONS  IN  ADVANCE." 
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qJAc   Lad  an  J  Luck's  liouse 

IScinpfxcJiJifi  ofi/^e 

Wonder-Box  Stories 

iy  Will  Bradley 


Here  to-day,  and  there  to-morrow.  That  is  the 
way  it  is  with  some  folks,  for  no  sooner  do  they 
rap,  tap,  tap  at  the  front  gate  of  one  town,  than 
they  must  be  tucking  their  toes  in  the  dust  on 
the  road  to  the  next. 

Yes,  that  is  the  way  it  is  with  some  folks :  and 
some  there  are  who  must  always  be  crimping  and 
primping  and  fol-de-roling.  Off  they  go.  dancing 
and  prancing,  at  this  ball  to-night  and  that  ball 
to-morrow  night,  and  then  all  day  loiig  they  are 
sleepy  and  cross.  But  none  of  that  for  me.  When 
night  comes  I  like  to  toast  my  shins  in  a  cozy 
corner  by  the  fire,  with  the  good  wife  a-knitting 
and  the  ^-ellow  yarn  dancing  over  the  amber 
needles.  That  's  the  time  the  fairies  come,  t 
love  to  watch  them  skipping  and  romping  in  the 
blaze — blue  ones,  red  ones,  green  ones,  and  some- 
times, on  the  rarest  occasions,  there  comes  a  little 
one  of  pure  gold. 

And  in  summer— my!  but  that  is  when  the 
fairies  have  the  good  times  !  Out  in  the  garden, 
in  the  honeysuckles  and  the  corn-flowers,  the 
delphiniums  and  the  periwinkles,  and  most  espe- 


cially in  the  roses,  how  the  fairies  do  skip  and 
jump  and  play  tag!  And  oh,  they  tell  such  won- 
derful stories  and  sing  such  wonderful  songs  I 
Sometimes  the  wrens  and  thrushes  accompany 
them,  and  then  there  is  the  finest  concert  a  body 
ever  heard  ! 

It  takes  sharp  eyes  to  see  a  fairy;  and  when 
you  do  see  one,  you  must  never  jump  or  make  a 
loud  noise  or  frown.  That  will  scare  the  fairy 
away.  Most  of  all,  though,  fairies  love  children, 
and  I  think  it  is  only  when  old  people  keep  a 
little  bit  of  childhood  in  their  hearts  that  fairies 
come  to  them.  That  is  why  I  am  going  to  try 
and  never  grow  old ;  not  old  in  my  heart,  any- 
way, because,  you  see,  I  want  the  fairies  always 
to  come  to  me,  especially  winter  nights  before 
the  fire.  I  always  have  a  flower  or  two  standing 
around  on  the  mantel  or  table  to  tempt  them, 
because  in  all  the  world  nothing  makes  a  fair}- 
as  happy  as  do  flowers. 

Well,  one  winter  afternoon,  when  all  the  fam- 
ily were  off  gadding,  nothing  would  do  but  I 
must  put  on  my  big  coat  and  heavy  boots  and 
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tramp  through  the  snow  to  Neighbor  Fairborn's. 
I  grumbled  and  fussed  as  usual,  for  it  is  never 
easy  to  get  me  started,  and  in  the  end,  of  course, 
I  was  sorry ;  for  when  we  came  to  Neighbor 
Fairborn's,  there  was  a  fine  fire  burning  on  the 
hearth,  and  some  tea  brewing,  and  a  big  com- 
fortable chair  with  pillows.  There,  too,  were 
Billy  and  Bobbs  looking  at  wonderful  pictures  of 
ships,  and  trains  of  cars,  and  oceans,  and  bridges. 
So  I  said,  "Oho  !     This  is  just  the  place  for 


THE    UGLIEST   OG  K  K    I X    AI.I.    THF. 
QU.\1(TI;HS    OK    TMIi    WOkl.D." 


me !''  for  I  knew  what  was  going  to  happen.  No 
one  else  knew  what  was  going  to  happen,  and 
they  kept  up  their  jabber,  jabber  about  all  sorts 
of  uninteresting  things.  But  as  for  me,  I  just 
found  a  comfortable  place  among  the  cushions 
and  pillows  and  kept  very  quiet.  Pretty  soon  a 
big  green  flame  went  twisting  u])  the  chimney ; 
then  there  was  a  big  red  one,  and  a  blue  one.  and 
a  purple  one,  and  then  one  of  golden  yellow.  But 
the  yellow  one  was  not  a  common,  every-day 
flame.  No,  sir,  the  yellow  flame  was  really  a 
beautiful  Fairy,  all  in  a  robe  of  golden  gossamer 
and  rich  jewels.  I  wondered  if  Billy  and  Bobbs 
saw  her.  But  just  then  some  one  said,  "Hush ! 
don"t  make  a  noise."    That  alwavs  distracts  chil- 


dren, so  they  missed  her.  I  was  .sorry,  too,  for 
the  Fairy  was  looking  right  at  them,  and  with  such 
a  serious  expression  that  I  knew  there  were  im- 
portant matters  on  her  mind. 

Well,  it  was  n't  lon.g  before  the  I'airy  was 
perched  upon  my  shoulder  and  whispering  in  my 
ear;  and  as  I  listened,  I  was  filled  with  such  won- 
der that  never  a  word  did  I  hear  of  what  was 
being  said  in  the  room.  no.  not  one  single  word 
did  I  hear,  save  only  what  was  whispered  by  the 
Fairy. 

This  is  what  the  Fairy  told  me: 

"The  Marsh  King  has  stolen  Princess  Bluebell 
and  imprisoned  her  on  the  top  of  Glass  Moun- 
tain." 

"My  !  Oh  my  !"  said  I.  Not  out  loud,  because 
it  is  n't  necessary  to  speak  out  loud  when  talking 
to  the  fairies.  You  just  think  "My  !  Oh  my  !" 
and  the  fairy  hears  it  quite  as  distinctly  as  though 
it  were  really  spoken. 

"Yes,"  continued  the  Fairy.  "Princess  Blue- 
bell is  locked  in  the  topmost  tower  of  Glass 
Mountain,  and  the  Marsh  King  has  vowed  and 
declared  she  shall  never  be  free  until  she  consents 
to  marry  Hook  Nose." 

"Hook  Nose?"  said  I.  "Why.  that  is  the 
Marsh  King's  oldest  son,  and  the  ugliest  Ogre  in 
all  the  four  quarters  of  the  world  !  Never  could 
the  Marsh  King  be  so  cruel  as  to  compel  the 
lovely  Princess  Bluebell  to  marry  the  ugly  Ogre 
Hook  Nose  !" 

"Yes,"  said  the  Fairy,  "it  is  really  true.  .\ 
.great  pity  it  is,  too,  for  now  her  mother,  the  Queen 
of  the  Blue  Mountains,  weeps  day  long  and  night 
long  in  her  palace,  while  the  King  of  the  Blue 
Mountains  rides  at  the  head  of  twenty  thousand 
knights  in  gold  and  silver  armor  to  make  war 
on  the  King  of  the  Marshes." 

"Twenty  thousand  knights  in  gold  and  silver 
armor !"  said  I.  "Why,  that  is  a  marvelously 
big  army  !  Surely  the  Marsh  King  cannot  array 
a  host  to  compare  with  that.  Already  he  must 
have  been  captured  and  the  Princess  Bluebell 
freed." 

"So  I  thought,  too,"  said  the  l-"airy;  "for  there 
are  few  kings  that  could  withstand  the  onslaught 
of  twenty  thousand  knights  in  gold  and  silver 
armor,  especially  when  led  by  the  King  of  the 
Pilue  Mountains.  Iiut  Will-o'-the-wisp,  who  has 
just  come  from  the  marshes,  tells  me  the  Marsh 
King  sits  on  his  throne  in  the  heart  of  the  great 
swamps  and  only  lau.ghs :  for  you  see.  when  the 
heralds  blow  upon  their  bugles,  and  the  knights 
fi.x  their  lances  and  ride  forth  to  the  charge,  why. 
no  sooner  do  they  reach  the  low  lands  than  the 
great  bogs  and  quagmires  swallow  them  up." 

"Yes,"  1  thou.ght.  "that  must  certainlv  be  true, 
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for  the  marsh  hinds  are  dotted  with  green,  shiny 
bogs  and  shallow,  muddy  pools  where  no  horse 
and  rider  could  possibly  travel.  But,"  said  I, 
"were  the  brave  knights  really  and  truly  swal- 
lowed up?" 

'"Yes,  at  first  those  in  the  front  ranks  were," 
said  the  Fairy;  "but  Will-o'-the-wisp  tells  me 
their  companions  quickly  rescued  them,  so  that 
not  a  single  life  was  lost.  Only,  of  course,  their 
gold  and  silver  armor  was  all  spoiled ;  at  least, 
it  had  to  be  sent  back  to  the  Blue  Mountains  to 
be  cleaned." 

The  situation  was  indeed  serious,  and  I  knew 
the  Marsh  King  would  not  leave  a  stone  un- 
turned to  win  his  way  against  the  King  of  the 
Blue  Mountains.    This  is  why : 

Twenty  years  ago,  Hans  of  Noodleburg  found 
the  Hoop  of  Gold  and  released  the  King  of  the 
Blue  Mountains  from  a  terrible  enchantment.  In 
all  that  while  nothing  had  ever  been  heard  of  the 
wicked  Witch  who  wrought  the  enchantment.  It 
did  n't  take  long  for  nie  to  put  one  and  one  to- 
gether and  make  two,  and  two  and  two  together 
and  make  four.  Then  the  whole  story  was  as 
clear  to  me  as  crystal.  Was  n't  the  Marsh  King 
a  brother  of  the  \\'itch?  Was  n't  this  just  the 
sort  of  trick  he  would  be  apt  to  play  in  order  to 
have  revenge  ?  Yes.  there  was  no  doubt ;  the 
Marsh  King  had  imprisoned  Princess  Bluebell 
and  would  marry  her  to  Hook  Nose  just  to  have 
revenge  on  the  King  and  Queen  of  the  Blue 
Moimtains. 

Well,  all   of  this   thinking   and   reasoning  and 
remembering  was  just  the   same  as  talking  out 
loud   to   the   Fairy ;   she   listened   very  patiently. 
and  knew  every   word   that  passed   through   my 
mind.    No  doubt  she  thought  me  very  dull,  and 
that  I  was  losing  precious  moments.     One  can 
never  tell  what  a  fairy  is  thinking;  and  I  sus- 
pect they  often  lose  patience  at  our  slow  wit, 
though,  of  course,  they  are  too  polite  to  men- 
tion it. 

"What  is  to  be  done?"  said  I.     "Have  you 
worked  out  any  plan  ?" 

Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  the  Fairy 
had  worked  out  a  plan,  and  it  was  neither  more 
nor  less  than  just  this:  Billy  and  Bobbs  must 
mount  a  fine  white  charger  and  ride  over  hill 
and  dale  to  Noodleburg,  where  they  are  to  hunt 
about— here,  there,  and  around  the  corner— for 
Luck's  House.  In  Luck's  House  are  great  chests 
full  of  wonderful  treasures,  and  tucked  away  on 
the  shelves  there  is  plenty  of  this,  that,  and  the 
other,  such  as  would  surely  be  worth  having  by 
any  one  who  would  win  a  princess. 

Yes,  that  is  what  it  had  come  to  now.  The 
King  of  the  Blue  Mountains  had  made  a  procla- 


mation that  he  who  should  release  the  Princess 
would  win  her  for  his  bride. 

Mounting  a  white  charger  and  riding  to  Noo- 
dleburg—surely  it  would  take  brave  lads  to  do 
that,  to  say  nothing  of  the  bravery  of  entering 
Luck's  House.  Did  the  Iviiry  think  P)illy  and 
Bobbs  could  do  that? 

Yes,  the   b'airv  had  no  doubt  at  all.     Listen  ! 


"THE    BEAUTH-UL   SHIP    W[TH    SILKEN    S.VILS. 

The  Fairy  had  a  fine  plan  — certainly  such  a  plan 
as  would  have  been  thought  of  only  by  a  fairy. 
This  is  the  plan,  and  it  all  really  happened: 
That  night,  when  Billy  and  Bobbs  were  asleep, 
the  Fairy  came  to  them  on  a  moonbeam;  with  her 
she  had  a  white  horse  with  a  long  curly  mane 
and  tail.  Then,  over  hill  and  dale,  off  rode  Billy 
and  Bobbs  to  Noodleburg.  Over  hill  and  dale  to 
Luck's  House,  where  they  knew  just  what  to  take 
and  what  to  leave.  Then,  mounting  their  horse, 
over  hill  and  dale,  back  home  they  came,  long,  long 
before  the  cock  crowed  and  the  sun  came  up  over 
Neighbor  .Shultz's  garage. 
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Now,  if  I  were 
with  my  feet  in 
crick    over  , 

House,  I 
when  I  got 
suppose  it 
with  Billy 
chose,  or 
their  pock- 
one  round 
from  a 

string,  and 
one  chip  of 
wood,  all 
of  which 
she  prompt- 
ly threw 
out  of  the 
window. 

Lucky  it 
was,  I  can 
tell  you, 
that  a  lit- 
tle bird 
saw  where 
Nurse 
threw  these 
treasures  ; 
and  lucky, 
too,  that  the 


ever  astride  a  fine  white  charger 
the  stirrups,  riding  clipperty- 
hill  and  dale  to  Luck's 
know  what  /  would  choose 
there.  But  with  children  I 
is  dilTerent :  at  least  it  was 
and  Bobbs.  What  they 
anyway  all  Nurse  found  in 
ets  in  the  morning,  was  just 
pebble,  one  black  feather 
bird's    wing,    one    piece    of 
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little  bird  told  the  Fairy,  or  else  the  Princess 
lilueboll  never  would  — but  wait !  We  are  getting 
on  too  far  in  the  story. 

When  the  King  of  the  Blue  .Mountains  made 
his  proclamation  that  he  who  released  Princess 
Bluebell  would  win  her  for  his  bride,  he  certainly 
caused  a  great  stir,  and  brave  knights  came  from 
every  corner  of  the  kingdom.    To  see  them  riding 


out  of  the  town  gates  was  a  wonderful  sight. 
The  gay  trappings  and  the  glint  of  sunlight  on 
the  polished  armor  and  swords  and  spears  made 
such  a  brave  showing  that,  had  it  not  been  for 
his  terrible  swamps  and  bogs  and  the  protection 
they  gave  him,  the  Marsh  King  must  have  trem- 
bled in  fear. 

Now  it  happened  that  beside  the  town  gates,  at 
a  little  rickety  table,  there  sat  an  old  lady,  and 
to  each  knight,  as  he  passed,  she  cried,  "Come 
buy  my  treasures  !"  But  when  the  knights  looked 
on  the  table,  they  only  laughed,  for  the  treasures 
were  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  round  pebble, 
a  black  feather,  a  piece  of  string,  and  a  chip  of 
wood.  No  one  knew  they  came  from  Luck's 
House,  and  so  no  one  bought. 

\\'hen  it  was  nearly  evening  and  the  last  knight 
had  ridden  through  the  gates,  there  came  a  poor 
lad  who  had  neither  horse  nor 
sword.  He  thought  it  would 
be  fine  to  rescue  the  Princess, 
because  she  must  be  very  much 
afraid  away  up  there  on  the 
top  of  Glass  Mountain.  But 
as  for  marrying  her,  that 
would  be  quite  another  matter. 
Perhaps  she  liked  somebody 
else,  and  of  course  she  would 
never  think  of  marrying  such 
a  poor  lad. 

Just  then  the  lad  spied  the 
little  old  lady. 

"Oho!"  said  he.  I  have 
only  a  penny  or  two.  but  these 
odds  and  ends  cannot  be  worth 
much,  and  perhaps  the  old 
lady  needs  the  money." 

When  the  little  old  lady  saw 
the  twinkle  in  the  lads  eyes, 
she  knew  he  would  be  her  cus- 
tomer, and  it  was  n't  long  be- 
fore she  had  the  pennies  and 
he  had  her  treasures.  Then 
off  he  went  down  the  road, 
whistling  merrily.  Had  he 
turned  to  look  back,  he  might 
have  wondered  what  had  be- 
.^^f^  come  of  the  old  lady,  for  she 

was  nowhere  in  sight.  L  for 
one.  think  she  was  the  Fairy  ;  but  I  am  not  certain. 
When  it  was  nearly  evening  and  the  poor  lad 
came  to  the  edge  of  the  marsh  lands,  he  saw  all 
the  knights  riding  hither  and  thither  and  not 
knowing  which  way  to  turn.  .As  it  happened  at 
first  with  the  King's  army,  so  it  happened  now: 
every  rider  who  dared  to  venture  into  the  marsh 
land  soon  found  himself  floundering  in  the  mire. 
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"Here  is  a  pretty  pass!"  thought  the  lad.  "At 
this  rate  it  will  be  many  a  day  before  the  Prin- 
cess is  freed,  and  old  Hook  Nose  will  most  likely 
be  the  bridegroom."  Then,  feeling  the  round  peb- 
ble in  his  pocket,  he  took  it  out  and  shied  it  at 
the  water  to  see  it  skip. 

Crash!    Bang.' 

No  sooner  did  the  pebble  strike  the  water  than 
every  shiny,  open  pool  became  solid  stone,  firm 
as  flint  and  as  easy  to  ride  on  as  the  cobbles  in 
our  town.  No  sooner  did  the  knights  see  this 
firm,  hard  road-bed  than,  with  a  glad  shout,  away 
they  rode  to  capture  the  Marsh  King. 

No  one  took  even  a  single  glance  at  the  lad, 
and  no  one  offered  him  a  ride,  so  off  he  trudged 
on  foot. 

In  the  heart  of  the  marsh  lands  there  was  a 
great  lake  of  seething,  boiling  water,  on  which 
no  ship  could  ever  sail..  In  the  center  of  the  lake 
there  was  a  tall  mountain  all  of  glass,  which  no 
man  could  ever  climb,  and  on  top  of  the  moun- 
tain was  the  castle  in  which  was  imprisoned 
Princess  Bluebell.  To  this  castle  the  Marsh  King 
had  fled  with  Hook  Nose.  How  they  ever  reached 
it,  I  do  not  know,  but  there  they  were,  safe  and 
sound,  when  the  knights  rode  up  to  the  edge  of 
the  lake. 

"My,  this  is  a  fine  sight  !"  thought  the  lad, 
when  he  at  last  reached  the  lake.  "But  how  are 
the  knights  ever  going  to  get  to  the  Glass  Moun- 
tain across  the  lioiling  lake?  And  if  they  reach 
the  mountain,  how  can  they  ever  climb  to  the 
topmost  tower?  And  if  they  cannot  climb  to 
the  topmost  tower,  how  can  they  rescue  Princess 
Bluebell?  And  if  they  do  not  rescue  Princess 
Bluebell,  surely  she  must  marry  old  Plook  Nose, 
which  would  be  sad  indeed." 

All  this  while  the  knights  were  riding  hither 
and  yon,  waving  their  spears  and  flashing  their 
swords,  and  making  the  bravest  showing  ever 
seen  west  of  the  sun  and  east  of  the  moon. 

As  for  Princess  Bluebell,  she  had  cried  herself 
to  sleep.  No  wonder  was  that,  either,  for  she 
could  hear  the  Marsh  King  and  Hook  Nose 
tramping  about  downstairs  and  making  such  a 
noise  as  was  quite  enough  to  frighten  any  one. 

Although  the  lad  was  as  brave  as  the  bravest, 
it  would  have  been  a  wish  wasted  for  him  to 
want  a  horse  and  armor,  but  to  wish  for  fine 
clothes  and  buckled  shoes— that  was  only  natu- 
ral, so  torn  and  tattered  were  his  own.  "Well,  at 
least  I  have  a  plume  for  my  cap !"  said  he,  and 
into  it  he  tucked  the  black  feather  he  had  bought 
for  a  penny  from  the  old  lady  at  the  gate  back 
yonder.    Then  he  ])ut  the  cap  on  his  head  and — 

Whisk'    Boom! 

Awav  through  the  air  flew  the  lad.     Over  the 


knights  and  horses,  over  the  boiling  lake,  over 
the  (ilass  Mountain  and  into  the  window  of  the 
topmost  tower  he  flew,  right  into  the  presence  of 
Princess  Bluebell,  who  opened  her  eyes  and 
looked  upon  him  in  fear  and  wonder. 

U])  went  the  lad's  hands  to  doff  his  cap,  for  he 
would  have  bowed  politely.  But  his  hand  found 
only  his  hair,  for  his  cap  had  been  brushed  from 
his  head  as  he  passed  through  the  window. 


•'M^M(IA^^  ri  \ii  n  in  tiik.  I'.m.acf.  gardens. 

Of  course,  all  the  knights  thought  it  a  strange 
sight  to  see  the  lad  flying  through  the  air.  As 
for  the  Marsh  King  and  Hook  Nose,  they  were 
so  frightened  they  knew  not  which  w-ay  to  turn; 
and  when  they  saw  the  cap  and  feather  come 
tuml)ling  down,  they  tried  to  run,  stubbed  their 
toes,  and  went  tumbling  topsy-turvy  into  the 
boiling  lake ! 

The  wild  shriek  they  gave  as  they  reached  the 
water  made  Princess  Bluebell  run  quickly  to  the 
window.  When  she  saw  what  had  happened  to 
the  Marsh  King  and  Hook  Nose,  and  saw  all  the 
■great  array  of  knights  on  the  opposite  shore,  she 
thought :  "At  last  I  have  been  rescued,  and  this 
raggedy,  tattered  lad  must  be  a  servant  of  the 
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great  prince,  or  king,  or  knight  who  has  freed 
me.  Now  we  will  go  home  and  have  a  fine  wed- 
ding." 

And  then  she  ordered  the  lad  to  do  this,  that, 
and  the  other,  and  she  smoothed  her  dress,  and 
brushed  her  hair,  and  made  ready  to  greet  the 
fine  knight  whom,  every  second,  she  expected  to 
see  coming  through  the  door. 

Meanwhile,  as  the  lad  looked  about  and  saw 
the  high,  smooth  walls  of  the  tower  and  the  steep 
glass  sides  of  the  mountain  and  could  find  no 
way  to  the  bottom,  he  thought,  "This  is  a  fine  fix 
we  are  in  !''  A  fine  fix  it  would  have  been,  too, 
if  it  had  not  been  for  the  piece  of  string  that 
came  from  Luck's  House  and  was  bought  for  a 
penny  back  yonder.  Yes,  the  string  helped  them 
now ;  for  no  sooner  did  the  lad  lower  it  from  a 
window  than  : 

Flippcrty  flap: 

The  finest  and  safest  rope-ladder  ever  seen  was 
hanging  from  the  topmost  tower  to  the  very  bot- 
tom of  the  mountain  ! 

This  way  and  that  way  swung  the  ladder  as, 
step  by  step,  down  went  Princess  Bluebell  and 
the  lad.  All  the  while  the  Princess  wondered 
what  had  become  of  the  knight,  for  she  thought, 
''Surely  this  raggedy,  tattered  lad  cannot  be  my 
rescuer !" 

At  last  they  reached  the  bottom  of  the  ladder 
and  the  edge  of  the  boiling  lake.  Now  there  was 
left  only  the  small  chip  of  wood  — the  chip  brought 
by  Billy  and  Bobbs  from  Luck's  House. 

Out  of  his  pocket  the  lad  took  the  chip,  and 
into  the  lake  he  threw  it.     Then  — 

Whistle  and  whoop! 

Riding  gracefully  on  the  waves  was  — not  a 
chip.  No  !  The  chip  had  become  a  beautiful  ship 
with  silken  sails,  and  painted  sides,  and  polished 
deck— such  a  ship  as  one  might  travel  in  all 
around  the  world  and  back  again  and  never  see 
its  equal. 

Well,  as  they  sailed  toward  the  other  shore, 
the  Princess  wondered  why  the  raggedy,  tattered 
lad  was  her  only  companion,  and,  although  she 
thought  him  a  fine  enough  looking  lad,  she  said : 
''Of  course,  he  can't  be  the  one  who  has  freed 
me.  My  real  rescuer  must  be  one  of  the  fine 
knights  on  the  bank  yonder." 

Thus  it  was  that,  when  the  ship  reached  the 
shore.  Princess  Bluebell  rode  away  with  all  the 
King's  knights.  Once  she  looked  at  the  lad  to 
say  "Thank  you,"  but  he  was  coiling  a  rope  and 
did  not  see  her.  So  off  she  rode,  and  off  rode 
the  knights,  and  the  lad  was  left  behind,  and  — 

In  his  pocket  nothing  was  left  from  Luck's 
House ! 

The  King  and  Queen  were  glad  enough  to  have 


the  Princess,  I  can  tell  you,  and  such  a  celebra- 
tion as  they  made  I  would  walk  many  a  mile  to 
see.  Musicians  played  in  the  palace  gardens. 
Clowns  and  mountebanks  did  tricks  in  the  royal 
theatre.  Ladies  wore  their  finest  gowns,  and 
every  one  had  the  best  time  ever  known  in  the 
Blue  Mountains. 

Meanwhile,  grand  preparation  was  being  made 
for  the  wedding.  Artists  redecorated  the  palace. 
The  most  famous  dressmakers  and  milliners  pre- 
pared the  trousseau.  The  greatest  chef  designed 
and  baked  a  wonderful  wedding-cake,  and  no 
money  was  spared  to  make  the  event  the  grand- 
est ever  seen  in  all  the  world. 

"But  who  is  to  be  the  bridegroom?"  That 
was  the  question  the  townsfolk  were  asking. 
Every  knight  who  had  ridden  into  the  marsh 
lands  hoped  to  be  the  favored  one,  and  each  day 
so  many  claimed  the  honor  that  all  the  wise  men 
in  the  kingdom  could  not  decide  which  it  should 
be. 

.\s  for  Princess  Bluebell,  she  was  not  at  all 
worried.  The  King  had  said  that  he  who  freed 
her  from  the  tower  should  win  her  for  his  bride, 
so  of  course  there  would  be  a  wedding.  But  as 
the  days  came  and  went  and  no  one  proved  his 
claim,  the  King  finally  announced  a  great  tourna- 
ment, and  vowed  and  declared  that  the  victor 
should  be  proclaimed  the  choice  of  the  Princess. 

When  the  King's  heralds,  astride  their  beauti- 
ful chargers  and  blowing  great  blasts  upon  their 
golden  trumpets,  rode  to  the  four  corners  of  the 
kingdom  and  cried  the  news  of  the  tournament, 
the  knights  all  gave  a  great  cheer,  for  each  one 
thought  he  surely  would  be  the  victor. 

.■\t  last  the  great  day  arrived,  and  so  many 
were  the  knights  that  rode  to  the  tournament  that 
ten  men  could  not  count  them,  nor  twenty  men 
their  banners  and  the  squires  that  attended  them. 

.\11  day  long  the  knights  rode  thundering  forth 
and  back  across  the  plain  with  shield  on  arm  and 
lance  at  rest,  and  always  riders  hurtled  together 
with  a  splitting  of  shields  and  a  splintering  of 
lances,  until  so  many  had  been  tumbled  from  ofif 
their  horses  that  only  one  remained. 

I  wish  /  could  have  been  at  that  tournament. 
Some  folks  tell  me  it  was  the  most  wondrous  ever 
seen  in  all  the  world— even  surpassing  any  ever 
held  by  King  Arthur.  I  wish,  too,  I  could  have 
seen  the  Green  Knight  when  he  rode  thundering 
onto  the  field  and  challenged  the  victor.  Where 
he  came  from,  nobody  seemed  to  know.  My,  how 
he  could  ride  !  Why,  the  victor,  the  knight  who 
had  tossed  all  the  other  knights  into  the  dust,  was 
tumbled  out  of  his  saddle  so  quickly  one  had  n't 
time  to  even  say  "Scat." 

Of  course,  there  could  be  no  doubt  about  it  now. 
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The  Green  Knight  was  declared  the  winner  of 
the  tournament,  and  off  he  rode  with  Princess 
Bkiebell  to  the  castle.  All  the  bells  in  the  city 
were  ringing,  and  the  wedding  was  to  be  held  at 
six  o'clock. 

Some  said  the  Green  Knight  was  a  great  prince, 
and  some  said  he  was  a  powerful  king.  As  for 
Princess  Bluebell,  she  said  nothing  at  all.  But 
if  you  had  been  with  her  m  the  topmost  tower 
of  the  Glass  Mountain,  and  especially,  if  you 
had  been  carried  down  the  rope-ladder  and  had 
sailed  in  the  painted  ship  on  the  boiling  lake,  I 
think  you  would  have  taken  a  peek  out  of  the 
corner  of  your  eye,  just  as  the  Princess  did. 
Then  you  would  have  said  just  as  the  Princess 
said : 

"Why,  the  Green  Knight  is  neither  more  nor 
less  than  —  " 

Who  do  vou  think  ? 

"THE  POOR  LAD  !" 


^'es,  sure  enough  !  The  Green  Knight  was 
really  the  lad  who  had  rescued  the  Princess.  Now 
a  raggedy,  tattered  lad  no  longer,  but  a  rich  and 
powerful  king.  All  the  treasures  that  had  once 
belonged  to  the  Marsh  King  and  Hook  Xose  now 
belonged  to  the  lad.  For  he  w-as  the  really  true 
and  rightful  king  of  that  countrj'. 

Of  course  the  Green  Knight  and  Princess  Blue- 
bell were  married  and  will  live  happily  ever  after. 
When  they  read  this  history,  and  learn  of  the 
visit  to  Luck's  House,  they  will  be  glad  Billy 
and  Bobbs  made  such  a  wise  choice.  As  for 
nurses  who  look  through  boys'  pockets,  and  throw 
away  stones,  and  strings,  and  other  treasures, 
and  say,  '"Bah!  Silly  truck!"  — why,  they  had 
just  better  be  careful,  because  I  am  not  sure 
Hook  Nose  was  drowned,  and  if  he  ever  catches 
them  and  locks  them  in  the  topmost  tower  of 
Glass  Mountain,  they  will  be  sorry  they  were  so 
stupid. 


APRIL 

BY  FLORENCE  M.   OSBORNE 


April  Sunday  is  mellow  and  gay, 

April  Monday  is  blowy. 

April  Tuesday  is  rainy  and  gray. 

April  Wednesday  is  snowy. 

April  Thursday  is  bright  and  clear, 

.April  Friday  is  sunny. 

April  Saturday  's  damp  and  drear, - 

April  weather  is  funny ! 


THE  WATCH  TOWER 

BY   S.   E.   FORMAN 

Author  of  "Advanced  Civics,"  "A  History  of  tiie  United  States,"  etc. 


THE  PRESIDENT'S  CABINET 
LOSES  A  MEMBER 

As  the  National  Governnient  grows  more  power- 
ful, the  President's  cabinet  grows  more  important 
as  a  political  institution.  This  does  not  mean, 
however,  that  the  cabinet  is  growing  in  poivcr. 
for  as  a  body  it  has  no  power.  Indeed,  in  a  strict 
sense  the  cabinet  has  not  even  a  legal  existence. 
The  Constitution  makes  no  provision  for  such  a 
body,  and  Congress  has  never  said  that  there  shall 
be  a  cabinet.  What,  then,  is  the  President's  cabi- 
net? It  is  simply  a  body  of  officials  who  meet  at 
the  White  House  once  or  twice  a  week  to  consult 
with  the  President  and  to  advise  with  him  in  re- 
spect to  public  affairs.  It  consists  of  the  ten 
gentlemen  who  are  the  heads  of  the  ten  great 
departments  of  the  Federal  Government  —  the 
Secretaries  of  State,  the  Treasury,  War,  the 
Navy,  the  Interior,  Agriculture,  Commerce,  La- 
bor, the  Attorney-General,  and  Postmaster  Gen- 
eral. When  these  officials  come  together  at  the 
call  of  the  President,  the  meeting  is  known  as  the 
cabinet  meeting.  But  no  such  meetings  need  be 
held  unless  the  President  so  desires.  In  the  early 
part  of  the  present  administration  there  was  a 
rumor  that  President  Wilson  had  decided  not  to 
hold  any  more  cabinet  meetings.  It  turned  out 
that  the  rumor  was  without  foundation;  yet  if  the 
President  had  so  wished,  he  could  have  governed 
without  a  cabinet.  So  the  existence  of  the  cabinet 
as  a  body  depends  entirely  upon  the  wishes  and 
the  will  of  the  President.  But  no  President  has 
ever  ventured  to  govern  alone,  and  it  is  likely 
that  we  shall  have  cabinet  meetings  as  long  as  we 
have  Presidents  who  feel  that  they  need  advice. 
For  the  cabinet  can  only  advise ;  it  can  take  no 
action  that  the  President  does  not  wish  it  to 
take.  It  may,  and  it  sometimes  does,  take  a  vote 
upon  a  question  that  is  under  discussion,  but  the 


President  may  overrule  the  vote.  It  is  said  that 
President  Lincoln  once  asked  his  cabinet,  con- 
sisting of  seven  members,  to  vote  upon  a  proposi- 
tion which  he  personally  favored.  The  vote 
showed  that  every  member  of  the  cabinet  was  op- 
posed to  the  proposition.  Lincoln  in  his  laconic 
fashion  announced  the  vote  as  follows:  "Seven 
nays,  one  aye ;  the  ayes  have  it,  and  the  proposi- 
tion is  agreed  to."  The  story  brings  out  in  clear 
light  the  truth  that  the  cabinet  as  a  body  has  no 
power.  Its  business  is  to  discuss  and  advise ;  the 
business  of  the  President  is  to  decide  and  act. 

Early  in  February  the  country  was  surprised  by 
the  news  that  Lindley  M.  Garrison,  one  of  the 
ablest  members  of  the  cabinet,  had  offered  his 
resignation  as  Secretary  of  War.  The  President 
also  was  greatly  surprised  by  the  resignation,  but 
he  promptly  accepted  it  with  expressions  of  "sin- 
cere regret."  The  withdrawal  of  the  secretary 
was  due  chiefly  to  a  disagreement  about  the  plans 
for  increasing  the  size  of  our  army.  It  was  Mr. 
Garrison's  wish  to  strengthen  our  land  defense  by 
adding  to  our  regular  army  a  citizen,  or  conti- 
nental, army  consisting  of  400,000  men  (see  The 
W.\Tcii  Tower  for  January),  who  were  to  be 
under  the  exclusive  control  and  authority  of  the 
National  Government.  President  Wilson,  from 
the  beginning,  was  in  favor  of  the  secretary's 
plan,  and  he  asked  Congress  to  provide  for  the 
organization  of  the  proposed  continental  army. 
But  it  seems  the  President  found  that  the  leaders 
in  Congress  did  not  take  kindly  to  the  idea  of  a 
citizen  army  such  as  Secretary  Garrison  desired; 
they  preferred  rather  to  strengthen  the  militia  — 
the  National  Guard— of  the  several  States.  About 
the  middle  of  January  Secretary  Garrison  began 
to  feel  that  his  plans  were  in  danger,  and  he 
w'rote  to  the  President  urging  him  to  use  his  in- 
fluence with  Congress  and  save  the  preparedness 
program  from  failure.    In  reply  to  this  letter  the 
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PRESIDENT    WILSON'S    CABINET, 


.j|>ii  ur  Iho  ciLiiiiet  us  now  cunsllliticd  li.ts  >cl  tit-L-ii  l.it.t-;i, 
AS   OKIGINALLY   FORMED. 

Around  the  table,  beginning  at  the  left.  President  Woodruw  Wilson,  Secretary  of  the  Treasury  William  G.  Mc--\doo.  former  .Attorney-General 
.lames  Clark  .McReynolds,  Secretary  of  the  Navy  Josephus  Daniels,  Secretary  of  .Agriculture  David  Franklin  Houston.  Secretary  of  Labor  Wil- 
liam Eauchop  Wilson,  Secretary  of  Commerce  William  Co.\  Redfieid,  Secretary  of  the  Interior  Franklin  K.  Lane,  Postmaster-General  -Albert 
.Sidney  Burleson,  former  Secretary  of  War  Lindley  ^L  Garrison,  and  former  Secretary  of  State  William  Jennings  Bryan.  Insert:  Present  Sec- 
retary of  State  Robert  Lansing. 


President  said  he  was  in  favor  of  an  army  of 
trained  citizen  reserves,  but  that  he  was  not  so 
fully  committed  to  the  continental  army  plan  as 
to  be  unable  to  consider  other  plans.  Later  on,  in 
another  letter  to  the  secretary,  he  said  that  he  felt 
it  was  unfair  to  the  committee  which  was  consid- 
ering a  measure  for  strengthening  the  National 
Guard  to  say  that  that  plan  would  not  give  the 
country  the  defense  which  was  needed.  In  saying 
this,  the  President  ])ractically  said  that  he  was 
content  to  keep  his  hands  off  and  let  Congress 
provide  for  defense  in  its  own  way.  Of  course, 
if  it  passed  a  bill  which  he  did  not  like,  he  could 
veto  it.  But  Secretary  (iarrison  plainly  was  not 
satisfied  with  this  attitude,  and  as  soon  as  he 
learned  clearly  where  the  President  stood,  he  re- 
signed. In  his  letter  of  resignation  he  said:  "It  is 
evident  that  we  hopelessly  disagree  in  what  I  be- 
lieve to  be  fundamental  principles."  Feeling  as 
he  did.  Mr.  Garrison  could  not  very  well  do  other- 
wise than  resign.  -Xearly  fifty  years  ago  one  of 
our  Presidents  said :  "The  President  is  the  re- 
sponsible head  of  the  administration:  and,  when 


the  opinions  of  a  head  of  a  department  are  ir- 
reconcilably opposed  to  those  of  the  President  in 
grave  matters  of  policy,  there  is  but  one  result 
which  can  solve  the  difficulty,  and  that  is  a  sever- 
ance of  the  official  relations." 


MAKING  THE  WORLD  SAFER 

Our  present-day  civilization  can  boast  of  many 
good  and  wonderful  things,  but  safety  is  hardly 
one  of  its  blessings.  The  ancients  seem  to  have 
moved  about  in  a  paradise  of  safety  when  we 
compare  the  simple  conditions  of  their  life  with 
our  own  complex  and  dangerous  environment. 
The  very  richness  of  modern  life  makes  the 
world  a  dangerous  place  in  which  to  live.  The 
figures  showing  the  number  of  deaths  from  vio- 
lence in  recent  years  is  appalling.  Last  year,  in 
the  United  States  alone.  75,000  persons  were 
killed  in  accidents  of  one  kind  or  another,  while 
nearly  2,000,000  more  were  injured.  .About  35.000 
workmen  were  killed  while  at  their  tasks.  On 
the  railroads  of  the  country  about  10,000  persons 
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are  killed  every  year,  and  twenty  times  that  num- 
ber are  injured.  On  the  streets  and  roads,  5000 
deaths  are  caused  by  vehicles,  the  automobile 
being  responsible  for  half  this  number  of  victims. 
A  very  large  proportion  of  the  accidents  is  due 
to  the  fact  that  in  America  we  do  not  safeguard 
life  as  we  should.  In  Europe  the  percentage  of 
deaths  from  accident  is  very  much  lower  than  in 
the  United  States.  We  are  beginning  to  realize 
our  lack  of  precaution  and  are  taking  steps  to 
ward  off  some  of  the  dangers  by  v.hich  we  are 
beset.  A  nation-wide  movement  for  saving  life 
and  limb  has  recently  been  started,  and  already 
nearly  25,000  persons  have  joined  the  many 
"Safety  First"  societies  which  have  been  organ- 
ized in  different  parts  of  the  country.  To  this 
"safety  first"  movement  Uncle  Sam  is  lending  a 
helping  hand.  The  House  of  Representatives  has 
just  passed  a  bill  providing  for  a  fully  equipped 
Bureau  of  Labor-Safety  in  the  Department  of 
Labor.  The  duty  of  this  bureau  will  be  to  learn 
how  the  lives  of  workmen  may  be  safeguarded  in 
the  best  manner  and  to  inform  the  public  con- 
cerning the  use  of  labor  safety-devices.  In 
February    there    was    given    in    Washington    an 


erty  of  citizens.  At  this  exposition,  the  first  of 
its  kind  ever  held  here,  it  was  shown  that  twenty- 
five  bureaus  of  the   Federal  (iovernment  are  in- 


TYPES    OF   ARTIFICIAL    BKEAlHliNG    AFP.AKATUS 
WORX    BY    BUREAU    OF  MINES    RESCUERS 
AT    COAL-MINE   EXPLOSIONS. 


exhibition  of  what  the  National   Government   is 
already  doing  to  safeguard  the  lives  and  prop- 


POLICE   SIGNAL-STATION    IN    A  NEW 
YORK  CITY   STREET. 


terested  in  the  "safety  first"  movement.  One  of 
the  exhibits  was  an  automatic  wireless  fog-signal 
'worked  out  by  the  bureau  of  standards.  This 
remarkable  device  will  be  used  in  lighthouses  at 
dangerous  places  along  the  coast.  When  heavy 
fogs  render  useless  the  beams  thrown  out  from 
the  lighthouse,  the  fog-signal,  by  a  wireless  mes- 
sage, will  speak  out  in  the  darkness  and  tell 
vessels  at  sea  that  they  are  in  dangerous  waters. 
The  "safety  first"  movement  is  timely  and  wel- 
come, and  should  receive  hearty  support.  In  the 
mad  rush  of  business  and  pursuit  of  gain,  Ameri- 
cans sometimes  seem  almost  to  have  forgotten 
the  value  of  human  life.  "There  is,"  says  Dar- 
win P.  Kingsley,  the  president  of  the  National 
.Safety-First  Society,  "something  in  society  vastly 
more  important  than  success,  more  desirable  than 
efficiency.  If  human  life  is  to  be  jeopardized  by 
haste,  don't  hurry.  If  human  life  is  to  be  sacri- 
ficed by  speeding  up  efficiency,  be  less  efficient. 
If  the  human  body  is  to  be  maimed  or  destroyed 
in  order  to  secure  speed  or  power,  get  along  with 
less  speed  and  power." 

CONCERNING  THE  "PORK  BARREL" 

When  reading  about  Congress  and  its  doings,  we 
frequently  meet  with  the  words  "pork  barrel." 
What  is  the  "pork  barrel"  about  which  we  hear 
so  much?  Briefly  speaking,  it  is  a  bill  which  ap- 
propriates money  in  a  wasteful  manner  or  for 
useless  purposes.  For  a  long  time  the  particular 
bill  referred  to  as  the  "pork  barrel"  was  the  one 
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makiiis:  appropriations  for  rivers  and  harbors.  It 
received  the  name  because  it  almost  always  pro- 
vided a  number  of  good  things  for  the  constitu- 
encies of  individual  members  of  Congress.  One 
member  would  receive  a  "delicious  ham"  in  the 
form  of  an  apjiropriation  of  $100,000  for  widen- 
ing the  channel  of  a  river  which  flowed  through 
his  district.  .Another  member  would  receive  a 
"fine  shoulder  of  bacon"  in  the  form  of  an  appro- 
priation of  $50,000  for  improving  a  harbor  located 
in  his  district.  The  river,  it  is  true,  might  be  a 
little  stream  upon  which  no  vessels  would  be 
likely  to  sail,  and  the  harbor  might  be  one  that 
was  not  worth  improving.  But  the  fact  that  the 
money  was  to  be  spent  for  useless  purposes  made 
no  difference;  it  was  to  be  spent  in  the  respective 
districts  of  the  members,  and  that  was  the  thing 
desired.  The  more  useless  and  unnecessary  the 
expenditure,  the  better  was  the  quality  of  the 
"])ork." 

In  recent  years  the  river  and  harbor  l)ill  is  not 
the  only  "pork  barrel"  which  is  opened.  The  bills 
ajipropriating  money  for  public  buildings,  such  as 
post-offices  and  United  States  court-houses,  fre- 
quently contain  a  great  deal  of  "pork."  It  is  no 
uncommon  thing  for  a  member  to  secure  $50,000 
for  the  erection  of  a  post-office  in  a  little  town  in 
his  district  when  an  appropriation  of  $10,000 
would  be  ample.  One  member  secured  $35,000 
for  a  ])ost-office  when,  according  to  his  own  ad- 
mission, a  building  costing  $5000  was  all  that  was 
needed.  He  openly  defended  the  extravagance 
on  the  floor  of  Congress,  saying  that  other  States 
besides  his  own  shared  in  the  "pork  barrel,"  and 
that  every  time  another  State  got  "a  shoulder  of 
bacon"  he  wanted  his  State  to  have  a  "nice 
large  ham."  In  this  frank  utterance  the  member 
revealed  the  secret  of  the  "pork  barrel."  Con- 
gress spends  every  year  many  millions  of  dollars 
uselessly,  and,  as  long  as  it  continues  to  do  this, 
the  individual  member  will  demand  for  his  dis- 
trict a  fair  proportion  of  the  useless  expenditures. 
If  $50,000,000  are  wasted  every  year,— and  this 
is  a  low  estimate.— each  member  can  insist  that  at 
least  $100,000  ought  to  be  wasted  in  his  district. 
What  is  the  remedy  ?  \\'hat  will  drive  the  bad 
influence  of  the  "pork  barrel''  out  of  politics? 
The  remedy  is  in  the  hands  of  the  people.  The 
voters  of  every  congressional  district  must  make 
the  congressman  who  represents  them  under- 
stand that  they  do  not  want  any  "pork  barrel" 
money  and  that,  if  he  supports  any  bill  which 
provides  for  an  extravagant  use  of  Uncle  Sam's 
money,  they  will  reject  him  at  the  polls.  It  is  not 
right  to  lay  all  the  blame  in  this  matter  on  Con- 
gress. In  a  large  number  of  the  districts,  perhaps 
in  a  majority  of  them,  the  people  want  as  much 


out  of  the  "pork  barrel"  as  their  congressmen  can 
secure,  and  they  encourage  useless  and  extrava- 
gant expenditures.  The  people,  therefore,  are 
partners  with  Congress  in  this  bad  system  and 
they  ought  to  share  in  the  blame.  Let  the  people 
do  better  and  Congress  will  do  better. 

A  STEP  FORWARD  IX 
PREPAREDNESS 

Although  Congress  is  moving  along  very  slowly 
with  its  measures  for  preparedness,  it  has  never- 
theless taken  one  important  step  in  the  direction 
of  .strengthening  the  Army  and  Xavy.  It  has 
provided  for  the  training  of  more  midshipmen  at 
the  .Annapolis  Xaval  .\cademy  and  more  cadets 
at  the  West  Point  Military  .Academy.  Hereafter 
three,  instead  of  two,  midshipmen  will  be  allowed 
each  senator  and  representative  in  Congress,  and 
four  cadets  for  each  senator  and  two  for  each 
representative,  instead  of  one  cadet  for  each  as 
at  present.  This  will  add  more  than  five  hundred 
to  the  niuiiber  of  midshipmen  and  more  than 
seven  hundred  to  the  number  of  cadets  entering 
each  year.  The  bill  making  this  change  met  with 
little  or  no  opposition  in  Congress.  Even  the 
opponents  of  preparedness  are  willing  to  concede 
that  it  will  be  well  for  the  Army  and  Navy  to 
have  a  few  more  thoroughly  trained  officers. 

THE  GREAT  WAR 

The  events  of  the  Great  War  in  February  were 
full  of  seeming  significance.  The  word  seeming 
must  be  used,  for,  until  the  fighting  is  over,  we 
cannot  say  of  any  event  that  its  significance  is 
real  and  lasting.  In  the  opinion  of  many,  the 
most  important  military  operation  of  the  month 
was  the  defeat  of  the  Turks  by  the  Russians  at 
Erzerum  in  .Asia  !Minor.  Certainly,  the  capture 
of  this  stronghold  was  the  first  great  victory  of 
the  Allies  in  many  months.  Erzerum  is  the  gate- 
way to  Asia  Minor,  and  now  that  it  is  in  the 
hands  of  the  Russians,  they  are  free  to  move 
southward  and  join  British  forces  near  Bagdad. 
If  the  juncture  is  made  and  .Asia  Minor  is 
brought  under  the  control  of  the  Allies,  the  ad- 
vantage to  Russia  in  a  military  way  will  be  im- 
mediate, for  it  will  put  her  into  closer  and  easier 
communication  with  ports  at  which  she  can  se- 
cure ammunition  at  any  season.  At  present  she 
can  imjiort  munitions  only  by  way  of  her  arctic 
ports  in  Eurojie  and  the  I'acific  ports  in  Siberia, 
both  of  which  are  closed  by  ice  for  the  greater 
part  of  the  year.  But  the  victory  at  Erzerum 
may  bring  to  Russia  something  vastly  more  im- 
portant than  a  temporary  advantage  in  the  game 
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of  war.  It  may  give  her  a  permanent  short  route 
to  the  warm  waters  of  the  Persian  Gulf  and  easy 
access  to  the  trade  of  India.  This  is  what  she 
has  long;  desired  to  have,  and  it  is  the  very  thing 


ny  courtesy  of  the  Ne»v  ^■o^k  "  Sii[i." 

MAP    or    THf;    CAMPAIGN     IN     AM\    MlNiiU. 

that  Germany  does  not  want  her  to  have.  If 
Russia  shall  come  out  of  the  war  with  Asia 
Minor  in  her  possession,  the  commercial  ambi- 
tion  of    Germany    will    have    received    a   deadly 


blow.  The  defeat  of  the  Turks  at  Erzerum 
seemed  to  foreshadow  the  blasting  of  Germany's 
commercial  hopes,  and  that  is  why  the  event  was 
regarded  as  having  so  much  significance.  For  it 
must  not  be  forgotten  that  at  least  three  of  the 
great  nations  engaged  in  the  war,  Great  Britain, 
(jermany,  and  Russia,  have  immense  commercial 
interests  at  stake,  and,  in  a  sense,  are  fighting 
for  their  commercial  lives. 

During  the  last  week  of  February  the  eyes  of 
the  world  were  turned  toward  the  terrible  strug- 
gle upon  the  western  front.  The  drive  of  the 
(jermans  upon  \'erdun  resulted  in  the  most  mur- 
derous clash  that  has  occurred  since  the  outbreak 
of  the  war.  A  full  half  million  of  men  met  the 
onset  of  a  half  million,  and  each  side  was  willing 
to  pay  any  price  in  human  life  that  might  be 
necessary  for  victory.  '".Advance,  no  matter 
what  the  loss  may  be,"  is  said  to  have  been  the 
order  given  to  the  German  troops.  In  the  same 
spirit  the  French  met  the  assaults  of  the  advan- 
cing foe. 

Since  the  terrific  losses  were  in  proportion  to 
the  numbers  engaged  and  to  the  fury  of  the  en- 
counter, the  battle  around  X'erdun  was  one  of 
the  bloodiest  in  all  history.  The  losses  of  the 
Germans  alone  in  killed  and  wounded  were  esti- 
mated at  150,000.  This  is  about  four  times  as 
many  as  were  killed  and  wounded  on  both  sides 
at  the  battle  of  Gettysburg,  the  greatest  engage- 
ment of  the  Civil  War.  But  there  was  something 
decisive  about  Gettysburg;  it  was  a  turning-point 
in  the  great  struggle  between  the  North  and  the 
."^outh.  Whether  \'erdun  also  would  prove  to  be 
a  turning-point,  or  whether  it  was  only  a  harvest 
of  death,  was  what  the  world  was  wondering,  at 
the  beginning  of  March. 


riNV    .MOUSF.  :     "l    SAV,    TEENY.    I    KE.VLi.V    Bi;Lll.\L    liALi    I. IKK-.    .>!.    N1CHOLA-.    JCST    .\S    MLCH   AS    WE    DO  I 


BY  RUTH   PLUMLY  THOMPSON 


Oh,  once  —  oh.  once,  dears  and  ducks,  there  was 
a  beautiful  princess  who  could  not  dance  !  Think 
of  it !  All  the  dancing-masters  in  the  kingdom  and 
in  all  the  kingdoms  for  miles  round  about  could 
do  nothing  w'ith  her.  They  came  singly  and 
doubly  and  then  all  together,  and  counted  one, 
two, — one,  two,  three,  and  twirled,  and  bobbed, 
and  bowed,  and  stamped,  and  swayed  in  and  out. 
and  whirled  round  like  tops ;  and  the  court  mu- 
sicians twanged  and  banged  and  thumped,  iuni- 
tum.  tiddy-um-tum,  tum-tum,  tiddy-um-tum.  till 
their  ruffled  collars  wilted,  and  their  cheeks 
puffed  out  like  red  balloons.  — but  still  she  could 
n't  dance. 

The  king  tore  his  hair  out  by  the  handful— he 
did  n"t  have  much  either ;  and  the  queen  wept 
into  her  flowered_  handkerchief,  w'hile  the  danc- 
ing-masters explained  this  and  then  that,  but  the 
princess  sadly  shook  her  head  instead  of  her  foot, 
and  there  was  an  end  of  it.  So  in  all  the  land 
there  could  be  no  dancing,  —  no  court  balls  or 
frolics,  nor  any  music  even,  because  music  made 
the  other  folks  dance  and  the  princess  appear 
ridiculous. 

And  oh,  my  dears,  that  kingdom  grew  pokier 
than  snuff!  Faces  grew  long  and  dour,  and  visi- 
tors to  the  realm  most  mighty  scarce.  And  yet 
this  princess  was  really  bewitchingly  enchanting. 
her  hair  all  tumbling  golden  curls,  and  her  eyes, 
sweethearts,  as  blue  as  the  darkest  part  of  the 
sky,  and  her  cheeks  as  pink  as  the  little  clouds  at 
sunset,  while  her  feet  and  hands  were  the  tiniest 
ever.  Oh.  you  would  have  loved  her  to  pieces ! 
Even  her  name  w'as  a  dancy  sort  of  name,  for  it 
was  Dianidra. 

Well,  poor  Dianidra  grew  every  day  more  thin 
and  sad.  because  all  the  court  ladies  who  could 
dance  were  exceedingly  unkind  to  her.  I  should 
n"t  be  surprised  if  they  jiinched  her  now  and  then. 
And  the  king  was  so  vexed  that  a  real  princess 
could   n't   dance,   that   i|nitc   often   he   boxed   her 


ears.  Oh.  he  was  a  crab  of  a  king  !  When  Dian- 
idra went  near  her  mother,  the  queen  covered  her 
face  with  her  handkerchief,  and  shrieked  for  her 
smelling-salts,  and  moaned :  "A  princess  who  can- 
not dance  will  never  marry.  How  disgraceful  ! 
How  terrible  I  Unhappy  me !"  and  a  good  bit 
more  that  I  have  not  time  to  tell  you. 

So  Dianidra  used  to  wander  off  into  the  garden 
by  herself  and  try  to  puzzle  it  out.  She  used  to 
work  it  out  with  a  paper  and  pencil  like  this :  2 
steps  plus  2  steps,  and  i  bow  plus  i  dip  =  the 
minuet.  And  4  times  3  steps  plus  I  turn,  and  2 
swings  plus  I  slide  =  the  court  glide.  Then- 
then,  because  she  never  could  put  the  puzzle  to- 
gether, she  would  throw  herself  down  on  the 
ground  and  weep,  until  the  flowers  thought  surely 
that  spring  had  come.  .\nd.  dear  hearts,  have  you 
guessed  why?  Don't  think  she  was  bewitched. 
Not  a  bit.  Let  me  tell  you  the  way  of  it.  The 
proud  old  king  and  the  weepy  old  queen  and  the 
stupid  old  dancing-masters  had  been  so  busy  tell- 
ing the  princess  how  to  dance  that  they  all  com- 
pletely forgot  to  tell  her  what  dancing  was.  So 
Dianidra  had  it  all  mi.xed  up  with  her  arithmetic 
and  spelling  lessons.  And  of  course  she  could  n't 
dance,  because  the  wisest  person  in  the  world 
could  n't  dance  with  his  head. 

Things  grew  worse  and  worse,  and  pretty  bad, 
I  can  tell  you.  .Vnd  one  day.  after  the  king  had 
been  unusually  crabbish,  and  the  queen  most 
awfully  weepish,  and  the  court  ladies  outrage- 
ously crossish,  Dianidra  de^cided  to  run  away. 
She  waited  until  the  gate-keeper  was  snoring, 
then  she  stood  on  her  tippy-toes,  turned  the  great 
golden  key.  and  slipped  out  into  the  world.  She 
ran  and  ran.  down  the  king's  highway,  of  course, 
crying  all  the  time  so  hard  that  she  could  n't  see 
w  here  she  was  going.  And  first  thing  yon  know, 
/•/»;«/'-/'-/'.'  humfi-fi-f-p !  she  had  run  into  an  old 
lady  and  tumbled  her  head  over  heels  in  the  road. 

"Sugar  and  molasses,  my  dear  !"  cried  the  old 
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lady  pleasantly,  bobbing  up  like  a  to]).  "1  was  just 
hoping  something  would  happen," 

At  this,  Dianidra,  who  had  expected  nothing 
less  than  a  box  on  the  ears,  stopped  crying  and 
looked  at  the  old  lady  curiously.  Her  eyes  were 
brown  and  dancy,  and  her  cheeks,  though  with- 
ered and  old,  were  red  as  apples.  In  her  shabby 
bonnet  and  dress  she  looked  younger  than  Dian- 
idra herself. 

chuckled,    picking    u[}    her 


X 


"Well,    well!"   she 
things.      "Who    are 
you.  my  pretty?" 

"I  "m  Dianidra, 
the  princess  who 
cannot  dance,"  the 
princess  answered, 
hanging  her  head. 

"Hoity-toity  !"  ex- 
claimed the  old  lady. 
"Is  that  why  you  're 
crying  on  the  king's 
highw^ay  ?" 

"Oh,"  sobbed  Dian- 
idra, "if  I  could 
only  learn  to  dance  !" 

"Come  here,  child," 
said  the  old  lady ; 
and  ])utting  her  head 
to  Dianidra's  heart, 
she  listened  long  and 
knowingly. 

"Yes,  it  "s  there," 
she  muttered  to  her- 
self. "It  's  there." 
.All  of  which  was 
very  puzzling  to  the 
princess.  "Now, 

what   do   you   know 
about  dancing?" 

"Let  me  see."  said 
Dianidra,  puckering 
up  her  brow  and 
counting  on  her  fin- 
gers. "Two  turns, 
plus  five  slides,  plus 
six   steps,    plus    two 

swings,  divided  by  a  curtsey  equals—     Oh,  dear, 
what  does  that  equal  ?     What  docs  it  equal  ?" 

.At  that,  what  do  you  suppose  happened  ?  The 
old  lady  burst  into  laughter  — and  I  mean  it. 
really.  Her  bonnet  tumbled  off.  and  she  laughed 
and  laughed ;  and  her  hair  tumbled  down,  and  she 
laughed  and  laughed ;  her  cape  flew  away,  and 
still  she  kept  laughing:  till  finally,  in  an  awful 
chuckle,  she  just  disappeared;  and  out  of  the 
laughter  stepped  the  most  beautiful  fairy  that 
you    can    imagine  — with    shimmery    wings    and 


smiley  eyes.     Dianidra  was  so  surprised  that  she 
laughed  a  little  bit,  herself. 

"That  's  right  !"  said  the  fairy.  "Before  you 
can  learn  to  dance,  you  must  learn  to  laugh  !  \'ou 
must  laugh  with  your  lips,  and  then  with  your 
heart,  and  then  with  your  feet,  Dianidra,  for 
that  's  what  dancing  is.  And  I  'm  going  to  send 
you  to  the  most  wonderful  dancing-masters  in 
the  world.  Walk  straight  ahead  between  these 
tall  trees  till  you  come  to  yonder  gray  stone,  and 


ALL    TUK    n.\NCIN(i-NL\srl:K,s    LN     lllK    KIMiDOM    COILH    DO    NOTHING    WITH    HER. 


on  the  other  side  you  will  see  your  first  dancing- 
master.  He  will  tell  you  where  to  find  the  others. 
Ciood-by,  little  princess.  Before  the  ne.xt  sunrise 
you  will  be  the  most  beautiful  dancer  in  all  the 
ten  kingdoms." 

Then,  sweethearts,  the  fairy  kissed  Dianidra 
and  flew  up,  up,  out  of  sight.  And  I  might  tell  you 
that  the  fairy's  name  was  Hapi)iness.  if  you  have 
not  already  guessed  it. 

Something  about  the  fairy  kiss  kept  the  prin- 
cess laughing  softly  all  the  way  along  between 
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the  tall  trees  till  she  came  to  the  gray  stone.  She 
peeked  round  it  curiously,  and  there,  sure  enough, 
was  her  first  dancing-master,  — a  ripjjling,  racing, 
merry  little  brook. 

"Lean  down,  Dianidra,"  called  the  brook.  .\nd 
Dianidra,  obeying,  was  drawn  gently  into  its 
arms,  and  away  it  danced  with  her  over  the 
stones,  singing: 

"Run,  don't  slip, — glide,  don't  trip  ! 
Merrily,  gay,' that  's  the  way. 
Dianidra,  dancing  's  play." 

You  never  could  guess  how  pleasant  it  was  danc- 
ing with  the  brook.  The  sunbeams  came,  too. 
and  joined  in.  But  finally  the  brook  whispereil 
to  the  princess  that  on  the  top  of  the  ne.xt  hill  an- 
other dancing-master  was  waiting.  So  Dianidra 
sprang  gaily  up  the  bank,  shaking  the  diamond 
drops  of  water  out  of  her  sunny  locks  and  wring- 
ing out  her  dress. 

And  straightway  she  began  running  and  glid- 
ing as  easily  as  the  brook,  singing  all  the  time 
the  bit  of  a  song  he  had  taught  her.  When  she 
had  come  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  there,  sure 
enough,  was  her  second  dancing-master.  'T  was 
the  south  wind.  He  seized  Dianidra's  hands  and 
spun  her  round  in  a  hundred  gay  circles;  and  she 
bowed    and    swaved    as    gracefully   as    vou    have 


" 'BEFORE  YOU  CAN 
I.RARN  TO  DANCE, 
VOU  MUST  l.EAKN 
TO    LAUGH.'" 


would  never  weary  of  it.  Over  the  flow-er- 
splashed  hill  they  swept,  down  and  down  to  the 
edge  of  the  sea.     And  there  the  south  wind  left 


seen  the  llmvers  do  when  the  south  wind  ilances 
with  them. 

"Oh,   off  with   a   rush,   now  sway,  miw  stay, 
Now  bend  and  bow,  and  again  away  !" 

whispered  the  south  wind  in  her  ear.     .\nd  away 
and  awav  thev  danced,  and  Dianidra  thought  she 


"OVER  THE 
1  l.OVVER-SPLASHED 

lULl.    niAN'IDRA 
AND      THE      SOUTH 

WIND    SWEI'T." 


her  to  learn  something 
from    this,    her    last    dancing- 
master. 

The  sea  rushed  toward  Dianidra  with 
his  hundred  dancing  waves,  and,  catching  her  up 
in  his  mighty  arms,  drew  her  out  to  where  the 
swells  rose  and  fell  with  majestic  rhythm.  The 
dance  of  the  sea,  dear  hearts,  was  the  most  beau- 
tiful of  all.  First  he  held  her  curled  in  the  hollow 
of  a  giant  swell,  then  tossed  her  lightly  as  foam  on 
the  rising  crest,  where  she  floated  gently  to  and 
fro.  Now  with  a  rush  a  great  wave  ran  with  her 
merrily  up  the  sand,  teaching  her  the  most  won- 
derful curtsey,  the  curtsey  the  waves  have  been 
dropping  to  the  shore  for  years  and  hundreds  of 
years. 

.\fter  she  had  been  dancing  with  the  sea  for  a 
long,  long  time,  he  brought  up  from  his  treasure- 
chest  a  wonderful  coral  chain,  and  clasped  it 
round  her  neck;  and  he  wove  her  a  crown  of  sea- 
weed and  pearly  sea-flowers,  and,  with  a  last 
caress,  set  her  high  upon  the  beach.  So  happy 
had  Dianidra  been,  dancing  with  these  wonderful 
dancin,g-niasters,  that  she  had  n't  noticed  that  the 
sun  had  slipped  down  behind  the  hill.  It  was 
night,  and  the  moon  came  up  out  of  the  sea,  and 
smiled  at  the  runaway  princess  dancing  over  the 
sands.  Her  satin  dress  was  torn  and  dripping, 
hut  .she  was  more  beautiful  now  than  ever  before, 
because  her  eyes  were  laughing,  her  lips  were 
laughing,  her  heart  was  laughing;  but  more  than 
all  else,  her  Hying  feet  were  lau.ghing! 

It  chanced  that  a  most  royal  palace  stood  on 
that  beach,  and  the  princess,  running  and  gliding 
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like  the  brook,  and  swaying  and  bending  as  the 
south  wind,  and  curtseying  and  dipping  like  the 
sea,  danced  up  to  the  golden  gates,  which  were 
open,  straight  into  the  gaily  lighted  ball-room ! 
( lorgeous  princesses,  and  queens,  and  ladies  of 

high  degree  were  dan-    ,    _.  ...____. . 

ciug  with  princes,  and 
kings,  and  gentlemen 
of  high  degree,  for  it 
was  the  royalest  ball 
of  the  year,  and  from 
the  east  and  west, 
from  the  north  and 
south,  from  all  the  ten 
kingdoms  in  fact,  the 
com])any  had  .gath- 
ered. 

When  Dianidra 

swept  lightly  into 
their  midst,  dears  am 
ducks,  it  was  the  mu- 
surprised  conipan 
ever.  The  musician 
all  stop[)ed  thumping  p(>_.,  ^ 
and  banging,  and, 
with  their  cheeks  still 
]iuHed  out  and  their 
hands  upraised,  stared 
and  stared.  And  the 
gorgeous  princesses, 
and  queens,  and  the 
ladies  of  high  degree 
stopped  right  in  the 
midst  of  a  wonderful 
figure,  and,  with  their 
satin  slippers  dain- 
tily pointed  to  take 
the  next  step,  stared 
and  stared.  And  the 
jirinces,  and  kings, and 
the  gentlemen  of  high 
degree,  with  their 
courtly  backs  bent  for 
the  deep  bow,  stoppe 
and  stared  and  stared ; 
and  my  goody !  they 
stared  the  hardest  of 
all.  But  Dianidra 
danced  merrily  on. 

Just  about  as  long 
as  yon  could  count 
twenty  they  all  stared. 

then  — CRASH  !!!  !  went  the  music,  and  started 
up  the  most  marvelous  booming,— quite  like  the 
roar  of  the  sea,— and  the  most  royal  of  the 
[jrinces  unbent  his  back,  and  ran  lightly  up  to 
iJianidra,    and    away    they    whirled    down     rhe 


center  of  the  room.  Then  — then  I  am  sure 
you  would  have  laughed  at  what  happened  next 
—  because  all  the  kings  and  princes  and  gen- 
tlemen of  high  degree  were  so  anxious  to  dance 
with  Dianidra  that  they  trod  upon  each  other's 
^  .....^ 


-_.;1By, «■_,■■■»    as 


I  111-."*     1  ol.NlJ     1  Hi-.    KIM, 


ii;arin(;  our  vvh..\t  i.itti.k  h.mu  vv.vs  left  him. 

(SKK'NKXT    I'.\GI'..| 

toes;  and  in  the  scramble  they  lost  their  crowns, 
and  they  shoved  and  pushed  each  other  quite  ter- 
ribly, without  ever  once  saying  "Beg  jjardon, "  or 
anythin.g  like  that  — while  the  jirincesses,  and 
cpieens,  and  the  ladies  of  high  degree  grew  red 
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and  then  white  by  turns,  and  stamped  first  one 
foot  and  then  the  other,  and  whispered  behind 
their  fans,  and  glared  at  the  dancing  princess 
through  their  gold  lorgnettes.  No  wonder ! 
Dianidra,  in  her  torn  frock  and  seaweed  crown 
and  coral  necklace,  was  more  beautiful  than  all 
of  them  together;  and  who,  after  dancing  with 
her.  cared  to  dance  with  any  one  of  them  ? 

So  she  danced  with  each  of  the  royal  gentle- 
men, but  oftenest.  as  you  are  already  supposing, 
with  the  most  royal  prince ;  and  pretty  soon  they 
danced  out  into  the  castle  gardens,  and  perhaps 
she  told  him  all  about  her  strange  dancing-mas- 
ters—but that  I  cannot  say.  They  spoke  so  very 
softh'  that  I  could  not  possibly  hear  one  word. 
But  after  a  while  the  prince  ordered  his  most 
royal  carriage,  and  the  fifty  white  horses  gal- 
loped over  hill  and  dale  to  the  palace  of  Dian- 
idra's  father. 

There  they  found  the  crabbish  king  tearing 
out  what  little  hair  was  left  him,  while  the  queen, 


nearly  smothered  with  smelling-salts,  was  weep- 
ing more  bitterly  than  ever,  and  sobbing:  "A 
princess  who  could  not  dance  was  better  than  no 
princess  at  all !"  and  a  good  bit  more  that  I  have 
n't  time  to  tell  you.  But  when  they  saw  Dianidra, 
they  ceased  their  crabbishness  and  weepishness 
straight  off,  and  when  the  prince  on  his  bended 
knee  asked  for  the  hand  of  the  princess,  they 
were  overjoyed  and  delighted  — which  is  the  way 
of  kings  and  queens. 

So  Dianidra  and  the  prince  were  married  in  a 
year  and  a  day,  and  the  wedding  was  the  most  gor- 
geous you  could  imagine.  .\s  the  fairy  had  prom- 
ised, Dianidra  was  the  most  wonderful  dancer  in 
all  the  ten  kingdoms,  for  in  her  dancing  was  the 
ripple  of  the  brook,  the  swaying  of  the  trees  and 
flowers  in  the  south  wind,  the  mystery  of  the  sea. 
All  through  the  years  she  and  the  most  royal 
prince  danced  together  merrily,  and  so  lived  hap- 
pily ever  after.  That,  sweethearts,  was  the  way 
of  it. 
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OLD  MISTER  WIND 


BY  MAZIE  V.   CARUTHERS 


Or.D  ATrsTER  W'r.xn,  he  just  enjoys 
Making  the  grown-up  people  cough. 
Blowing  their  hats  and  mufflers  off— 
But  he  "s  a  friend  to  all  the  boys  ! 
He  makes  my  grown-up  sister  fret 
Because  her  hair  won't  stay  in  place, 
Blows  every  which  way    round  her  face  — 
The  maddest  girl  vou  ever  met  ! 


But  he  and  I  have  lots  of  siiort. 
"Come  on,  my  boy,  let  's  sail  your  kite  ! 
I  'm  blowing  up  a  breeze  just  right !" 
He  whispers.    Then  we  have  a  sort 
Of  race,  up  hill  and  down.     Tt  's  grand! 
My  kite  sails  high  just  like  a  bird! 
At  home,  though,  I  don't  say  a  word 
Of  this— no  one  would  understand  ! 


IN  MEMORY  OF  ALEXANDER  W.  DRAKE 


BY  WILLIAM   FAVAL  CLARKE 


Just  after  the  last  number  of  St.  Nicholas  went 
to  press  came  the  sad  news  of  the  death  on  Pri- 
day,  February  4,  of  Mr.  Alexander  W.  Drake,  to 
whom  this  magazine  and  its  readers  owe  a  great 
debt  of  gratitude.  For  it  is  to  him  mainly  that 
two  generations  of  American  girls  and  boys  are 
beholden  for  all  the  joy  and  charm  and  inspira- 
tion they  have  gained  from  thousands  of  beautiful 
pictures  and  drawings— almost  beyond  numbering 
—  that  have  appeared  in  our  pages.  And  to  his 
fellow-workers  his  loss  is  that  of  a  comrade  for 
whom  each  and  all  had  cherished,  year  after  year. 


ALEXANUER    W.    13RAKK. 
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a  boundless  homage  and  affection.  In  him  were 
combined  such  strength  and  gentleness  of  charac- 
ter that  seldom,  if  ever,  has  a  man  been  more  be- 
loved by  all  who  knew  him. 

Most  of  our  readers  are  aware,  of  course,  that 
Mr.  Drake  was  the  honored  .Art  Director  of  The 
Century  and  St.  .Xkhoi.as;  but  .some  of  them 
may  not  have  known  or  remembered  that  his  long 
and  invaluable  services  in  their  behalf  extended 
back  to  the  very  beginning  of  these  publications, 
now  more  than   fortv  vears  gone  bv.     It  was  to 


him,  indeed,  that  the  wise  founders  of  the  enter- 
prise looked  for  expert  knowledge,  guidance, 
counsel,  in  the  then  undeveloped  fields  of  illus- 
trative art,  when  the  very  first  numbers  of  the 
two  periodicals  were  prepared.  Though  not  yet 
thirty,  he  had  taught  drawing  at  Cooper  Institute 
and  was  established  in  business  as  a  successful 
wood-engraver.  With  the  devotion  of  a  genuine 
apostle  of  art,  and  the  indomitable  zeal  and  pa- 
tience of  one  who  thought,  with  Emerson,  that 
"difficulties  exist  to  be  surmounted,"  he  gave  him- 
self whole-heartedly  to  the  accomplishment  of  his 
great  new  task.  How  strenuous  the  demands 
upon  his  faculties  were  to  be,  he  was  doubtless  at 
that  time  profoundly  ignorant,  and  little  dreamed 
what  mountains  of  difficulty  lay  before  him.  But 
young  manhood  shares  with  youth  the  fortunate 
privilege  of  seeing  only  the  end  to  be  attained 
and  not  the  obstacles:  and  how  amply  he  justified 
the  faith  reposed  in  him  and  "achieved  the  impos- 
sible" was  clearly  demonstrated  within  a  very 
few  years. 

Mr.  Drake  was  born  near  \\'estfield.  New  Jer- 
sey, in  1843,  and  from  his  earliest  youth  showed 
artistic  talent  and  inclination.  Before  he  was 
twenty-five  he  had  made  drawings  on  wood  for 
engravers,  had  practised  wood-engraving,  and 
had  studied  painting  both  in  oil  and  water-col- 
ors. From  the  close  of  the  Civil  War,  in  1865, 
his  business  as  a  wood-engraver  grew  and  pros- 
pered for  five  years  with  such  success,  as  already 
stated,  that  when  "Scribner's  Monthly"  (now 
The  Cextury)  was  established  in  1870,  he  was 
induced  to  take  charge  of  its  Art  Department. 
Three  years  later,  the  same  company  decided  to 
begin  the  publication  of  another  periodical,  St. 
Nicholas,  dedicated  especially  to  the  pleasure 
and  profit  of  American  girls  and  boys:  and  Mr. 
Drake  became  Art  Director  of  both  magazines. 

In  this  important  and  responsilile  position  he 
promptly  won  for  himself  and  the  two  periodicals 
an  acknowledged  leadership  in  the  field  of  art  by 
his  achievements  in  perfecting  new  methods  of 
engraving  and  printing.  He  also  placed  the  maga- 
zines in  the  forefront  of  periodical  publications 
of  that  day  by  his  rare  taste  and  skill  in  selecting 
subjects  and  illustrators,  and  by  his  increasing 
success  in  obtaining  perfect  reproductions  of  the 
artist's  work.  In  this  effort  he  received  the  con- 
stant, loyal,  patient  aid  of  a  great  printer,  Theo- 
dore L.  DeVinne:  and  as  a  result  of  their  com- 
bined study  and  perseverance,  it  became  possible 
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ere  lolig  for  the  magazines  to  lay  liefore  their 
readers  ahiiost  fauitier.s  co])ies  in  black  and  white 
of  the  masterpieces  of  Eurojiean  galleries  and  of 
distinguished  artists  of  our  own  times,  one  of 
whom,  the  well-known  etcher  Joseph  Pennell,  de- 
clared, "Mr.  Drake  has  done  more  for  the  ad- 
vancement of  illustration  than  any  man  living." 

Xot  content  with  these  successes  in  his  own  im- 
mediate work,  however,  Mr.  Drake  has  been  iden- 
tified with  many  other  important  art  movements 
in  this  country  during  the  past  thirty-five  years. 
In  all  these  varied  organizations,  as  well  as  in  his 
association  \\\lh  painters  and  sculptors,  he  was 
held  in  especial  regard  as  an  art  critic  of  trained 
discrimination,  rare  taste,  and  ripe  experience, 
and  he  was  repeatedly  selected  to  serve  on  special 
juries  and  committees  for  projected  exhibitions 
or  art  publications. 

But,  as  most  St.  Xichol.vs  young  folk  know, 
there  is  another  side  of  Mr.  Drake's  life  which 
would  be  found  perha])s  e\en  more  fascinating  by 
girls  and  boys  —  the  fact  that  he  was  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  art-collectors  in  X'^ew  York.  Al- 


most every  boy  at  some  time  in  his  childhood  or 
early  teens  becomes  absorbed  in  making  a  collec- 
tion of  one  sort  or  another.  \\'ith  many  it  is  only 
a  temjrarary  craze,  but  even  with  these  the  hobby 
that  he  has  cherished  so  intensely  for  weeks  or 
months  — whether  it  be  autographs,  or  stamps,  or 
coins,  or  some  finer  fancy — has  always  a  special 
interest,  even  after  its  actual  pursuit  has  been 
abandoned.  But  we  all  have  known  or  read  of  a 
few  steadfast  youngsters  with  whom  the  enthu- 
siasm has  persisted  and  become  a  factor  or  an 
influence  that  affected  and  enriched  their  entire 
after-life.  So  it  was  with  Mr.  Drake.  He  was 
by  nature  an  artist,  and  he  made  collecting  an 
art ;  and  the  touch  of  real  art,  whether  it  lay  in 
form  or  color,  in  clever  design  or  perfect  crafts- 
mauship,  was  the  test  by  which  he  chose  each 
object  in  his  collections.  But  his  interest  in  the 
jnirsuit  itself  was  unceasing,  and  by  the  multi- 
uule  and  variety  of  beautiful  things  that  he  gath- 
ered about  him,  his  life  gained  a  charm  and  .spe- 
cial interest  that  it  could  not  have  had  otherwise, 
while  his  collections  also  added  innneasurably  to 
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the  joy   and   art-knowledge   of  all   his   intimates 
and  illumined  their  lives  as  well  as  his  own. 

One  of  these  good  friends, 
]\Ir.  W.  H.  Shelton,  himself 
an  artist  and  an  author,  gave 
a  delightful  account  of  Mr. 
Drake's  home  a  few  years 
ago  in  a  magazine  article 
from  which  we  take  these  ex- 
tracts: 

"There  is  nothing  that  is 
modern  in  this  interesting 
house.  The  tables,  the  chairs, 
the  sofas,  the  tapestries,  the 
chandeliers  overhead  and  the 
rugs  underfoot  are  the  prod- 
ucts of  old  workshops  in  Old 
World  by-ways.  For  Mr. 
Drake,  as  a  collector,  by  no 
means  confines  himself  to  one 
fad.  His  fondness  for  color, 
which  seems  to  be  the  secret 
of  his  interest  in  old  things, 
has  apparently  shaped  his 
course  as  a  collector.  His  first 
love  is  still  for  old  vessels  in 
copper  and   brass,   which   he 

has  gathered  in  his  summer  vacations  in  Spain,  in 
Holland,  in  Algiers,  in  Egyjit,  antl  in  spare  hours 


at  home  among  the  wonderful  junk-shops  of  New 
York.  He  has  an  exclusive  collection  of  antique 
finger-rings:  another  of  the  embroidered  and 
faded  samplers  of  our  grandmothers'  day ;  a  third 
of  bird-cages,  including  some  curious  specimens 
of  old  blue  delft  from  Holland;  a  remarkable  col- 
lection of  old  glass  bottles  of  all  sizes,  shapes,  and 
colors  :  and  a  most  interesting  array  of  full-rigged 
model  ships,  both  large  and  small. 

"Mr.  Drake  is  a  born  collector  who  pursues  his 
fads  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  boy  of  sixteen.  He 
is  one  of  the  youngest  men  of  his  age  in  Xew 
York :  and  when  he  becomes  thoroughly  inter- 
ested in  showing  his  treasures,  he  is  like  a  happy 
child,  with  the  magnetism  to  transform  his  visi- 
tors into  admiring  playmates.  The  only  draw- 
back to  this  temporary  forgetfulness  of  condi- 
tions, on  the  part  of  Mr.  Drake's  guests,  is  that 
they  presently  emerge  from  his  toy-land  of 
warmth,  and  color,  and  music,  to  find  with  a 
shock  that  they  are  old  again,  or  at  least  grown 
up ;  that  they  have  been  beguiled  by  a  wizard 
who  does  not  have  to  emerge,  but  remains  be- 
hind in  the  pleasant  delusion  and  the  beautiful 
play-house." 

It  is  pleasant  to  note  that  Mr.  Shelton  finds  the 
"make-believe"  and  "play-house"  of  childhood  a 
fitting  image  for  Mr.  Drake's  miniature  palace  of 
art,  while  he  shows  conclusively  that  its  beauty 
and  treasure  had  power  to  make  grown-ups  young 
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again.     And.  along  with  his  admirable  word-pic- 
tures, we  print  here  several  photographs  selected 
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from  interior  views  of  the  house  itself —  because 
to  young  eyes  they  reveal,  better  than  any  words, 
what  rich  spoil  of  loveliness  Mr.  Drake's  taste 
and  knowledge  had  gathered  from  far  and  near. 
All  these  beautiful  objects  are  antiques  — the 
work  of  the  years  when  the  artisan  wrought  with 
the  love  of  an  artist  and  put  his  soul  into  the 
thing  that  he  was  fashioning,  whatever  it  might 
be.  And  of  course  no  ])hotographs  can  give  the 
rare  efl'ects  of  color  which  mellowed  all  this  opu- 
lent array  into  one  general  harmony  and  glow. 

But  this  brief  summary  presents  only  the  mer- 
est outline  of  Mr.  Drake's  singularly  useful  and 
successful  life.  The  things  that  counted  most  in 
it  —  that  made  up  his  winning  and  unusual  person- 
ality—cannot be  told.  Yet  from  what  is  here 
recorded,  girls  and  boys  may  at  least  gain  some 
glimpses  of  the  traits  that  made  him  the  man  he 
was  and  won  the  deep  esteem  and  affection  of  all 
his  friends  and  fellow-workers,  who  cherish  the 
memory  of  his  unnuml)ered  kindnesses,  his  un- 
wearying generosity,  and  his  hajipy  serenity  of 
spirit  thai  radiated  gentleness  and  cheer. 


In  the  early  years  of  his  work  upon  the  maga- 
zines, his  business  associates  included  Mr.  Ros- 
well  Smith,  the  founder  and  first  president  of 
The  Century  Co.  and  the  liberal,  active  head  of  all 
its  varied  projects;  Dr.  J.  (i.  flolland.  the  first 
editor  of  The  Century  M.\(;.\zine,  and  Richard 
Watson  (lilder,  his  successor:  Mrs.  j\fary  Mapes 
Dodge,  for  thirty-two  years  editor  of  St.  Nich- 
olas ;  Mr.  Frank  H.  Scott,  the  second  president 
of  the  company:  and  Mr.  Charles  F.  Chichester, 
for  many  years  its  treasurer.  These  all  preceded 
him  into  the  Great  Beyond:  but  with  all  of  them 
he  labored  long  and  zealously  in  pursuit  of  the 
finest  ideals.  They  were  all  united  not  merely  by 
a  mutual  interest,  but  by  the  closest  bonds  of  com- 
radeship; and  no  member  of  that  distinguished 
and  high-minded  circle  was  more  respected  and 
beloved  than  he.  Our  young  readers  and  their 
parents  will  understand  in  what  grateful  affec- 
tion he  was  held  by  the  surviving  associates  of 
both  his  earlier  and  later  years,  and  with  what 
sorrow  they  record  his  death  in  the  magazines 
which  were  his  life-work  atid  his  greatest  pride. 
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BIRDS   AS  TRAVELERS 
BY   FRANK   M.  CHAPMAN 

Clt7-ator  of  Ortiiikology,  A  jru-rican  Aliisruni  o/ Niitural 
History,  i\e7u  1  ',»/.■ 

THE  DAY   FLIERS 

Some  birds  travel  only  by  day:  others,  only  by 
night;  while  a  smaller  number  travel  both  by  day 
and  night. 

The  day  fliers  are  strong  of  wing.  Many  of 
them  live  in  the  open— in  the  fields  or  marshes, 
and  along  the  beaches.  Or  if  their  home  is  in  the 
trees,  they  do  not  hesitate  to  leave  them,  and  often 
make  long  flights  in  their  search  for  food.  All 
the  birds  which  gather  nightly  in  roosts,  like  rob- 
ins, grackles,  swallows,  swifts,  and  crows,  are  day 
fliers.  Blue  jays,  waxwings,  bluebirds,  many  of 
the  finches,  —  like  crossbills,  redpolls,  and  snow- 
buntings, —  and  even  the  tiny  humming-bird  travel 
by  day.  "But,"  you  may  well  ask,  "why  should 
not  all  birds  tra\el  when  they  have  light  to  see 
the  way,  and  sleep  at  night  as  they  do  when  they 
are  not  migrating?" 

The  answer  is  that  only  those  birds  venture 
forth  by  day  which  can  fly  fast  enough  to  escape 
from  bird-killing  hawks.  Not  all  hawks  prey  on 
birds.  Most  of  them  live  chiefly  on  mice.  But 
Cooper's  hawk,  the  sharp-shinned  hawk,  and  the 
duck-hawk  are  all  cannibals.  Woe  to  the  bird 
they  chase,  unless  it  is  swift  enough  to  outdis- 
tance them  or  escape  to  the  nearest  cover. 

Ducks  and  geese,  most  snipe  and  plover,  and 
sea-birds  like  gulls  and  petrels  travel  both  by  day 
and  night.  They  are  among  the  birds  which 
carry  fuel  for  the  engine  and  can  go  long  journeys 
without  stopping  for  a  fresh  sup|)ly. 

Have  you  ever  seen  birds  migrating  by  day? 
Sometimes  it  is  difficult  to  tell  whether  passing 
birds  are  simpb  flying  to  or  from  the  roost,  or 
whether  they  arc  actually  embarked  on  their  great 
journey.  When,  on  some  late  summer  or  early 
fall  afternoon,  we  see  swallows  hurrying  south- 
ward, we  might  well  imagine  that  they  were  bound 
for  their  winter  homes  instead  of  their  beds  in 
the  marshes.  Rut  when  we  hear  the  clarion  honk- 
ing of  wild  geese,  and,  looking  upward,  see  the 
flying  wedge  cleaving  its  way  steadily  and  rap- 
idly ilirough  the  sky, , then  we  know  that  we  arc 


seeing  real  bird  travelers,  and  we  wonder  where 
they  have  come  from,  where  they  are  going,  and 
how  they  can  possibly  find  the  way. 

Then,  in  the  early  spring,  when  the  black  flocks 
of  chattering  redwings  and  grackles  come  and  fly 
onward  toward  the  north,  we  know  that  they  be- 
long to  the  army  which  soon  will  take  possession 
of  the  land. 

Robins  usually  migrate  in  scattered  companies 
or  "loose  flocks"  as  thev  are  termed.     Bluebirds 
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have  much  the  same  habit,  but  are  perhaps  even 
more  scattered.  W  hen  they  are  traveling,  one 
can  hear  their  soft  flight-note,  tiir-zvcc.  tiir-Tccc, 
all  day  long,  as  bird  after  bird  passes  overhead. 

Crows  migrate  much  as  they  return  to  the 
roost.  In  March  and  October  one  may  see  single 
birds  or  groups  of  three  or  four  flying  rather 
high  and  as  though  they  had  an  important  engage- 
ment somewhere.  Such  flights  may  last  all  day, 
while  the  return-to-the-roost  flight,  we  know, 
takes  place  only  in  the  late  afternoon. 

Hawks  also  travel  in  ibis  way.  Some  days  in 
the  fall  one  or  more  hawks  will  be  in  sight  from 
morning  until  evening,  all  flying  in  the  same  di- 
rection, as  though  they  were  going  to  the  same 
place, 

In  the  spring,  on  the  eastern  slope  of  the  moun- 
tains of  Vera  Cruz,  Mexico,  I  have  seen  flocks 
containing  thousands  of  hawks  migrating  north- 
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ward.  Although  closely  massed,  they  did  not 
move  onward  in  a  solid  body  like  a  flock  of  black- 
birds, but,  like  a  swarm  of  bees,  they  circled  about 
and  among  each  other  in  the  most  remarkable  and 
confusing  manner.     But  in  spite  of  their  wheel- 
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ing,  they  all  passed  rapidly  northward  and  were 
soon  out  of  sight. 

Some  years  later,  in  March,  in  the  same  jiart  of 
Mexico,  I  saw  a  flock  of  several  thousand  white 
pelicans  migrating  northward.  These  great  birds 
measure  eight  feet  from  tip  to  tip  of  their  out- 
stretched wings.  Like  the  hawks,  their  flight  was 
not  in  a  direct  line,  but  in  a  series  of  intertwin- 
ing loops.  The  sun  shone  on  their  snowy  plu- 
mage, and  against  the  background  of  blue  moun- 
tains they  made  a  sight  of  great  beauty.  They 
were  as  dazzling  white  as  snowflakes  in  a  squall, 
but,  unlike  snowflakes.  their  motions  were  as 
stately  and  dignified  as  those  of  dancers  in  a 
minuet.  So,  sweeping  gracefully  around  each 
other,  they  too  were  quickly  lost  to  view. 

Why  birds  should  travel  in  this  manner  in- 
stead of  "as  the  crow  flies,"  I  cannot  say.  It 
mu.st  at  least  double  the  distance  they  cover.  We 
cannot  believe  that  they  keep  rounding  up  the 
flock  to  prevent  any  stragglers  from  being  lost, 
for  we  have  found  in  what  scattered  companies 
hawks,  perhaps  of  the  same  kind  as  those  seen 
in  Mexico,  travel  in  the  fall.  Possibly  these 
spring  flights  may  have  something  to  do  with  the 
courtship  customs  of  that  time  of  year. 

A    PATHWAY   IN    THE   AIU 

It  is  most  interesting  to  observe  how  closely 
widely  separated  flocks  or  groups  of  migrating 
birds  follow  the  same  invisible  i)athway  through 
the  air.  I  have  seen  swallows  flying  northward 
in   small    bodies,    which    followed    each   other   at 


short  intervals.  Sometimes  several  minutes 
would  pass  before  a  bird  was  seen.  Then  the  last 
ones  to  go  by  would  be  far  out  of  sight,  for  they 
were  not  flying  more  than  twenty  feet  above  the 
earth.  But  each  bird  followed  those  that  had 
gone  before  it,  as  though  guided  by  the  marks  of 
wing-beats  in  the  air. 

In  the  same  way  I  have  seen  herring-gulls,  in 
the  spring,  migrating  over  my  home  at  Engle-  ' 
wood.  New  Jersey.  They  were  flying  toward  the 
northeast  in  flocks  of  fifteen  to  twenty  birds,  and 
were  about  one  thousand  feet  above  the  earth. 
-At  times,  several  flocks  could  be  seen  at  once. 
Then  several  minutes  would  pass  without  any 
more  gulls  appearing.  But  soon  another  flock 
would  come  out  of  the  southwest  and  follow  as 
directly  after  those  which  were  now  several  miles 
ahead  as  though  there  were  guide-posts  in  the 
sky. 

Besides  those  day  travelers  whi^h  fly  near 
enough  to  the  earth  to  be  seen,  there  are  others 
which  fly  too  far  above  us  to  be  within  range  of 
our  eyes.  On  September  30.  1894.  an  astronomer 
at  Shere,  England,  was  studying  the  sun  through 
a  telescope.  Every  few  seconds,  during  the  ten 
minutes  he  w-atched.  a  bird  was  seen  to  pass 
slowly  through  his  field,  flying  in  a  southerly  di- 
rection:  but  with  the  naked  eye  not  a  bird  could 
be  seen. 

Our  ears  really  tell  us  more  than  our  unaided 
eyes  about  the  day  fliers  which  are  traveling  far 
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up  in  the  sky.  W'ith  nothing  to  turn  them  from 
their  course,  sound  waves  carry  surprising  dis- 
tances either  up  from  the  earth  or  down  to  it. 

Balloonists  tell  us  how  clearly  they  can  hear 
voices  of  people  who  are  scarcely  visible  to  them. 
So  we  may  hear  the  notes  of  passing  birds  which 
are  traveling  at  too  great  a  height  to  be  seen. 
The  mellow  whistles  of  certain  snipe  and  plover 
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tell  US  that  they  are  passing  along  the  birds'  air- 
line when  it  is  impossible  for  us  to  see  them.  But, 
if  we  answer,  we  may  in  time  see  a  black  speck 
in  the  sky  which  responds  to  our  call  and  finally 
circles  close  overhead. 

On  one  occasion,  in  Central  Park,  New  York 
City,  I  heard  the  flutelike  call  of  a  yellow-leg 
snipe,  which  was  migrating  high  over  the  city. 
Perhaps  he  was  calling  to  some  companion  in  the 
sky.  Certainly  there  was  nothing  on  the  earth  to 
attract  him.  P.ut  putting  my  fingers  to  my  lips,  1 
whistled  a  loud  imitation  of  his  notes.  Quickly 
he  answered.  I  whistled  again,  and  soon  could 
see  a  black  dot  circling  high  above  me.  Larger 
and  larger  it  grew,  louder  and  more  frequent  be- 
came his  cry.  and  within  a  minute,  much  to  the 
surprise  of  passers-by.  the  bird  was  flying  anx- 
iously back  and  forth  just  over  my  head.  But 
unable  to  find  the  bird  which  had  called  to  him. 
he  soon  mounted  high  in  the  air  and  continued 
his  journey. 

THE    P.\SSENGER-PIGEOX 

OxE  of  the  most  remarkable  of  day  fliers  was  the 
passenger-pigeon.  .\t  times,  several  days  were 
required  for  the  migrating  hosts  to  pass  a  given 
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point.  The  procession  stretched  from  horizon  to 
horizon  and  was  a  mile  or  more  in  width.  Often 
the  sun  would  be  obscured  by  the  clouds  of  flying 
birds. 

In  1808.  Alexander  Wilson,  .Vmcrica's  i)ioncer 
ornithologist,  estimated  thai,  during  a  great  flight 
of  pigeons  which  he  saw  in  Kentucky,  2,230,272.- 
000  birds  passed   in    four  hours.     'Twenty   years 


later  they  were  still  so  abundant  that  Audubon 
wrote:  "I  have  satisfied  myself  by  long  observa- 
tion that  nothing  but  the  gradual  diminution  of 
our  forests  can  accomplish  their  decrease."  But 
.Audubon  did  not  realize  the  power  of  the  market 
g\nmer  unrestrained  by  law.  F'orests  we  still 
have,  but  of  the  i)igeons  not  one  remains. 

INSTINCT 

The  winter  had  been  a  hard  one,  and  the  intense 
cold  had  only  moderated  enough  to  make  it  pos- 
sible for  the  meadow  people  to  venture  out  without 
becomingactually  sluggish  with  its  biting  intensity. 
So  late  in  the  season,  and  still  the  hard,  frozen 
snow  lay  as  if  possible  thaws  were  unknown. 

To-night  the  moon  shone  clear  and  brilliant  in 
a  steel-blue  sk)-,  and  every  projecting  weed-stalk 
stood  arrayed  in  glittering  ice-jewels,  with  a 
sharp  black  shadow  extending  along  the  snow 
from  its  base. 

The  hardy  little  meadow-mice,  who  seldom 
mind  bow  cold  it  is,  during  this  winter  bad  passed 
manv  a  day  and  night  inside  the  galleries  that  ran 
in  all  directions  among  the  frozen  grass-roots 
from  their  nest  under  the  snow  without  coming 
to  the  surface  at  all,  and  everything  eatable  within 
those  icy  passages  had  been 
devoured  long  ago. 

So  long  had  the  snow  and 
ice  lasted  that  the  younger 
generation  had  no  knowledge 
of  thaws,  or  sudden  high 
tides  that  swept  over  the 
marsh,  turning  it  into  a  rag- 
ing sea,  when  only  the  lucky 
ones  ever  lived  to  remember 
if  they  were  caught  in  it. 

The  \'eteran  of  the  colony 
had  aroused  himself  from 
his  day's  sleep,  and.  with  a 
stretch  and  yawn,  had  shiv- 
ered as  he  washed  his  face 
V  ith  both  paws  at  once  after 
the  fashion  of  his  kind,  in 
preparation  for  the  night's 
adventures. 

The    biting    cold    had    be- 
come a  settled  fact  in  his  ex- 
istence,  a   sort  of   fate  that 
was  there  for  all  time,  and  he  started  out  to  ex- 
plore the  eaten-out  tunnels  without  much  cxpec- 
tation  of  finding  anything  there. 

Presently  he  paused,  as  his  keen  nose  told  him 
that  at  one  spot  there  were  a  few  seeds  left  in 
one  of  the  pockets  where  food  had  been  stored  in 
the  fall,  and  the  snow  bad  penetrated  and  foruud 
an  ice-bank  around  them. 
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Even  as  he  stopped  to  investigate,  the  warning 
squeal  of  one  of  the  younger  members  of  the 
colony  told  that  they  also  had  located  the  store; 
but  the  snarling  teeth  of  the  \'eteran,  as  he 
turned  toward  them,  warned  them  to  respect  his 
age  and  prowess. 

With   all   his   strength   of   teeth   and   claws   he 

attacked  the  frozen, 
matted  grass-roots 
and  stems,  and  in  a 
few  moments  had 
uncovered  the  be- 
ginning of  a  store 
of  seeds  placed  there 
in  the  autumn,  when 
food  was  abundant. 
He  ate  what  he 
wanted,  but  he  had 
other  plans,  and 
soon  left  to  continue 
on  his  way  to  the 
opening  of  the  bur- 
row, while  the  other 
members  of  the  col- 
ony lost  no  time  in 
finishing  the   rest   of 


"THE    VETERAN    PAUSED 
AND    SNIFFED." 


satisfying  their  hunger  by 
the  supply. 

At  the  entrance  of  the  burrow,  hidden  under 
the  frozen  remnant  of  the  salt-grass  that 
abounded  along  the  edge  of  the  marsh,  he  paused 
with  uplifted  head  and  twitching  nostrils. 

The  wondrous  clear  moonlight  changed  every 
twig  and  frozen  grass-blade  to  silver  and  blue, 
and  they  each  and  every  one  cracked  with  the  in- 
tensity of  the  cold. 

Still  the  \'eteran  paused  and  sniffed.  It  was 
just  as  cold  as  ever,  everything  was  just  as  hard 
as  ever,  and  everything  was  still  crackling  with 
the  frost;  but  there  was  something  new  in  the  air. 
A  change  was  coming. 

He  knew  the  marsh  well,  and,  while  it  was  as 
hard  as  it  was  to-night,  there  was  no  need  to 
hunt  for  firm  ground.  He  made  his  way  across 
the  ice  from  grass-roots  to  clumps  of  bushes,  find- 
ing a  seed  here  and  there  that  had  been  over- 
looked by  the  other  prowlers ;  but  he  steadily 
headed  toward  the  other  side  of  the  marsh,  where 
the  long,  low  farm-buildings  stood  black  against 
the  moonlit  sky,  pausing  every  few  feet  to  sniff 
with  upraised  head. 

.\s  he  left  the  cattails'  shelter  at  the  edge  of 
the  higher  ground,  a  black  shadow  against  the 
snow  passed  beyond  without  a  sound,  and  he  knew 
the  fox  was  also  looking  for  food  near  the  barns. 

Famine  was  in  the  land,  and  the  barns  and 
sheds  were  the  only  hope  of  many  of  the  meadow 
people. 


The  slightest  rustle  or  cry  would  have  brought 
the  enemy  hunting  for  him.  Nothing  but  abso- 
lute stillness  could  protect  him,  hut  he  was  ex- 
perienced and  not  easily  startled. 

The  shadow  passed.  Although  everything 
seemed  clear,  he  distrusted  the  signs  and  made 
use  of  every  grass-root  and  fallen  branch  as  a 
shelter. 

But  the  barn  walls  were  reached  and  tlie  little 
hole  found  that  he  knew  so  well. 

His  kind  did  not  enter  barns  except  in  dire 
necessity,  but  he  had  fciund  that  there  were  times 
when   it  was  wise. 

The  feast  was  long,  and  there  were  others,  who 
were  ready  to  dispute  his  right.  More  than  one 
scrimmage  resulted  before  he  reappeared,  an  hour 
before  the  dawn. 

Again  his  head  went  u[)  in  the  air,  his  nostrils 
twitched  — there  was  a  cloudiness  that  had 
dimmed  the  brilliancy  of  the  night,  and  a  wind 
was  rising  in   low  gusty  breaths. 

He  had  advanced  well  on  his  way  toward  the 
marsh,  wdien  a  shadow  crossed  his  path.  An  al- 
most involuntary  jump  on  one  side  was  all  that 
saved  him.  as  the  owl's  wings  indented  the  snow 
beside  where  he  had  been. 

Not  a  sound  from  that  swift-moving  shadow. 
He  forced  himself  among  the  shoots  of  a  wild- 
rose  bush,  heedless  of  the  scratches  he  received 
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on  every  side,  and  waited  as  that  silent  terror 
passed  once  more,  but.  finding  nothing,  went  its 
way. 

.Again    he    started    un    his    homeward    journey, 
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traveling  warily  and  keeping  well  within  the 
shelter  of  every  twig,  until  the  band  of  salt  grass- 
stalks  at  the  edge  of  the  marsh  were  reached. 

He  gained  the  mouth  of  the  burrow  and  again 
he  raised  his  head  and  sniffed.  As  he  diil  .so,  the 
first  soft  fleecy  snowtlake  fluttered  down. 

He  slept  soundly  all  day,  for  it  had  been  a 
glorious  feast,  and  he  was  warmer  and  more  com- 
fortalilc  than  he  had  been  for  weeks.  But  there 
i-  an  end  to  all  things,  and  the  alarmed  squealing 
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and  scampering  of  the  \-ounger  members  of  the 
colony  at  last  disturbed  him. 

He  stretched  and  yawned  as  he  awoke,  washed 
his  face  with  dainty  paws,  stroking  and  .shaking 
his  sleek  fur  into  place,  but  stopping  occasionally 
to  listen  to  the  excitement  among  the  others. 
Then  he  was  ready  for  tlie  work  of  earning  a 
living  again. 

As  he  approached  the  entrance  to  the  burrow- 
he  snififed  and  sniffed,  and  his  pace  became  slower 
and  slower,  as  the  air,  warm  and  wet  with  rain 
and  half-thawed  snow,  reached  him. 

The  other  members  of  the  colony  were  gath- 
ered at  that  end  of  the  burrow,  but  the  \'eteran 
traveled  past  them. 

Slowly  and  cautiously  he  poked  his  nose  out. 
He  fell  the  warmth  and  drenching  wet  every- 
where, and  heard  the  crackling  of  the  1)reaking 
ice.  'ilie  wind  was  driving  a  gale,  and  the  flying 
clouds  streamed  overhead  as  if  in  sympathy  with 
the  fear  and  confusion  below.  The  thaw  hail 
come  while  he  sle])t. 

Only  a  moment  did  it  take  him  to  realize  the 
change,  and  his  instinct  told  him  of  the  danger. 

He  darted  back  to  the  burrow  and  uttered  a 
shrill  squeal.  Instantly  the  burrow  became  silent. 
-Again  he  called,  and  the  whole  clan  answered  the 
cr\'.  ^'oung  and  old  came  crowding  to  the  en- 
trance, while  the  \'cternn  mcived  outside  with  one 
more  sharp  call. 


It  was  the  flitting,  and  they  all  knew  that  their 
leader's  instinct  told  him  that  a  serious  danger 
was  near. 

He  led  the  way,  not  in  a  straight  line  across 
frozen  surfaces  this  time,  but  from  grass-root  to 
grass-root,  testing  any  smooth  surface,  for  the 
cracking  ice  tells  how  it  is  being  forced  up  from 
below  as  well  as  weakened  by  the  melting  snow 
above. 

Overhead  circleil  the  great,  winged  eneinies— 
crows  and  gulls  and  herons 
—  ready  to  seize  those  unfor- 
tunates who  would  soon  be 
drowned  out  of  their  winter 
quarters  and  fall  an  easy 
prey,  numbed  as  they  were 
with  fear  and  cold. 

Onward  cautioush-  moved 
the  little  band.  Once  a  young 
mouse  broke  from  the  com- 
pact mass  and  scampered  out 
I  in   the   wet    ice   beside   the 
L,'rass-tufts,    when    an    omi- 
nous    cracking     told     how 
slight   a   thing  would  break 
that  ice-crust  and  let  the  ris- 
ing waters  cover  the  surface. 
The  \'eteran,  with  snarling  teeth,  turned  sav- 
agely on  the  venturesome  one,  on  whom  he  be- 
stowed a  sharp  bite  as  he  scrambled  back  to  the 
higher  and  safer  level  of  the  grass-tufts. 

Where,  on  the  first  trip,  the  ground  had  been 
white  and  hard,  there  were  now  bogs  and  raging 
seas,  and  luore  than  once  they  had  to  swim  for 
their  lives. 

But  they  would  cross  the  luarsh  in  safety  if 
only  the  ice  would  hold  a  few  moments  longer. 

Their  progress  was  slow,  as  manj'  of  the  pud- 
illes  had  to  he  forded  and  the  driving  wind  stirred 
their  surfaces  into  serious  waves  for  the  luouse- 
folk  to  navigate. 

They  struggled  on  until  the  end  of  the  marsh 
was  in  sight  and  the  rising  ground  beyond  showed 
a  harbor  of  refuge,  but  between  them  and  the 
solid  ground  lay  a  patch  of  crackling  ice,  covered 
with  melting  snow  under  the  driving  rain. 

They  ])aused  with  plaintive,  suppressed  squeals, 
when  an  e.xtra  crash  told  that  the  ice  had  given 
way. 

The  \'eteran,  with  his  sharp  cry  of  warning, 
plunged  into  the  seething  waters  as  the  ice  disap- 
peared under  the  storm-driven  tide. 

The  others  followed,  seizing  any  sticks  or  drift- 
ing debris  that  conies  from  every  corner  when 
the  tide  drives. 

The  wind  helped  as  it  drove  the  waves  toward 
the  edge  of  the  land,  ami   in  a   few  moments  it 
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was  an  exhausted  and  draggled  band  that  crawled 
out  on  the  higher  ground  :  but  the  X'eteran's  cry 
brought  them  together. 

As  they  struggled  onward  toward  the  shelter- 
ing walls  of  the  barn,  they  looked  back  many 
times  at  the  raging  sea  that  covered  the  place  of 
their  winter  home,  from  which  there  would  have 
been  no  escape  by  this  time,  if  the  \'eteran's  in- 
stinct had  not  warned  him  of  the  rising  waters. 

N.  M.  Pairpoint. 

ELECTRIC  BLOCK-SIGNALS 

A   WHOLLY   new   automatic   block-signal    system, 
of  a  type  never  before  used  on  any  railroad  and 
doing  away  entirely  with  the  use  of  varicolored 
lights,  has  just  been   put   into   operation   by   the 
Pennsylvania  Railroad  on  the 
wonderful    new    electric    road 
between  Philadelphia  and  Pa- 
oli,  Pennsylvania. 

The  feature  of  the  new  sig- 
nals is  the  substitution,  for 
day  and  night  use  alike,  of 
brilliant  white  electric  lights, 
showing  sharply  against  a 
black  background,  in  place  of 
the  moving  arms  of  the  sema- 
phore hitherto  used  by  day  and 
the  colored  lights  used  at 
night. 

All  positions  of  the  sema- 
phore arms  — horizontal,  diag- 
onal, and  vertical  — are  dupli- 
cated in  the  new  signals  by  the 
rows  of  electric  lights.  Each 
signal  has  a  sufficient  number 
of  rows  of  lights  to  be  the 
equivalent  of  two  semaphore 
arms. 

To  make  the  lights  clearly 
visible  even  in  the  brightest 
sunlight,  the  voltage  used  in  the  daytime  is  nearly 
quadruple  that  used  at  night.  The  lamps  can 
easily  be  seen  in  the  clearest  sunshine  for  more 
than  4000  feet.  So  powerful  are  the  lamps  that, 
when  the  full  current  is  used  at  night,  it  is  pos- 
sible to  read  large  type  by  their  li.ght  at  a  dis- 
tance of  1000  feet. 

Each  signal  protects  a  block  of  track  3500  feet 
in  length.  A  train  passing  a  signal  will  auto- 
matically set  it  at  "stop,"'  When  the  train  reaches 
the  next  block,  the  first  signal  changes  to  "cau- 
tion." Another  position  of  lights  shows  when 
two  full  blocks  are  clear,  and  a  fourth  position. 
when  three  or  more  are  unoccupied. 

.An  engineman  always  receives  notice  of  a  pos- 
sible stop  at  least  7000  feet  in  advance,  and  re- 


ceives two  cautionary  signals  before  ajiproaching 
the  "stop"  signal. 

The  new  signals  are  mounted  on  structural- 
steel  bridges,  which  span  the  tracks  and  serve 
the  additional  purpose  of  anchoring  the  trolley- 
wires. 

As  color  plays  no  ])art  in  the  scheme,  of  the 
new  signals,  all  possibility  of  the  engineman  fail- 
ing to  distinguish  at  night  between  red,  white, 
and  green  lights  is  banished. 

Thus  the  new  signal  assures  the  highest  possi- 
ble degree  of  safety  and  the  greatest  certainty 
and  efficiency  in  operation,  as  well  as  economy  in 
installation  and  maintenance,  since  all  moving 
parts  have  been  eliminated  from  the  signals  them- 
selves.    There  is  no  delicate  machinerv  mounted 
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in  the  signal  bridges  to  get  out  of  order  or  re- 
quire attention. 

E.  Leslie  Gilli.\ms. 

RIVERS  FORMED  BY  GLACIERS 

.Some  rivers  are  formed  by  a  rather  slow  process. 
Fed  by  springs  or  small  ponds,  they  issue  forth 
as  mere  rivulets  to  be  reinforced  by  other  streams 
until  they  have  reached  a  size  that  entitles  them 
to  be  termed  rivers.  Some,  like  the  St.  Lawrence, 
having  their  source  in  some  extensive  lake,  pass 
through  no  intermediate  state,  but  proceed  as 
full-fledged  rivers  directly  upon  their  course  to 
the  sea. 

Others  emerge  with  a  rush  and  roar  from  the 
heart  of  glaciers  located   far  up  on  the  sides  of 
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SIDES   TUEN  ry    GLACIERS    RADIATE    LIKE   THE 

ARMS    OF   A   GIGANTIC   STARFISH. 


lofty  mountains.  The  waters  of  these  glacier- 
born  rivers  are  not  crystal  clear,  as  many  sup- 
pose, but  are  milky  white,  due  to  the  lava  dust 
and  powdered  scoria  contained  in  the  ice-mass. 
This  color  the  waters  retain  for  miles  as  they 
flow  through  the  lowlands,  jiroclaiming  their  ])ar- 
entage  to  the  observant  eye. 

I'Vom  the  rugged  sides  of  Mount  Rainier, 
which  rises  to  a  height  of  over  14.000  feet,  and 
which  John  Muir  declares  America's  noblest 
mountain,  twenty  glaciers  radiate  like  the  arms 
of  a  gigantic  starfish.  From  each  of  these  springs 
a  river. 

The  great  Xisqually  Glacier,  one  of  the  largest 
on  the  mountain,  rears  its  "snout."  or  lower  eiul. 
within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  the  automobile 
road  which  ascends  the  mountain  to  an  altitude 
of  si.x  thousand  feet. 

I  he  face  of  the  glacier  is  four  hundred  feet  in 
luight.  From  a  cavern  in  the  ice-mass  a  large 
stream,  called  the  .Visqually,  bursts  forth  with  a 
boom  and  goes  rushing  down  the  valley,  and  fi- 
nally em])ties  into  the  waters  of  Puget  Sound. 
It  is  seldom  indeed  that  one  witnesses  the  for- 
mation of  a  river  under  such  favorahle  sur- 
roundings. 

Ias.  G.  ^fcCtRnv. 
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THE  "SEA-SLED" 

XVACK,    X.    ^". 

Dear  St.  Xiciiola.s;  With  the  permission  of  Mr. 
La  Chappelle.  the  designer  and  I)uilder,  I  am 
sending  you  some  photographs  and  the  following 
description  of  a  unique,  aerially  driven  boat,  de- 
signed to  operate  on  very  shallow  waters.  It  is 
called  a  sea-sled. 

It  is  named  YolaiHlii  II.  and  draws  only  two 
incites  when  running  with  a  load  of  ten  persons. 

Two    motors,    each    of    one  

hundred  and  thirty  horse- 
power, drive  two  aerial  pro- 
pellers, nine  feet  in  diameter, 
at  nine  hundred  and  fifty 
revolutions  per  minute.  The 
sled  attains  a  speed  of  forty- 
five  miles  an  hour. 

The  hull  is  twenty-eight 
feet  long,  nineteen  feet  wide, 
and  two  feet  three  inches 
deep :  it  is  formed  of  six 
wooden  pontoons  placed 
crosswise  to  the  length  of 
the  boat.  The  rudder  is  at 
the  bow.  She  is  designed  to 
carry  mail  on  the  upper  JMag- 
dalena  River  in  the  Lhiited 
States  of  Colombia. 

Early  in  Xovember  the  sea-sled  was  tested  on 
the  Hudson  River  before  his  E.xcellency  the  Co- 
lombian Minister  to  the  L'nited  States,  and  was 
accepted  by  Senor  Don  Gabriel  Mejia,  who  holds 
the  contract  for  the  transportation  of  mails  in 
the  United  States  of  Colombia. 


Trusting  that  other  children  will  be  interested 
in  the  Volanda. 

^'our  loving  reader, 

K.VTIIERIXE   j.\NE  JUD.SON    (age    I4). 

HUMAN  LIFE  DEPENDS  ON  THE  BIRDS 

Do  you  know  what  calamity  could  be  even  greater 
than  the  present  European  war— what  would 
cause  an  even  greater  loss  of  life?  Mr.  John 
Davey,  of  Kent,  Ohio,  big  brother  to  the  birds 
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The  Yohinda  II  was  built  with  the  greatest 
secrecy.  The  villagers  knew  nothing  aliout  it 
until  it  was  launched  and  tested  on  the  river. 


A-M,r,l>.    .SHOVVTNG    THE    AERIAL    PKOPELLERS. 

and  doctor  to  the  trees,  has  found  out  what  it  is 
and  tells  us.    He  says  : 

"Human  life  depends  upon  vegetation.  We 
should  all  starve  if  vegetation  ceased  for  a  year. 
But  vegetation  depends  upon  the  birds,  who  pro- 
tect it  from  destruction  by  insects. 

■"Human  life,  therefore,  de- 
pends upon  the  birds.  .All 
insectivorous  birds  in  this 
country  are  decreasing  ten 
per  cent,  each  year.  Unless 
we  start  at  once  to  increase 
their  numbers,  to  protect 
them  and  kill  their  enemies, 
within  a  decade  will  occur  the 
■«— — »  disaster  to  humanity  which  I 

t""^  have  spoken  of  — a  catastro- 

])he  more  awful  than  the  Eu- 
ropean war." 

Decrease  in  the  number  of 
insectivorous  birds,  said  Mr. 
Davey,  is  due  to  the  destruc- 
-■■  tion  of  the  forests,  depriving 
birds  of  retreats  from  storms 
and  cold,  and  to  the  enmity 
sparrows,  who,  he  said,  increase 
almost  as  fast  as  the  ton-measured  jirogeny  of 
the  canker-worm. 


of  the  English 
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Harui.I)  had  been  ill.  lieiny  ill  is  n't  much  fun —  not  when  )ou  're  ivn.  But 
when  the  doctor  just  laughs  a  great  big  jolly  laugh  and  sa)s:  "  No  more  bottles 
or  powders,  old  man  !  A  dog,  a  pony,  and  a  sleeping-tent  out  there  on  the  lawn, 
with  three  good  meals  a  day  and  a  lunch  between  times,"  why,  then  being  ill  is  n't 
so  bad  after  all. 

Harold  knew  a  lot  of  things  to  do  with  a  pony  and  a  dog.  But  this  story  is  n't 
about  the  good  times  they  had  anil  the  long  jaunts  they  took,  Harold  riding  Star, 
with  Ponto  racing  ahead  after  rabbits,  or  barking  up  a  tree  at  a  squirrel  which 
scolded  him  roundly  at  having  been  chased.  It  is  about  the  time  when  Harold 
forgot  to  give  Star  her  supper,  and  what  happened  afterward. 

Harold  had  played  late,  and  had  come  home  just  in  tim.e  to  sit  down  at  the 
table.  It  was  a  rule  that  he  should  feed  Star  before  he  came  to  the  table.  But 
supper  would  get  cold  if  he  went  to  the  barn  first.  Surely  just  this  once  it  would 
not  matter  if  Star  waited ! 

It  ditl  matter,  though,  for  after  supper  he  forgot  all  about  it.  He  never  thought 
of  it  once  until  he  woke  up  ne.xt  morning  and  started  out  to  feed  Star  as  usual. 
Then  he  remembered. 

"  I  '11  give  her  enough  this  morning  to  make  up,"  he  thought  as  he  hurried 
toward  the  barn.  He  heard  no  welcoming  whinny  as  he  entered  the  stable  :  .Star's 
stall  was  empty.  He  was  not  troubled  at  first,  for  the  barn  was  near  the  orchard, 
and  the  pony  was  sometimes  turned  out  there  for  a  run.  He  whistled  for  Ponto 
and  went  out  to  the  orchard  fence.  The  pony  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  Neither 
tli(,l  I 'onto  answer  to  his  calls. 

1  Inn  he  was  frightened  !      He  ran  to  the  house,  calling  loudl)   as  he  ran  : 


FOU  VEHY    LITTT.P]    FOLK! 
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"  Oh,  Papa,  Papa!  Star  is  gone!  "  Then,  as  his  father  came  out  of  the  house, 
he  added  soberly,  "  I  forgot  to  feed  her  last  night,  and  now  she  's  gone." 

Harold's  father  came  and  looked  the  barn  over.  The  halter  was  gone — 
he  thought  it  must  have  been  untied. 

"  Horse-thieves,  I  'm  afraid,"  he  said. 

"  But  Ponto  is  gone,  too;  they  would  n't  steal  Ponto  !  "  objected  Harold,  ready 
to  cry  in  spite  of  his  ten  years. 

"  They  probably  took  good  care  that  Ponto  should  not  wake  us  up,"  answered 
Father.  That  made  Harold  feel  very  unhappy,  although  he  did  not  know  just  how 
Pather  thought  the  thieves  had  taken  care  of  Ponto. 

Harold  walked  that  day  instead  of  riding,  and  everywhere  he  went  he  whistled 
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and  called  to  Ponto  and  looked  for  his  beautiful  pony.      Father  said  it  was  no  use 
to  hunt ;   he  would  tell  the  police,  and  let  them  do  the  hunting. 

Harold  worried  so  over  the  loss  of  his  pets  that  his  mother  was  afraid  he  would 
be  sick  again.  All  that  day  and  the  next  he  could  think  of  nothing  but  Ponto 
and  Star.      "  I  hope  the  horse-thieves  fed  her."  he  said  again  and  again. 


"  I'ON  TO    ALMOST    KOKGOT    HOW    TrUKD    A  N  U    lOOTSORK    HE   WAS. 

"  I  hope  SO,  too,"  Mother  answered,  in  a  voice  that  was  not  cheerw 

The  second  morning,  as  he  lay  in  his  cot  in  the  open  tent  thinking  that  there 
was  not  much  use  in  getting  up  any  more,  now  that  he  had  no  dog  to  play  with 
and  no  pony  to  ride,  he  saw,  coming  through  the  front  gate,  a  dog  that  was  so 
like  Ponto  he  could  hardly  believe  his  eyes.  Like  Ponto,  onlv  draggled  and  tired, 
with  his  pretty,  pointed  ears  drooping  and  his  tongue  hanging  out. 

Harold  sat  up  in  l)(;d  and  whistled.  Such  a  change  !  It  was  Ponto.  sure  enough, 
so  happy  to  hear  Harold's  voice  that  h(;  almost  forgot  how  tired  and  footsore  he 
was.      Harold's  e.xclamations  woke  his  father,  who  slept  on  a  cot  near  by. 

"  He  must  have  come  a  long  way,"  said  P'ather.  "  Hurry  and  dress,  and  give 
him  something  to  eat." 

Ponto  was  hungry;  that  was  plain  to  be  seen.  He  was  also  ver)'  glad  to  get 
home  again,  for  he  left  his  ]jlate  of  food  more  than  once  to  come  back  to  the 
petting  that  his  hajip)-  young  master  gave  him. 
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Harold  thoug-ht  that,  after  Ponto  had  eaten  breakfast  and  taken  a  rest,  they 
would  go  out  for  a  walk.  But  the  dog  had  no  sooner  finished  eating  than  he  went 
to  the  gate  and  looked  up  the  road  toward  the  hills.  Harold  whistled,  and  the  dog 
started  back,  only  to  return  again  to  his  watch  toward  the  hills. 

"Papa,  can't  I  tie  Ponto  up,  or  shut  him  in  the  barn?  I  'm  afraid  he  will  run 
off  again." 

P'ather  came  to  the  door. 

"Just  watch  him,"  said  Harold.  "  He  goes  to  the  gate  and  looks  up  the  road 
as  if  he  wanted  to  go  away  again.      I  can't  let  him  go  away  again." 

Pather  walked  slowly  toward  the  gate.  Ponto  liarked  joyfully  and  started  up 
the  road. 

"I  half  believe  he  wants  us  to  go  with  him,"  declared  P^athtr.  'Is  that  it?  Do 
you  want  us  to  go  with  you,  old  fellow?" 

Ponto  could  not  speak  English,  but  his  dog  language  made  it  pretty  plain  that 
that  was  exactly  what  he  wanted  most.  So  P"ather  saddled  Prince  and  started 
out.  Harold  had  to  wait  at  home,  and  he  only  knew  what  happened  when  Pather 
came  home  and  told  them  about  it. 

Ponto  led  the  way  straight  to  the  hills  that  ran  for  two  or  three  miles  along 
the  river.  Up  the  winding'  road  between  the  bluffs  they  went,  then  off  through 
the  timber  by  a  well-worn  path.  As  the  trail  grew  dim,  P'ather  stopped  more  than 
once,  thinking  it  foolish  to  follow  the  dog  farther,  and  not  knowing  where  the  chase 
might  lead  him.  But  Ponto  always  said  "Come  on!"  so  plainly  there  could  be  no 
doubt  that  he  knew  where  he  was  going.  After  climbing  quite  a  while,  they 
reached  Star.  Her  halter-rope  was  caught  in  the  brush  in  such  a  way  as  to  tie 
her  fast,  and  all  the  grass  and  leaves  within  reach  were  eaten  clo.se. 

So  it  had  not  been  horse-thieves,  after  all  !  Only  a  carelessly  tied  halter  and  a 
hungry,  straying  pony. 

Star  seemed  almost  as  glad  as  Ponto  had  been  to  see  some  one  from  home.  I 
wonder  if  you  can  guess  how  happy  Harold  was  when  his  father  came  home  lead- 
ing the  lost  pony.  He  was  just  too  happy  to  eat!  .And  when  a  boy  is  as  glad  as 
that,  he  is  about  as  glad  as  he  can  be,  is  n't  he  ? 

"I  '11  never  let  Star  go  hungry  again,"  said  Harold,  as  he  fed  his  pony  that 
night  and  spread  her  a  nice  soft  bed  of  straw.  "No,  sirree!  Not  even  if  I  have 
to  go  without  my  supper  to  feed  her!" 


■^i< 
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SILVER  BADGE  WON  Jl  LN\ 


Ho,  all  you  young  lovers  of  sunshine,  behold  this  charm- 
ing photograph  that  heads  the  League  this  month,  and 
rejoice  that  summer  and  all  outdoors  are  waiting  for 
you  !  Of  course,  the  view  here  presented  is  probably  on 
an  Italian  lake,  and  belongs  to  a  later  date  in  the  calen- 
dar than  April  ist.  But  it  may  at  least  be  taken  as  a 
prophecy  of  what  awaits  you  later  on,  when  school  is 
ended  and  you  joyously  hike  to  seashore  or  mountain, 
to  lake  or  woods.  And  if  you  would  like  to  double  your 
wish  that  June  were  here,  just  read  the  opening  verses 
on  the  opposite  page — which  are  a  genuine  poem,  bj'  the 
wa\' ! — and  you  may  feel  like  throwing  study-books  into 
the  fire,  and  seeking  a  warmer  clime.  This  is  stark, 
sheer  niutin\',  we  admit,  and  your  teachers  all  may  tell 
you  so  ;  but  please  offer  the  excuse  for  an  unruly  scribe 
that,  as  these  lines  are  written,  though  March  is  nearly 


a  week  old.  a  blizzard-y  snow-storm  so  dense  that  it 
almost  hides  the  sky-scraper  opposite  is  raging  outside 
the  window.  And  so,  by  contrast,  this  Italian  lake  photo- 
.irraph,  and  these  League  verses  about  "When  the  Days 
Grow  Longer,"  and  pictures  of  "A  Sunny  Corner,"  and  all 
the  rest  of  it,  made  the  good  old  summer-time  shine  out 
so  vividly  that  even  an  Editor  declines  to  be  responsible 
for  e\'ery  word  he  says  ! 

Incidentally,  don't  overlook  that  camping-scene  either 
nor  the  two  interesting  camping  articles  on  "The  Lo\"e 
for  the  Outdoor  Life" — charming  title  that  ! — and  "How 
to  Foretell  the  Weather" — (on  .April  ist,  we  suppose!. 
Which  leads  us  to  remark  that  there  has  n't  been  a 
word  said  as  yet  concerning  this  League  competition 
as  a  whole.  But  why  should  there  be?  It  speaks  for 
itself — and  eloquently  too! 


PRIZE-'WINNERS,  COMPETITION  No.   194 

In  making  the  awards,  contributors'  ages  are  considered. 

PROSE.     Silver  badges,  Eliza  Anne  Peterson  (.ige  14),  Pennsylvania;  V.  Gregory-Cochrane  (age  i;i,  New  York;  Es- 
ther J.  Lowell  (age  15),  California;  Phyllis  Hazard  (age  14),  Rhode  Island. 

VERSE.     Gold  badges,  Wendell  S.  Clampitt  (,age  17),  Iowa;  Annette  Auslander  (:ige  15),  New  \'.,rk. 
.Silver  liadges.  Agnes  Law  (age  I4'i,  Colorado;  Anna  Lincoln  (age  17I,  Minnesota. 

DRAWINGS.     t;old  badge,  Venette  Milne  Willard  (age   17),    Pennsylvania.      Silver  badges,  Marjorie  Wintermute 
(age  II  I,  California:   Louise  S.  May  (age  16),  New  York;   Chester  E.  Bartruff  (age  15),  Illinois. 
PHOTOGRAPHS.     (;..M  h.adge,  Mary  HoUister  (age  15I.  Snuili  Dakota. 

Silver  badges,  Elizabeth  B.  Bray  (age  14),  Minnesota;   Edith  Showers  (age  I  i),Xew  York;   Dorothy  McKee  (age  12), 
Pennsylvania;  Pauline  Beardsley  (age  13),  Colorado;  Leslie  P.  Meyer  (age  14),  Illinois;   Anna  R.  Payne  (age  15), 
I'eiinsylvania ;  Margaret  Olmsted  (age  i_;),  Massachuseits. 
PUZZLE-MAKING.      Gold  badge,  Anna  Marie  Vogel  (age  15),  Xew  York. 
Silver  badge.  James  A.  Miller  (age  13),  Michigan. 

PUZZLE  ANSWERS.     Gold  badge,   Luther  B.  Arlington  (age  13),   Massachuseits.      Silver  badges,   Katharine  H. 
White  (age  14),   Massachusetts;   Fannie  Garson  (age  13),  New   York;   Winifred  Walz  (age  13),  Xew  York. 
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WHEN  THE  DAYS  ARE  GROWING  LONGER 

BY    SARAH    F.    BOROCK    (AGE    15) 

(Honor  Member) 
When  the  days  are  growing  longer,  conu-s  a  stirring  of 
the  heart, 
Comes  a  wild  resistless  longing  to  follow  roadways 
new, 
To  explore  the  huge  dim  forest  where  the  forked 
pathways  part, 
And  disclose  the  fairies'  bnll-rooni  or  the  welcome 
fleecy  blue. 

Then  the  west  wind  whispers  softl\'  of  the  verdant, 
sweeping  hills  : 
Of  the  meadows  daubed  with  color,  each  a  scented 
swaying  sea  ; 
Of  the  cloud-crowned  crested  ridges:  of  the  sparkling 
eadenced  rills  ; 
Of  the  languid  breeze  that  ripples  the  lake's 
tranquillity  ; 

Of  the  brooklet's  song  and  tinkle  as  it  slips  along  the 
stones  ; 
Of  the  stately,  steel-blue  rixer  that  is  coursing  to  the 
bay  : 
Of  the  deep  and  solemn  murmur  that  the  surging  sea 
intones 
As  its  green-capped  billows  fondle  the  frowning  cliffs 
of  gray. 


A    SUNNV    CORNER.  BY  F.LIZABF.TH  K.NAliK,  AGK  15. 

When  the  days  are  growing  longer  comes  a  longing  wild 
desire 
To  break  our  leaden  shackles  and  wander  through 
the  day. 
For  the  niessa.ge  of  the  west  wind  sets  the  heart  and 
blood  afire. 
And  the  robin's  trilling  bugle  is  calling  us  away. 

A  LEGEND  OF  MY  TOWN 

BY    ELIZA    ANNE    PETERSON     (aGE    I4) 

(Silver  Badge) 
The  first  English  fort  west  of  the  Alleghanies  was  Fort 
Ligonier,  on  the  site  of  which  the  town  where  I  live  is 
built.  Tradition  has  it  that  there  was  an  underground 
passage  from  inside  the  fort,  which  was  on  a  hillside, 
to  the  creek  below.  Its  exit  was  under  a  sheh  ing  rock 
and  was  concealed  by  underbrush. 

One  day  a  young  girl  who  lived  in  the  fort  went 
through  the  underground  passage  to  the  creek  for  water. 
As  there  had  been  no  Indian  alarms  for  some  time,  she 


strolled  along  the  creek  bank,  gathering  flowers.  Sud- 
denly looking  up,  she  beheld  an  Indian  creeping  stealth- 
ily toward  her.  As  she  had  walked  some  distance  from 
the  entrance  to  the  underground  passage,  she  perceived 
that  the  better  way  to  escape  was  to  run  straight  up  the 
hill.  When  the  Indian  realized  that  the  girl  had  seen 
him,  he  gave  a  terrific  whoop  and  started  in  pursuit. 
Terror  lent  wings  to  the  girl's  feet,  and,  as  the  Indian's 
whoop  had  alarmed  the  men  of  the  fort,  they  met  her 


A    SUNNY   CORNER.  BY  ELIZABETH    B.    BRAY, 

AGE  14.      (SILVER  BADGE.) 


at  the  entrance  of  the  stockade  and  drew  her  into  safety, 
leaving  her  pursuer  a  few  paces  behind. 

A  few  days  later,  an  Indian  with  signals  of  peace 
approached  the  fort.  He  told  the  captain  that  he 
wanted  the  maiden  he  had  raced  with  for  his  squaw, 
because  she  was  the  only  paleface  he  had  ever  seen 
who  could  outrun  an  Indian.  Needless  to  say,  his  re- 
tiuest  was  refused.  The  girl  afterwards  married  a  resi- 
dent of  the  fort,  and  she  was  always  very  fond  of  telling 
her  descendants  about  her  race  with  the  Indian. 

A  TOWN  LEGEND 

BY    JEAN    F.    BLACK    (AGE    15) 

The  tale  which  I  am  about  to  relate  is  an  old  one,  and 
for    generations    has    been    handed    down    by    word    of 
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"A    SUNNY   euRNER."      BY    EDITH    SHOVVl-IRS,  A<-,i;  1 1. 
(silver  BADGE.) 

mouth,  so   I  cannot  vouch   for  its  authenticity,  but  will 
tell  it  as  it  was  told  to  me. 

Long  ago,  in  a  certain  town  in  Greece,  there  lived  a 
wizard,  who  was  so  called  because,  by  walking  over  the 
ground,  he  could  tell   where  it  would  be  best   to  strike 


566 


ST.   NICHOLAS   l.KACIUE 


[Apb., 


for  a  well.  Because  of  this  gift,  he  was  of  great  value 
to  the  people,  and  so  he  traveled  from  town  to  town 
and  country  to  country,  being  royally  treated  every- 
where. 

Many    years    passed ;    then    one    day    the    wizard    was 
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iiv  Lot  1SI-; 


taken  ill,  and  the  wise  physicians  said  he  could  not 
reco\er.  When  the  king  heard  this,  he  sent  a  messenger 
to  the  dying  man's  bedside  to  implore  him  to  betray  his 
secret  knowledge,  but  the  wizard  replied  : 

"Tell  your  master  there  is  no  secret  in  my  power, 
but  after  my  death  my  spirit  will  enter  the  forked 
branch  of  a  tree  bearing  a  pitted  fruit." 

The  messenger  returned  to  the  king,  and  in  a  few 
days  the  wizard  died. 

So  it  is  claimed  that,  when  you  take  a  forked  branch 
of  a  tree  bearing  a  pitted  fruit  and  hold  a  prong  in 
each  hand,  the  handle  will  bend  tow-ard  the  ground 
when  water  is  not  far  below  the  surface. 

THE  LEGEND  OF  OUR  TOWN 

BY    RUTH    ELOISE   BROWN    (aGE    12) 

Somewhere  on  the  outskirts  of  town  is  an  old  house 
falling  to  ruin  and  decay,  but,  for  those  who  know  its 
story,  it  is  better  than  any  palace. 

But  what  is  there  to  call  attention  to  it?  Nothing! 
Absolutely    nothing !      The    paint    has    long    since    been 


(silver   BADG1-.) 


worn  off.  Inside,  the  rooms  arc  perfectly  bare,  with 
no  suggestion  of  mystery.  However,  in  this  house  there 
are  many  carefully  concealed  cupboards  and  closets, 
and,   if   the   house   were   thoroughly   searched,   probably 


not  one  of  them  would  be  found,  unless  it  was  known 
how  to  pull  back  pieces  of  walls  and  lift  boards  in  the 
right  places. 

Ohio,  as  every  one  knows,  played  no  minor  part  in 
assisting  the  slaves  over  the  border-line  to  Canada  and 
freedom  ;  and  this  old  house  was  a  station  of  the  "Un- 
derground Railway." 

The  trees  which 
stand  about  the 
house,  guarding  it 
like  sentinels, could 
tell  many  tales  of 
how,  at  night,  big, 
curtained  coaches 
would  draw  up  be- 
fore the  door  to 
deposit  slaves,  who 
would  wait,  safely 
hidden  in  the  old 
house,  for  another 
curtained  coach  to 
take  them  on  to 
the  next  station. 
They  could  tell, 
too,  of  times  when 
slaves  would  reach 
the  house,  worn 
out  and  weary  from 
many  miles  of 
travel,  and  barely 
get  inside  before 
the  master,  think- 
ing himself  on  the 
right  trail  at  last, 
would  force  his 
way  in,  and,  after 
searching  thor- 

oughly   but    \ainly, 
would  go  away  no  wiser  than  when  he  came. 

Some  of  the  slaves  w'ere  captured  and  taken  back  into 
bondage:  but  most  of  them  got  to  Canada,  and  li\ed  to 
Itless  all  those  who  had  helped  them  to  freedom. 

This  is  the  legend  of  our  town. 

WHEN  THE   DAYS  GROW  LONGER 

BY    WENDELL    S.    CLAMPITT    (aGE    I7) 

(Gold  Badge.     Silver  Badge  tcoii  Xoventber.  /p/5) 
.\t  Christmas  time,  in  our  northern  clime, 

The  cold  north  winds  do  blow. — 
The  sun  goes  down  :  above  the  town 

The  angels'  lanterns  glow  ; 
Upon  the  sleeping  land  below 
The  moonbeams  dance  on  the  sparkling  snow  ; 

When  days  start  growing  longer. 

.\  month  or  more,  and  at  our  door. 

The  hungry  sparrows  cheep  : 
The  packed  highways,  o'er  which  pass  sleighs, 

With  snow  are  still  piled  deep. 
Yet  the  midday  sun,  now  farther  north, 
To  us  a  cheery  warmth  gives  forth, 

For  days  are  growing  longer.     ^ 

The  snows  at  last  are  melting  fast. 

And  ice  down  streams  is  swirled  ; 
The  rising  sun  sees  day  begun 

In  a  newly  wakened  world. 
The  robin  sings  with  a  note  of  cheer. 
And  bluebirds  tell  us.  "Spring  is  here," — 

While  days  keep  growing  longer. 


SUNNY    CORNER 
BEARDSl  EV, 

(SILVER    RADGE.) 


nV    PAILINE 
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V.V    M.\K\' 


L■^■    a:   NA    R.     l-AYNK,   AGE    15. 
(SILVER    I'.AUGE.) 


l.V    M\rl>F,    NRVILLE,   AGE    I7. 


:i 


r\     IHsllt    !■     .Mu\liK,   Al^l'      14.       (SILVEK    BADGE.) 


liV    SIUNKY    In  !)IL,   AGE   1 


'A  SUNNY  CORNER.' 


WHEN  THE  DAYS  GROW  LONGER 

BY    KLIZABliTH    KIEFFER    (AGE    l6) 

(Honor  Member^ 
A  MYSTERY  of  vvakiiig  thoughts 

I.ong  liid  beneath  the  winter's  snow, 
A  melody  of  choral  songs 

Heard  loud  whene'er  the  soft  winds  blow, 
And  gentle  whisp'rings  'mid  the  trees, 
And  sovmds  of  music  on  the  breeze, 
\\'hen  the  daj-s  grow  longer. 
And  the  heart  beats  stronger. 
And  the  bluebirds  tell  the  tidings 
That  the  springtime  's  come, 

A  joyous  murmur  of  tlie  brooks 
Set  free  from  all  their  icy  chains. 

Telling,  along  their  greening  banks. 
The  gentle  tales  of  many  rains. 

And  happiness  in  hearts  of  men 

And  weary  souls  raised  up  again, 

When  the  days  grow  longer. 

And  the  heart  beats  stronger. 

And  my  whole  soul  tells  the  tidings 

That  the  springtime  's  come. 


A  LEGEND  OF  OUR  TOWN 

JtY   V.   GREGORY-COCHKANE    (aGE    I5) 

(Silver  Badge) 
Before  New  Netherlands  became  New  York',  a  Dtilch 
maiden  named  Gretchen  Van  Nostrand  li\'ed  in  the 
little  village  of  Fishkill  Landing.  Of  her  many  suitors. 
Peter  Van  Der  Water  and  James  Waldon  found  the 
most  favor  in  her  sight.  Un.'ihle  to  decide  between 
them,  she  declared  that  she  would  marry  the  bra\'er  of 
the  two.  To  test  their  bravery,  she  said  they  must  go 
through  the  Devil's  Chasm  after  midnight. 

Though  it  was  firmly  believed  in  those  days  that  the 
powers  of  darkness  themselves  met  in  this  jjlace,  Wal- 
don said  he  would  traverse  it,  and,  tinwilling  to  be 
excelled  by  his  rival.  Van  Der  Water  said  the  same. 
So,  on  one  dark  night.  Van  Der  Water  was  started  on 
the  lonesome  trail  by  a  party  of  friends.  He  grew  more 
and  more  frightened  with  every  step  he  took,  but  all 
went  well  until  he  reached  the  gloomiest  part  of  the 
ravine.  Just  as  he  came  around  a  bend  in  the  path,  a 
dark  shape  with  a  glowing  face  and  outstretched  hands 
sprang  at  him  with  a  hideous  yell.  Uttering  a  scream 
of  terror.  Van  Der  Water  spc'd  back  over  the  trail, 
never  stopping  until   he  had   reached  his   friends.     In 
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spite  of  his  fearful  story,  Waldon  walked  through  the 
chasm  without  mishap,  and,  having  pro\'ed  it  by  some 
people  he  met  on  the  other  side,  was  allowed  to  marry 
the  girl  he  loved. 

It  might  be  slated,  in  passing,  that  Waldon  had  a 
friend  whose  terrifying  war-whoop  was  admired  by  the 
Indians,  and  that  in  his  closet  was  a  bottle  of  phos- 
phorus. 


'a  heaui.s'g  fok  ai'hil."     hv  evelvn  ringeman'n,  age  i6. 
(honor  membeu.) 


WHEN  THE   DAYS  GROW  LONGER 
Bv  uarbaka  ba.ncroft  (age  12) 

The  eventide  breeze,  in  the  last  afterglow. 
Sweeps  o\er  the  fields  with  a  low  singing  chant. 
'T  is  odored  with  roses  that  in  clusters  lie, 
With  sweet-grass  and  lilies  and  i>ink  clovers,  too. 
The  clouds  that  were  caught  by  a  far-fleeing  ray 
Were  at  once  all  aflame  as  the  sun  went  away. 
In  the  friendly  old  elms,  and  maples,  and  willows. 
Where  shadows  are  many  and  leaf-patches  deep, 
The  robins  are  chirping  while  twilight  still  lingers. 
And  the  crickets  start  in  with  their  songs  for  the  night. 
Fireflies  dart  ;  while  the  moon's  hazy  fingers 
Draw  over  the  world  a  sweet  peaceful  sleep. 


liV    iMAKr.ARI-r    OLMSTED,   AGE    I3. 
(SILVER    BADGE.  ) 


A  LEGEND  OF  OUR  TOWN 

BY    ESTHER   J.    LOWELL    (ACE    I5) 

(Silver  Badge) 
It  was  a  hot  summer  day  in  the  latter  part  of  the  eigh- 
teenth century,  in  southern  California.  The  year  was 
SO  dry  that  many  streams  were  merely  sandy  beds.  A 
little  band  of  Spanish  soldiers,  who  were  going  from 
San  Diego  to  San  Gabriel  Mission,  had  searched  all 
day  for  water.  Parched  in  throat  and  footsore,  at  the 
time   for   evening   vespers   they   knelt   wearily   under   a 


■pfftdJ^i  /ones-  fiuiis)" 


SOMETHING  SQUARE.         BVMARJORIE 

WINTERMUTE,  AGE    II. 

(SILVER  BADGE,) 


large    oak    and    prayed    for    water.      Then,    lying    down, 
they  spent  a  restless  night. 

In  the  early  morning  Pasqual  was  awakened  by  a 
child's  gleeful  shout.  Not  far  off  he  saw  an  Indian  wo- 
man plodding  along  with  her  water-jug.  Before  her,  a 
merry  little  Indian  maiden  chased  butterflies  and  called 
to  the  birds. 

"Senors!"  called  he,  arousing  his  companions. 
"Awake!     We  shall  find  water!" 

The  men  sprang  up  at  once  and  followed  the  Indians. 
When  they  had  gone  over  a  mile,  they  emerged  from  a 
willow  thicket  upon  a  small  stream.  Falling  to  their 
knees,  they  uttered  their  earnest  thanks  for  this  mercy. 
Then,  drinking  deeply  and*  filling  their  jars,  they  in- 
cjuired  the  way  to  San 
Gabriel  from  the  won- 
derstruck  Indian  wo- 
man. She  had  been 
taught  enough  Spanish 
by  the  padres  to  answer 
brokenly  : 

"Up  stream  go  :  path 
find  over  hills;  soon 
come,    Senors." 

Before  continuing 

their  journey  they  again 
consecrated  the  spot  and 
named  it,  "Neustra  Se- 
nora  la  Reina  de  Los 
Angeles  (Our  Lady  the 
Queen  of  the  .Angels)." 
Following  the  Indian's 
instructions,  they  soon 
arrived  at   San   Gabriel. 

It  cannot  be  said 
whether  or  not  this  story  is  true,  but  at  least  the  old 
Spanish  name  still  clings  to  the  spot  in  the  city  of  Los 
Angeles,  and  this  is  the  legend  of  our  town — now  the 
famous  tourist  center  of  the  Pacific  coast. 


WHEN  THE  DAYS  GROW  LONGER 

BY    ACNES    LAW    (AGE    I4) 

(Silver  Badge) 
When  the  days  are  growing  longer, 

.\nd  the  earth  awakes  from  sleep. 
And  the  sun's  faint  beams  grow  stronger, 

And  the  flowers  begin  to  peep 
Through  the  soft  brown  earth  above  them. 

And  the  hillsides  turn  to  green. 
And  the  birds  find  mates  to  love  them. 

Everywhere  new  life  is  seen. 

What  's  the  use  of  being  gloomy? 

Yield  to  springtime's  happy  call  ! 
Come,  rejoice  with  Mother  Nature  ! 

Spring  's  the  happiest  time  of  all. 
There  's  enough  of  gloom  and  sadness 

In  this  great  big  world  of  ours. 
Join  in  Nature's  song  of  gladness. 

Birds  and  blossoms,  trees  and  flowers 

All  are  telling  you  't  is  springtime. 

Calling  you  to  come  and  see. 
Listen  to  the  birds  a-singing  ! 

Listen  to  the  hummingbee  ! 
Can't  you  feel  new  life  within  you? 

Can't  you  feel  the  call  to  be, 
Like  the  birds  among  the  tree-tops, 

Wild  and  joyous,  glad  and  free? 
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"WHKX  THE  ]!)AYS  GROW  LONGER" 

IIV    ANNETTE  AUSLANDER    (aGE    I5) 

(Go/d  Badijc.     Sili-er  Badge  zvon  November,  1915^ 
When  the  days  grow  longer,  a  something  stirs 

In  the  moist  brown  earth  and  the  heart  of  mc. 

And  I  feel  it  quicken  on  briar  and  tree, 
And  thrill  in  the  flaniu  of  the  gossamers. 

Whun  the  days  grow  longer,  the  morning  starts 
With  a  shimmer  of  sun,  and  a  choir  of  song, 
And  a  dazzle  of  dew  on  the  happy  throng 

Of  the  hills  of  God — for  a  world  of  hearts. 

When  the  days  grow  longer,  the  stilly  noon 

Nods  her  head,  as  a  butterfly  sleeps  on  the  bell 
Of  the  village  church,  while  the  magic  spell 

In  a  whisper  of  wind  makes  the  grasses  croon. 

When  the  days  grow  longer,  a  flush  of  sky 

Brings  night,  and  the  moon,  and  the  revt-l  of  stars, 
And  a  breeze  from  over  the  ocean-bars, 

And  a  smell  of  clover  from  fields  hard  by. 

When  the  days  grow  longer,  we  laugh  and  run. 

And  Rover  comes  after,  and  scoots  thro'  our  heels, 
And  barks — well,  only  because  he  feels 

Like  barking  to  show  that  he  's  in  for  fun. 

When  the  days  grow  longer,  the  earth  lifts  a  tune 
Of  life  and  the  joy  and  the  wonder  of  things, 
And  the  whole  wide  landscape  in  unison  sings. 

When  the  days  grow  longer — in  summer  and  June. 


A    HKAOING    FOR    APRIL-  HV    VRNETTE    MILNK 

WILLAKU,  AGE    17.       (GOLD    B\DGR.      SILVER 

BADGE  WON  MAKCH,   1913.) 


A  LEGEND  OF  OUR  TOWN 

BY   PHVI.LIS    HAZARD    (aGE    I4) 

(Sil-i'er   Badge) 
In  the  earlier  half  of  the  nineteenth  century  there  H\'ecl 
in   Newport  a  queer  old   man,  who  had  a   fund  of  local 
legends  and   superstitions.     One  particularly   interesting 
was  that  about  the  famous  Rhode  Island  greening. 

It  seems  that,  on  one  of  his  numerous  eastern  voy- 
ages, the  captain  of  the  Atlantis  had  the  good  fortune 
to  rescue  a  shipwrecked  Indian  prince.  His  father  was 
so  delighted  at  his  miraculous  return  that  he  gave  the 
captain  a  young  apple-tree  planted  in  a  porcelain  tub 
and  which  was  said  to  be  one  of  the  few  original  off- 
shoots of  the  Tree  of  Knowledge,  the  king  having  pos- 


session of  it  because  his  palace  was  situated  on,  or  near, 
the  Garden  of  Eden. 

The  sea-captain  took  the  little  tree  and  brought  it 
home  to  his  ship-owner,  who,  in  turn,  preserved  it  care- 
fully, intending  to  build  a  greenhouse  and  have  the 
temperature  regulated  to  make  it  thrive.  Before  this 
was  accomplished,  however,  the  ship-owner  was  warned 
in  a  dream  that  the  climate  would  not  be  right,  and  that 
the  tree  would  ha\c  to  be  taken  to  Rhode  Island,  as  its 
climate  was  similar  to  that  of  Assyria,  in  order  to 
make  the  tree  grow. 

He    proceeded    to    do    this,    and    planted    the    tree    at 


V ,  a  famous  homestead  near  Newport,  and  watched 

the  tree's  dexelopment  w'ith  pride. 

The  little  tree  grew  and  grew.  The  apples  were 
famous  the  world  over,  and  known  then,  as  now.  as  the 
"Rhode  Island  greening."  Many  people  claim  that 
spurious  apples  are  sold  them  ;  that  the  originals  are  too 
precious  to  part  with  :  and  that  the  old  brand  has  died 

out.      But   you   have   only   to    secure   one    of  the    V • 

apples  and  you  will  no  longer  wonder  at  man's  fall. 

A  LEGEND  OF  OUR  TOWN 

BY    LYDIA    MOWER    (aGE    12) 

A  FEW  years  previous  to  1658,  a  small  vessel  anchored 
in  the  Saugus  River  and  four  men  were  seen  to  leave 
the  boat  and  come  ashore. 

In  the  morning,  as  this  was  an  unusual  occurrence,  a 


A    SUNNV   CORNER.  BY    RAYMOND    EDU^■,  ACE    14. 


number  of  people  from  the  settlement  of  Lynn  went  to 
see  about  it.  Imagine  their  surprise  when  the  boat  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen. 

This   same    morning   a    note    was    found    in    the    iron 
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foundry  saying  that,  if  handcuffs  and  other  iron  manu- 
factures were  left  in  a  certain  place,  silver  money 
would  be  left  for  them.  These  articles  were  made,  and 
the  money  was  found  as  promised.  People  watched, 
but  no  ship  or  men  were  seen. 

Sometime  after  this,  the  four  men  returned  and  took 
up  living  in  a  secluded  part  of  Lynn  Woods. 


A   HEADING  FOR   APRIL.         B 
FKANCKS   H.   LENZ,  AGE   l6. 


Later,  these  men  were  discovered  to  be  pirates,  and 
ever  afterward  this  ravine  has  been  called  Pirates' 
Glen.  Three  were  caught  and  taken  back  to  England 
and  tried.  The  fourth,  Tom  Veal,  made  his  escape,  and 
took  up  his  abode  in  a  cave  about  two  miles  north  of 
where  the  pirates  are  said  to  have  hidden  their  plunder. 

He  was  still  living  there  when,  in  1658,  there  was  an 
earthquake  throughout  New  England.  A  boulder  was 
shaken  before  the  opening  of  the  cave,  making  Tom 
Veal  a  prisoner.  Because  of  this  incident  the  cave  has 
been  named  Dungeon  Rock. 

Many  have  hunted  for  the  pirates'  treasure,  which  is 
supposed  to  have  been  deposited  in  Lynn  Woods,  but  all 
in  vain. 

WHEN  THE  D.\YS  GROW  LONGER 

BY   ANNA    LINCOLN    (AGE    I7) 

(Silver  Badge) 

After  the  king  of  winter 

Yields  to  the  voice  of  spring. 
And  birds  from  sunny  southland 

Return  and  sweet  songs  sing ; 

When  buttercups  and  violets  peep 

From  every  mossy  nook. 
And  through  the  soft  air  echoes 

The  murmuring  of  the  brook  ; 

When  girls  with  baskets  wander 
The  fields  and  woodland  through. 

Gathering  nature's  treasures. 
Flowers  of  every  hue  ; 

When  boys  have  pockets  brimming 
With  marbles,  tops,  and  strings. 

And  sticks  to  build  their  kites  with. 
And  numerous  other  things; 

When  nature  is  awakening. 

And  sun  rays  growing  stronger. 

When  buds  burst   from  their  bondage, 
'T  is  then  the  days  grow  longer. 


WHEN  THE  DAYS  GKDW  LONGER 

EV    FANNIE    M.    BOUTON     (aCE    i6) 

Spring  's  a  little  spirit  moving 
Swift  and  always  full  of  mirth, 

Sometimes  flitting  high  above  us. 
Sometimes  delving  in  the  earth. 

She  takes  sap  up  to  the  tree-tops. 

Brings  the  w^arm  light  to  the  ground. 

Shakes  each  little  sleeping  seedlet 
Till  it  wakes  from  sleep  so  sound  ; 

Draws  the  birdies  from  the  Southland, 
Fans  soft  breezes  till  they  blow. 

Whispers  words  of  love  to  brooklets 
Till  they  murmur  as  they  flow. 


•^DHETniNB  SQUAR E'.'.THC  HOUSE.  IN  WMICn  1  LI V  E<- 

"something  square."      by  CHESTER  E.   BARTRCFF,  AGE    15. 
(SILVER  BADGE.) 

Now  the  Sun  in  open  pleasure 

Rises  early  in  the  morn 
To  see  the  children  of  Spring's  labor 

All  the  wakening  world  adorn  : 

And  when  he  nears  the  western  portal. 

Loath  to  let  nights  shadows  fall. 
He  lingers  long  with  Spring, — to  help  her 

Spread  her  spirit  over  all. 

THE  ROLL  OF  HONOR 

No.  I.     A  list  of  those  whose  work  would  have  been  used  had  space 

permitted. 
No.  2.     A  list  of  those  whose  work  entitles  them  to  encouragement. 


PROSE.  I 

Elizabeth   Parsons 
Jessie  Bahcock 
Margaret  Strickland 
Kdith    Kinmons 
Katharine 

\'an    R.   Ilolste 
ICniina  C%.  Jacobs 
fecile  A.  ile  Witt 
Walter  Ilanlon 
T^illian    Prciiton 
X'irginia  M.  Allcock 
Sarah  N'olkell 
Ruth  P.rindze 
ICIizabeth   riuveriiis 
Isabel   McUowell 


Dora  Sussman 
Sarah   Richards 
Leighton   Rollins 
Kdward  Gleason 
Klizabelh    B.   Locke 
I'"lorence  Guelman 
Gladys  Funck 
John  H,  Ilinrichs 
.■\rthur  C.   Tohnson 
Helen  E.  Bailey 
Miriam   McQuaid 
Anna  Iliggins 
Josephine  Smith 
Patrick  Reilly 
l>orothy  S. 
ninsmore 
Blanche  Livingston 


Richard  W.   Frost 
Rose  Schwartz 
David  J.  G. 

Murrell 
Margery  Wells 
Rosalvn   Margoltes 
Olie  W.   Block 
Mary   l^owers 
Edna  ITanley 
Emily  L.  Hewitt 
Mary  F.  Gapen 
Doris   E. 

Woodruff 
Anita  (iriffin 
I'rances  Wolff 
Harold  Stevens 
Jerome  Reeves 
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VERSE,  I 

Ada  M.  Haesler 
Susannah  S.   Piatt 
Virginia   Hartwell 
Marie  W^elch 
Marie  Mirvis 
Nellie  M.  Japp 
Oscar  Kaplan 
George  K. 

Newell,  Jr. 
Edna  Foster 


Clarence  De  W. 

Rogers,  Jr. 
Howard  Danielson 
Rose  Stockel 
Marguerite  Munger 
Margaret  Noyes 
lulia  Kuhl 
Alice  B.  Parker 
Albertine  James 
Kleanor  Sprague 
Jane  Whitney 
Lester  II.  Owen 


Roberta  Hopkins 
John  X'irgilio 
Anna  F.   Prossev 
.A.nna  Babcock 
Katharine  Gerry 
Thornley  W. 
Martin,  Jr. 


PUZZLES,   1 

Hubert  Earentzen 
William  J*enn 
John  McAndrew 
May  Shove 
Howell  Kllett 
Gladys  H.   Pew 


Tt^natius  \'adii 
John  McClcIIaii 
Louise  Patricia 
Lynch 

PUZZLES,  2 
Harriet  Davis 


bLNNV  CORNER.    i..  .,. 
STODDARD,  AGE  9. 


PHOTOGRAPHS,  i         Richard  W.  Sawtelle  .Vrmand  Donaldson 

Anita  Fenton 
Vinnie  MacRay 
Stephen  Greey 
Margaret  Gabel 
Charles  E.  Lytle,  Jr. 
Ilorton  H.  Honsaker 
Sherwood   Munson 
Helen  McHarg 
Dorothy  Levy 
P.arbara  Prosser 
Hazel  W.   Russell 
Alice  M.  Clampitt 
Margaret  Barnard 
Esther  B.  White 
\'.   Burke 
Gerald  11.  Loomis 
Elizabeth  W.  Graves 
Madeline  R.  Brown 
Parker  B.   Newell 
Margaret  Olmsted 
Verdi  E.   B. 

Fuller.  Jr. 
Patricia  Acres 
Phillips  H.  Lord 
Polly  Sawyer 
Florence 

Nightingale 
Madeline  Spafford 
Harry  Clow 
-Mice  B.  Alunro 


Bernard   Scheinman 
Ruth  Mary  Collins 
Barbara  Farr 
Jamie  C.  Perkins 
Sterling  Dow 
Elizabeth  West 
-Angeline  Garrison 
Nancy  Hough 
Helen  Beinecke 


Margaret  A.  Buell 
Minna   Frank 
M.  Dorothea 
Drummond 
Anita  L.   Grannis 
Yvonne  Smith 
Ethel  C.  Litchfield 
Hannah  Ratisher 
Eleanor   Hillyer 
Minna  G.  Dessez 
Louise   McElroy 
Katherine  Gauss 
Ellen  Crawford 
Eleanor  Johnson 
Mary  S.   Benson 
Mary  Lockett 
Mary  Bosworth 
Frieda  Rosenberg 
Marcella    H.    h'oster 
Isabel  B.  Greason 
Jane  Linn 
Kathryn  A.   Lyon 

E.  Frances  Jennings 
Muriel  J.  Bodkin 
Hallet  Gubelman 
Eleanor   Stevens 

DRAWINGS,  I 

Marjorie  Henderson 
Otto  Tennigkeit 
Norman  Trefethen 
Amle  Susse 
Miriam   Eisenberg 
Dorothy  Stein 
Richard  Purdy 
Elizabeth  Mouat 
Mary  H.  Hart 
Dick   Rathbone 
Stephanie  H. 

Rasmus 
Susan    E.   Burney 
Mildred  Parnham 
Edmund  Bellairs 
Estelle  Weinshenk 
Edith  Nelson 
Margaret   Warrin 
Fredrick  S.    Hulse 
Margaret  J. 

W'ooldridge 
Emily  P.  Bethel 

F.  B.  Fox 


Peggy  \\'inter 
Adelaide  Winter 
Margaret  \\'.  Bacon 
Florence  White 
Margaret  Schafi* 
George  Kass 
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Dorothy  Dyer 
Phyllis  Kett 
Kingsley  K. 
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:Mary  B.  Hubbell 
Elizabeth  Kimball 
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Dorothy  E.   Smith 
Katliarine  T.   Bryant 
Emily  B,   Newman 
Tlieodore   Johnson 
Rosamond   Pinchot 
Elizabeth  Zimmer 
Wynne  Fairfield 
Constance  \'oorhies 
Kathleen  Andrews 
Edith  Dempsey 
Margaret  Sanders 


Helena  Archibald 
Katliryn  Rauh 
Rose  T.   Whiting 
Carvel  Hunt 
Marie  F.  Boas 
Evelyn    R.    Drayton 
Itda  McCoy 
Lolita  Stubblefield 
Mary  L.   Lytle 
Doris  Lenharl 
Joseph  Pascoe 


PRIZE  COMPETITION  No.  198 

The  St.  Nicholas  League  awards  gold  and  silver  badges 
each  month  for  the  best  originai  poems,  stories,  drawings, 
])hotographs,  puzzles,  and  puzzle  answers.  Also,  occasion- 
ally, cash  prizes  to  Honor  Members,  when  the  contribution 
printed  is  of  unusual  merit. 

Competition  No.  198  will  close  April  24  (for  for- 
eign  members  April  30).  Prize  announcements  will  be 
made  and  tlie  selected  contributions  published  in  Sr. 
Nicholas  for  August. 

Verse.  To  contain  not  more  than  twenty-four  lines. 
.Subject.   "A  Song  of  the  Trees." 

Prose.  Essay  or  story  of  not  more  than  three  hundred 
words.      Subject,  "A  Golden  Opportunity." 

Photograph.  Any  size,  mounted  or  unmounted  ;  no  blue 
prints  or  nt-gatives.      Subject,  "Our  Church." 

Drawing.  India  ink,  very  black  writing-ink,  or  wash. 
Subject,  "Ready  for  the  Ride,"  or  a  Heading  for 
August. 

Puzzle.  Any  sort,  but  must  be  accomjianied  by  the 
answer  in  full,  and  must  be  indorsed. 

Puzzle  Answers.  Best,  neatest,  and  most  complete  set 
of  answers  to  puzzles  in  this  issue  of  .S r.  Nicholas. 
Must  be  indorsed  and  must  be  addressed  as  explained  on 
the  first  page  of  the  "  Riddle-box." 

Wild  Creature  Photography.  7V>  encourage  the  pur- 
suing of  game  with  a  camera  nistead  of  with  a  gun.  The 
prizes  in  liie  "Wild  Creature  Photograpliy  "  competition 
shall  be  in  four  classes,  as  follows:  Priz^,  C/uss.^,  a  gold 
badge  and  three  dollars,  /'r/sc,  C/nss  B,  a  gold  badge 
and  one  dollar.  Prize^  Class  C,  a  gold  badge.  Prhe^ 
Class  /?,  a  silver  badge.  But  prize-winners  in  this  com- 
petition (as  in  all  the  other  competitions)  will  not  receive  a 
second  gold  or  silver  badge.  Photographs  must  not  be 
of  "protected"  game,  as  in  zoological  gardens  organic 
reservations.  Contributors  must  slate  in  a  fewtvords  where 
and  under  what  circumstances  the  photograph  was  taken. 

No  unused  contribution  can  be  returned  unless  it  is 
ncfoiupanied  hy  a  st-lf-adilrcss^tl  attil  stomped  etrrclop  of  the 
proper  size  to  hold  x\\^  manuscript,  drawing,  or  photograph. 

RULES 

.Any  reader  of  Sr.  Nicholas,  whether  a  subscriber  or  not, 
is  entitled  to  League  membership,  and  a  League  badge  and 
leaflet,  whicii  will  be  sent  free.  No  League  member  who 
has  reached  the  age  of  eighteen  years  may  compete. 

Every  contribution,  of  whatever  kind,  must  bear  the 
name,  age,  and  address  of  the  sender,  and  be  indorsed  as 
"original"  by  parent,  teacher,  or  guardian,  ivho  must  he 
couviueed  hevond  doubt — and  must  state  iu  wntiug — that 
the  contribution  is  not  copied^  but  wholly  the  work  and  idea 
of  the  sender.  If  prose,  the  number  of  words  should  also 
be  added.  These  notes  must  not  be  on  a  separate  sheet, 
but  on  the  eoutrihution  itself —  if  manuscript,  on  the  upper 
margin  ;  if  a  picture,  on  the  margin  or  hack.  Write  or 
draw  on  one  side  of  the  paper  only.  A  contributor  may  send 
but  one  contribution  a  month — not  one  of  each  kind,  but 
one  only;  this,  however,  does  not  include  the  "  advertising 
competition"  (see  advertising  pages)  or  ".Answers  to 
Puzzles." 
.Address:  The  St.  Nicholas  League, 

,?5i,>  Fuurlh  Avenue,  New  York. 
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St.  Gall,  Switzerland. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  In  reading  over  some  old  St. 
Nicholas's  I  found  in  the  July,  1914.  number  an  in- 
fjuiry  regarding  the  invention  of  the  watch  answered 
with  the  statement  that  "History  docs  not  seem  to  have 
preserved  the  name  of  the  inventor." 

Xow  I  once  lived  several  years  in  Xiirnberg,  and  I 
remember  a  fountain  in  the  heart  of  the  city  over 
which  presided  the  figure  of  a  man  accredited  with  that 
invention.  The  inscription  on  the  monument  may  be 
translated  as  follows:  '*In  remembrance  of  Peter  Hen- 
lein  the  inventor  of  the  watch."  Around  the  pedestal 
upon  which  the  statue  stands  are  the  twelve  Roman 
characters  ordinarily  used  to  designate  the  time  upon 
the  faces  of  watches  and  clocks. 

\*ery  truly  yours, 

Catheki.ne  Elea-noke  Ifft. 


New  York  City,  N.  Y. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  think  you  are  the  very  best  mag- 
azine anybody  could  have.  If  I  say,  "I  have  nothing  to 
read,"  Mother  says,  "You  should  take  your  St.  Nich- 
olas ;  that  is  lovely 
and  yon  could  never 
tire  of  it."  And 
Mother  is  right.  In 
many  books  you 
read  St.  Nicholas 
is  mentioned.  My 
favorite  stories  were 
"The  Lost  Prince," 
"Peg  o'  the  Ring." 
and  "The  Boarded- 
up  House." 

Your  most   inter- 
ested reader, 
Margaret  Saxville 
(age  10). 


Brunswick,  Mo. 
Dear  St.  Nicho- 
las :  I  have  taken 
you  for  three  years 
and  enjoy  you  more 
than  I  can  tell. 
Mama  reads  you  to 
me  from  cover  to 
cover,  and  enjoys 
the  stories  as  much 
as  I. 

We  gave  the  lit- 
tle play  "The  Sleep- 
ing Beauty"  for  the 
benefit  of  our  school, 
and  cleared  over  a 
hundred  dollars.  I 
was  77ic  Shinint;  Prince  in  the  play,  and  I  am  sending 
you  my  picture.  We  had  a  flash-light  taken  of  the  whole 
company,  but  it  was  not  good,  so  I  cannot  send  it. 

Louis  Donald  Sasse  (age  7). 


Washin(;ton,  D.  C. 
Df_ar  St.  Nicholas:  My  sister  and  I  have  taken  you 
for  three  years,  and  we  enjoy  you  very  much.  We  live 
in  Washington,  D.  C.  and  it  is  a  very  beautiful  city, 
especially  in  the  springtime,  when  all  the  flowers  begin 
to  come  up.     The  imblic  buildings  are  very   interesting. 


and  also  very  pretty.  Mother  tries  to  take  us  every 
Saturday  to  see  a  different  building,  so  by  spring,  when 
we  leave,  we  shall  have  seen  all  of  them.  The  monu- 
ment, which  is  five  hundred  and  fifty-five  feet  high,  is 
very  pretty  at  night,  when  the  search-light  is  played  on 
it.  A  few  weeks  ago  we  went  to  the  Bureau  of  Engrav- 
ing, and  saw  how  they  make  paper  money,  and  stamps. 
It  was  very  interesting  to  see  thousands  and  thousands 
of  stamps  colored,  by  big  copper  plates  which  have  been 
smeared,  with  red,  green,  yellow,  or  whatever  the  color 
is  going  to  be;  then  a  plain  sheet  of  white  paper  is 
placed  on  the  color,  and  a  roller  goes  over  it,  and  it 
comes  out  stamped.  There  are  four  hundred  stamps  on 
each  sheet.  After  they  have  been  stamped  they  are 
perforated,  and  the  mucilage  is  put  on  them  ;  then  they 
are  packed  in  bundles  of  ten  thousand,  and  shipped  to 
the  dififerent  cities  and  towns.  The  paper  money  is 
done  just  about  the  same,  only  when  they  are  printed, 
they  go  to  the  place  where  they  are  signed. 

My     favorite    stories    in     St.     Nicholas    were    "The 
Lucky    Stone"    and    "The    Lost    Prince."      I    think    it   is 
very   interesting  to   read  the   "Letter-Box"  each  month, 
and  see  how  far  you  send  your  lovely  magazine. 
Your  interested  reader, 

Marv  Emily  Laxifr. 


Lvoxs,  Colo. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  My  brother  and  I  both  enjoy  you 
very  much,  and  there  is  always  a  quarrel  about  you. 

I    live    in    Lyons,    the    double    gateway    to    the    new 
Rocky  Mountain  National  Park. 

About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away  from  our  house  there 
is  a  beaver-dam.  Last  summer  I  went  wading  in  that 
same  ri\-er,  and  now  it  is  seven  feet  deep.  Some  of  the 
biggest  trees  around  there  were  cut  down  by  the  beavers. 
But  the  funniest  thing  to  me  is  that  the  logs  they  cut, 
instead  of  floating,  sink  to  the  bottom  and  are  dragged 
to  the  dam  by  the  beavers.  I  would  like  to  know  how 
they  get  them  to  stay  at  the  bottom  of  the  river. 
Your  interested  reader, 

Louise  Turxer. 


Buenos  Aires,  Argextixe. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  have  taken  you  only  a  short 
time,  but  now  I  don't  see  how  I  did  without  )ou.  I 
enjoy  reading  the  "Letter-Box."  I  have  seen  letters 
there  from  many  faraway  countries,  but  none  from  here. 
The  main  business  streets  in  Buenos  Aires  are: 
Florida,  Avenida  de  Mayo,  and  Callao.  Florida  is  a 
very  narrow  street.  From  five  until  seven  in  the  after- 
noon automobiles  and  other  vehicles  are  not  allowed  in 
it,  then  Florida  is  crowded  with  people  walking  on  the 
sidewalks  and  in  the  streets. 

Your  interested  reader, 
Margaret  Helen  Richardson  (age  12). 


Los  Angeles,  Cal. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  am  a  little  Navy  girl,  and  I  have 
lived  on  the  small  island  of  Guam,  out  in  the  middle  of 
the  Pacific,  for  eight  months.  It  was  very  interesting 
there.  The  natives  are  called  Chamorros.  The  night 
before  a  wedding  they  have  very  interesting  parties, 
called  fandangoes,  one  at  the  bride's  house  and  one  at 
the  groom's.  This  particular  fandango  that  I  watched 
was  the  one  given  by  the  groom,  whose  name  was  Vin- 
cente  Camacho.  It  was  right  across  the  street  from  the 
bouse  tb;it    I   watched  it   from.     They  ate  outside  under 
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a  little  arbor  made  of  young  cocoanut-leavos  and  lighted 
by  lanterns.  They  had  soup,  rice,  beef,  mutton,  pork. 
ham,  peas,  wine,  and  ice-cream.  They  had  huge  help- 
ings of  everything. 

The  food  was  placed  in  copper  kettles,  and  cooked 
over  a  fire  built  on  the  ground.  They  stirred  the  souji 
with  a  long  bamboo  pole. 

They  had  music,  and  after  dinner  they  danced.  It 
lasted  from  six  o'clock  in  the  evening  to  six  in  the 
morning.  They  were  married  at  the  Catholic  church 
when  the  fandango  was  over. 

I  am  glad  to  be  back  in  the  United  St'i^es.  where  I 
don't  have  to  wait  so  long  for  you. 

I  remain,  your  little  Navy   friend, 

Winifred  Anne  Murfix   (age   lo). 


tery."  and  my  brother  knows  Mr.  Mof^'ett.     I  also  liked 
'"With   Men   Who   Do  Things,"  and   "Beatrice  of  Dene- 
wood."     In  fact  it  is  impossible  to  choose. 
I  remain  forever. 

Your  devoted  reader, 

Natv\lie  H.\mmond  (age  12). 


DuLUTH,  Minn. 
Ue.\r  St.   Nicholas  :    1  have  taken  you  for  three  years 
and    cannot    express    all    the    pleasure    I    have    received 
from  your  stories,  poetry,  and  pictures.     Mother  is  going 
to  have  you  bound  for  my  birthday. 

I  have  never  seen  a  letter  from  Duluth  in  the  ''Letter- 
Box."  so  I  will  tell  you  something  of  the  city. 


San  Francisco.  Cal. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  I  have  taken  you  for  four  years, 
and  began  the  fifth  in  November.  "The  Lost  Prince" 
is  one  of  the  best  stories  I  have  ever  read.  It  was  given 
as  a  prize  to  the  winner  of  a  spelling-match  we  had  at 
school.     I  am  reading  "The  Sapphire  Signet"  now. 

It  seems  very  queer  here  without  the  Exposition. 
The  Fine  Arts  Palace  was  re-opened  New  Year's  Day. 
Art  Smith,  the  aviator,  flies  from  the  grounds  on  spe- 
cial occasions.  One  day  he  did  twenty-two  loops  in 
about  fifteen  minutes.  He  is  just  a  boy.  being  only 
twent3'-one  years  old.  He  has  a  little  red  automobile 
that  he  made,  and  when  he  comes  down,  he  gets  out  of 
his  aeroplane  and  into  his  automobile  and  rushes  around 
the  field  in  it.  Thanksgiving  day  he  raced  Barney  Old- 
field  in  it,  and  beat  Barney,  too  :  but  he  had  a  quarter- 
mile  head-start. 

Your  faithful  reader, 

Frederic  J.  Siebert,  Jr.   (age   1  i  1 


Dear  St.  Nicholas  : 
I   am  going   to   tell 
W^oe,"      where      the 
wrecked.      I    cannot 


New  York  City,  N.  Y. 
I  *ve  taken  you  for  five  years, 
you  a  little  bit  about  ''Norman's 
fishing-schooner  Hesperus  was 
tell  if  this  certain  schooner,  of 
which  Mr.  Longfellow  writes,  was  really  wrecked,  but 
I  know  that,  within  the  last  few  years,  the  fishermen  of 
Gloucester  have  placed  a  bell-buoy  half  a  mile  out  from 
the  island,  to  keep  all  steamers  or  large  boats  out  to  sea. 
Although  we  have  lived  near  Gloucester  for  thirteen 
years,  we  never  have  heard  any  one  speak  of  that  sub- 
ject. 

The    island    of    Xornian's    Wru-    is    in    Massachusetts. 


,rt^W^       V/  OE..  K^ 


and  IS  between  Gloucester  and  Magnolia.  It  is  a  low 
flat  island  with  a  pebbly  beach  sloping  towards  the 
mainland,  where  a  few  houses  face  the  sea. 

The  fishing  is  very  good,  and  the  bathing  is  also 
good — for  polar  bears  only. 

I  thank  you  again  and  again  for  the  many  happy 
hours  you  have  given  me.     I  liked  "The  Land  of  Mys- 


It  is  at  the  head  of  Lake  Superior.  It  is  built  on  a  hill 
and  is  very  narrow,  but  it  is  twenty-one  miles  long 
(some  people  say  a  mile  high).  Extending  out  into  the 
lake  for  seven  miles  is  an  arm  of  land  called  the  Point. 
It  is  separated  from  the  mainland  by  a  narrow  canal. 

Reaching  from  the  Point  to  Duluth  across  the  canal 
is  a  bridge.  It  is  called  the  Aerial  Bridge.  This  bridge 
is  a  peculiar  construction  modeled  from  a  French  de- 
sign. It  has  to  be  queer,  because  it  must  be  a  bridge, 
but  cannot  interfere  with  the  passage  of  boats.  It  is  a 
steel  car,  suspended  by  arms  from  a  track  above.  It  is 
run  by  cables.  A  motorman  has  control  of  it.  just  like 
a  street-car.  It  has  room  for  automobiles,  horses,  and 
peoi)le.  This  picture,  taken  from  our  naval  training- 
ship  Gopher,  just  shows  the  bridge  part. 
Your  interested  reader. 

Natalie  Hammond  (age   12). 


Grantchester,  England. 
Dear   St.    Nicholas:    I   just   love   your  magazine   but    I 
think  the  thing  that  is  most  popular  with  all  of  us  is  the 
Bee-ba-boes.      I   love  "The    Lucky    Sixpence,"   "Beatrice 
of  Denewood,"  and  "Peg  o'  the  Ring." 

There  are  three  of  us,  and  we  live  in  a  little  village 
called  Grantchester.  There  is  supposed  to  be  a  haunted 
room  in  this  house  where  you  hear  the  clanking  of 
chains. 

We  have  no  real  pets,  but  we  keep  snails  instead; 
they  become  quite  tame,  and  let  you  touch  their  horns. 
In  case  any  reader  would  like  to  keep  them,  I  will  tell 
you  how  we  do  it.  We  get  a  glass  aquarium  and  put 
them   under   it   with   plenty  of   fresh   cabbage-leavts.     I 
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have  one  which  I  have  had  for  seven  months.  He  is 
very  tame,  and  has  only  one  horn.  I  let  him  go  loose 
in  the  garden,  and  he  always  comes  back. 

The  war  has  made  a  great  difference  to  us;  we  used 
to  have  a  great  many  friends  come  to  see  us  on  Sun- 
days from  Cambridge,  where  Father  used  to  lecture ; 
but  now  they  have  all  gone  to  the  war,  and  Father  has 
gone  to  do  war-work  in  London. 

Your  delighted  reader, 

K.\TilARINE   Ta.NSLEV. 


Rahwav,  N.  J. 
Dkar  St.  Xiciiolas:  I  sprained  my  ankle  two  days  age, 
and  you  certainly  have  afforded  me  continuous  amuse- 
ment. You  have  been  at  my  side  constantly  during  my 
misfortune.  I  should  not  know  what  to  do  without  you. 
I  ha\'e  read  you  from  cover  to  cover,  I  believe.  And 
what  's  more,  when  I  get  through  reading  this  month's 
St.  Nicholas  I  read  my  old  ones.  Thanking  you  again 
and  again  for  the  never-failing  pleasure  you  give  me. 
Your  grateful  reader, 

Hope  Befrv. 


Carlinville,  III. 
Dear  St.  Nichola.s  :  I  am  only  seven,  but  I  liked  "The 
Boarded-Up  House"  so  much  I  could  hardly  wait  for 
the  St.  Nicholas  to  come.  I  nearly  learned  to  read  it 
myself.  .\nd  I  cried  hard  when  my  Father  told  me  the 
next  chapter  would  be  the  last.  I  am  so  glad  this  story 
has  been  printed  as  a  book. 

Your  little  reader, 

Mary  Virginia  Hailey. 


Catania,  Sicily. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :  I  have  taken  you  for  two  years, 
and  I  am  sure  you  are  the  nicest  magazine  in  the  world. 
I  am  always  very  excited  to  have  you  and  I  think  all 
your  stories  are  lovely.  My  favorite  ones  are :  **The 
T,ost  Prince,"  "The  Runaway."  and  "A  Maid  of  Dene- 
wood."  I  have  a  Iirother  and  a  sister  both  younger  than 
myself  and  they  also  are  \'ery  interested  in  you.  We 
liked  so  much  "The  Ad\entures  of  Mr.  Dog  and  Mr. 
Bear"  and  "The  Lucky  Stone." 

I  am  a  Sicilian  girl  and  am  thirteen  years  old  ;  we 
live  in  the  country  near  Catania  and  we  have  many 
pets.  Our  favorite  one  is  a  little  dog  named  Jinny: 
next  time  I  write  I  will  send  you  his  photograph.  We 
had  such  a  nice  little  monkey,  named  Susy,  but  some 
lime  ago  she  died  ;  we  used  to  dress  her  up  in  dolls' 
clothes,  and  she  looked  so  funny  ! 

I  am  very  interested  in  the  "Letter- Box,"  and  always 
read  your  re.-iders*  letters  :  there  w.is  a  very  nice  letter 
from  Japan  from  Pentarrow  Mochizuki  in  the  January 
number.  I  have  not  yet  seen  a  letter  that  has  bein  sent 
from  Sicily. 

Wishing  you  always  good  luck,  i  am  your  very  inter- 
ested Sicilian  reader, 

Enriciietta  1)1  San  Giuliano. 


San  Francisco,  Cal. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas  :   I  have  received  you  for  a  year, 
and  have  enjoyed  you  immensely. 

I  like  "The  Sapphire  Signet"  and  "Saved  by  a 
Camera"  best. 

When  I  was  visiting  the  Hawaiian  Islands,  I  went  to 
Ililo.  One  night  I  went  to  the  Kilauea  Volcano  in  an 
automobile.  This  is  the  largest  active  volcano  in  the 
world.  All  around  were  great  tree  ferns.  When  we 
got  there  we  toasted  cards  in  the  cracks  of  hot  lava. 
Then   we   went    into   a   sort   of  cave,   called   thi'    Devil's 


Kitchen,  and  pinned  cards  with  our  names  on  the  wall. 
The  lava  was  shaped  very  queerly.  One  heap  was 
shaped  like  a  witch,  another  like  a  baby  in  a  tub.  The 
fire  was  bubbling  and  e\ery  little  while  some  of  it 
would  shoot  into  the  air. 

Your  interested  reader, 

Ardell  Mockeee  (age  8). 


Pepeekeo,  Hawaii. 
Dear   St.   Nicholas  :   As  I   have   never  seen  any  letter 
from  these  islands,  I  thought  I  would  write  and  tell  you 
how  I  enjoy  your  magazine. 

We  live  on  Pepeekeo  Plantation,  near  Hilo,  the  capi- 
tal of  the  island  of  Hawaii.  My  father  is  the  manager 
of  this  plantation.  Near  our  house  is  a  large  sugar-mill. 
We  often  go  down  and  watch  the  cane  being  manufac- 
tured into  sugar. 

I  ha\'e  two  brothers  and  one  sister.  We  go  in  and 
out  to  school  every  day  on  the  train  to  Hilo,  a  distance 
of  eight  miles. 

The  volcano  of  Kilauea.  the  largest  active  volcano  of 
the  world,  is  on  this  island  and  we  go  up  there  every 
summer.  It  is  a  wonderful  sight,  and  I  wish  you  could 
see  it  sometime. 

We  have  taken  St.  Nicholas  for  seven  years,  and 
could  not  do  without  it.  Many  other  children  of  these 
islands  take  this  magazine,  too. 

Your  devoted  reader, 

Louisa  Webster. 


Waxahachie,  Tex. 
Dear   St.    Nicholas;    Perhaps  this   little  "poem,"  com- 
posed by  my  three-year-old  niece,  may  be  of  interest  to 
the  readers  of  your  Letter- Box. 
Very  truly, 

Irene  D.  Gallawav. 

"When  the  roses  are  all  gone. 
When  the  leaves  are  falling  down. 
Then  the  lady  goes  across  the  street 
to  meet  her  daddy." 

Margaret  Frierson  (age  3). 


Par.\iso,  Costa  Rica. 
Dear  St.  Nicholas:  I  live  in  Costa  Rica  on  an  orange 
farm.  I  used  to  live  in  Cartago,  one  of  the  towns,  with 
my  father  and  mother.  I  ant  ten  years  old  now,  but 
then  1  was  only  five.  We  lived  in  a  stone  house  on  the 
corner  of  the  street. 

We  had  been  sleeping  in  a  tent  for  some  time,  be- 
cause Father  thought  there  would  be  an  earthquake. 
One  night  my  nurse  had  just  put  me  to  bed.  It  was 
se\en  o'clock,  and  my  father  came  into  the  tent  to  say 
good  night  to  me,  when  all  at  once  the  tent  rocked  from 
side  to  side,  and  the  houses  began  to  fall.  My  father 
took  me  up,  bedclothes  and  all,  and  gave  me  to  my 
nurse,  who  was  shrieking  with  fright,  and  he  ran  out 
to  the  house  to  get  Mother.  She  had  run  out  of  the 
house.  .'\ll  the  people  were  crying  and  shrieking,  and 
houses  were  falling.  There  was  a  dreadful  noise.  No- 
body was  hurt  in  our  house.  We  all  stayed  in  the  tent 
all  that  night,  and  at  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  we 
started  for  the  farm.  Mother  rode  and  held  me,  while 
Father  walked  beside  us.  The  streets  were  full  of 
stones  from  the  fallen  houses. 

A  great  many  people  were  killed,  about  eight  hun- 
dred, and  all  the  houses  fell  down  but  three. 

Now  the  town  has  been  rebuilt,  but  we  are  never 
going  to  live  there  again. 

CoNSfEi.o  Carter  (age  10). 


ANSWERS  TO  PUZZLES   IN  THE  MARCH  NUMBER 


NlfMERlCAl.  ENrcMA.  " No  pain,  no  palm;  no  thorns,  no  throne: 
no  gall,  no  glory  ;  no  cross,  no  crown." 

F'l.     When  will  Boreas  give  us  peace? 
Or  has  Winter  si.gned  a  lease 
For  another  month  of  frost. 
Leaving  Spring  to  pay  the  cost  ? 
For  it  seems  he  still  is  king. 
Though  't  is  Spring. 

A  March  Ackostic.  Presidential  Inauguration.  Cross-words:  i. 
Peril.  2.  Round.  3.  Eclat.  4.  Scrub.  5  Image.  6.  Patum.  7.  Every. 
8.  Natal.     9.  Truth.     10.  India,     it.  Allow.     12.     Liana. 


GEOnRAl'HiCAl.  Diagonal.  America.  Crosswords:  i.  Algeria.  2. 
•Alabama.  3.  Antwerp.  4-  Georgia.  5.  Leipsic.  6.  Ecuador.  7.  At- 
lanta. 

Novi-t.  Acrostic.  Initials.  "The  Boarded-up  House"  :  fourth  row. 
"The  Sapphire  Signet."  Cross-words:  i.  Tattle.  2.  Hyphen.  3. 
r.ffect-  4.  Beasts.  5.  Oblate.  6.  Adopts.  7.  Reaper,  8.  Dasher. 
9,  Engine.  10.  Dearly.  11-  Unread.  12.  Person.  13.  Habits.  14. 
CJrigin.     15.  Unknit.     16.  Street.     17.  Easter. 

Chavged  Hi- ads.  I.  Hare,  mare,  pare,  rare,  bare,  fare,  tare,  ware. 
II.  Pine,  wine,  mine,  vine,  line,  dine,  fine.  111.  Hack.  Jack,  lack, 
pack,  rack,  back,  tack,  sack. 

and     fifth    rows,     St. 
3.   Relic.     4.   Croon. 


Mixed  -\crostic.  Initials,  March:  third 
Nicholas.  Cross-words:  i.  Means.  2.  .^shes. 
5.  Hoist. 

King's  Move  Puzzle.  Begin  at  S,  the  upper,  left-hand  letter,  and 
end  at  the  S  in  the  square  below  It.  .Shakspere,  Macbeth.  Hamlet, 
King  Lear,  Julius  Caesar,  Cymbellne,  Romeo  and  Juliet,  Othello, 
Antony  and  Cleopatra,  Coriolanus. 


A  Dozen  Jacks,  i.  Jack  Horner.  2.  Jack  Frost.  3.  Jack  of  all 
Trades.  4.  Jack-o'-lantern.  5.  Jack  Spratt.  6.  Jack-in-the-pulplt. 
7.  Jackstones.  S.Jack-knife,  g.  Jack-in-the-box.  10.  Jackdaw.  11. 
Jackson.     12.  Jack  and  the  Beanstalk. Chakade.     Tar-tar. 

WoRD-SQt;ARE.    I.  Norsc.    2.  Ocean.    3.  Rebut.    4.  Sauce.    5,  Enter. 

Prefix  Puzzle,  i.  Catacomb.  2.  Catalogue.  3.  Catbird.  4.  Cat- 
boat.     5.  Catfish.     6.  Cattail.     7.  Caterwaul. 

Solvers  wishing  to  compete  for  prizes  must  give  answers  in  full,  following  the  plan  of  the  above-printed  answers  to  puzzles. 

To  OUR  Puzzlers:  Answers  to  be  acknowledged  in  the  magazine'  must  be  received  not  later  than  the  24lh  of  each  month,  and  should  be 
addressed  to  St.  Nicholas  Riddle-box,  care  of  The  Century  Co.,  353  Fourth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Answers  to  all  the  Puzzles  in  the  January  Number  were  received  before  January  24  from  Fannie  Garson — Winifred  Walz — Luther  B. 
Arrlngton— Katharine  H.  White— Claire  A.  Hepner— Helen  Fyke— Sally  Burrage—"  Midwood"— Elizabeth  Lee  'Voimg- "Allil  and  Adi"— 
Isabel  H.  Wisner— Helen  H.  Mclver— Helen  A.  Moulton— R.  Kenneth  Everson— Nancy  Hough  a;id  Angeline  Garrison. 

Answers  to  Puzzles  in  the  January  Number  were  received  before  January  24  from  Ellen  W.  I.othrop,  10— Helen  Adda  Vance,  10— Arthur 
Poulin,  Jr.,  10— Frances  Burrage,  9— Lloyd  Berrall,  8— Russell  W.  Kenfield,  7— "St.  Anna's  Girls.  "  7— Edith  M.  H=yn,  7— George  J.  Smith. 
7— Edwin  Pond,  Jr..  7— Whitney  Ashbridge,  6 — Morton  Milsner,  6— ."^nna  Winslow,  6— Ignatius  Vado,  5— Agnes  Salinger,  4— Florence  Guelman. 
4— .\lbert  W.  Simpson,  4— lohn  A.  Hall,  3— Emily  B.  Strong,  3— Adele  S.  Weiler,  3— Paul  T.  Sledenburg,  2— M.  Splcer.  i  — K.  Lehachner,  1  — 
H  Shepherd,  i— G.  M.  Laimbeer,  i— L.  Fronefield,  i— D.  Achelis,  i— C.  E.  Kent,  i— M.  Gooding,  i  — L.  H.  Loomis,  1— E.  Libby,  i— R.  Crogan, 
t— M,  Tucker,  i— M.  Salomon,  i— E.  Temple.  1 -A.  M.  Lloyd,  i— A.  Warne,  i— J.  Gordon,  i— G.  Gilgan,  i— C.  Eddy,  i— A.  l-.oftus,  i— C.  R. 
Buell,  I— A.  A.  iMcCulloch,  i— B  W.  Palmer.  1— M.  S.  Guthrie,  1— M.  Robinson,  t— W.  Lee,  i— L.  Richards 
Ford,  I — P.  Conwell,  1 — M.  Morris,  i — E.  Morrow,  i — S.  Cunningham,  1  -M.  Tavlor,  1— D  Taylor, 
W.  Greves,  i— T.  Walker,  i— A.  M.  Muller,  i— M.  L.  Goldstein,  i  — L,  V.  Lynch,  i. 


-H     M,    Patterson,  i— A.  G. 
-V.  Beatty.  1— H.  H.  Stewart,  1— M. 


DOITBLE  ACROSTK' 

All  the  words  described  contain  the  same  lumiher  of 
letters.  'When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  initials  will  spell  a  certain  pleasant  season, 
and  another  row  of  letters  will  spell  a  certain  pleasant 
day. 

Cross-words  ;  i.  A  country  of  Europe.  2.  The  hymns 
of  David  and  others.  ,1.  A  scamp.  4.  To  purpose.  5. 
A  little  instrument  used  in  sewin.c;.  6.  A  clear,  red 
stone.  PKisciLi.A  i.f.e  (age   15  I.  Lcnyuc  Member. 

MKTAMORPHO.'iKS 

T:iE  problem  is  to  change  one  given  word  to  another, 
by  altering  one  letter  at  a  titne,  each  alteration  mailing 
a  new  word,  the  number  of  letters  being  always  the 
same  and  the  letters  always  in  the  same  order.  Exam- 
ple :  Change  lamp  to  fire  in  four  moves.  Answer,  lamp, 
lame,  fame,  fare,  fire. 

1.  Change  lily  to  rose  in  six  moves. 

2.  Change  blue  to  pink  in  eight  moves. 

3.  Change  tree  to  bush  in  seven  moves. 

4.  Change  gate  to  door  in  seven  moves. 


5.  Change  soft  to   bard  in   six  moves. 

6.  Change  leaf  to  vine  in  seven  moves. 

7.  Change  desk  to  game  in  six  moves. 

8.  Change  girl  to  lady  in  seven  moves, 
t).   Change  shoe  to  coat  in  four  moves. 

EDITH  anna  MjKicNS  (age  14),  Lcaguc  Member. 

GEOGRAPHICAL.  DIAGONAL 

All  the  names  to  be  guessed  contain  the  same  number 
of  letters.  When  written  one  below  another,  the  diag- 
onal, from  the  upper,  left-hand  letter  to  the  lower, 
right-hand  letter,  will  spell  the  surname  of  a  famous 
maiL 

Cross-wokds  :  i.  One  of  the  United  States.  2.  A  city 
famous  for  its  cutlery  manufacture.  3.  A  republic  of 
Central  America.  4.  The  name  of  an  Indian  Reserva- 
tion in  Montana.  5.  A  town  near  Boston.  6.  A  famous 
town  of  Palestine.  7.  The  strait  which  connects  the 
Black  Sea  and  the  Sea  of  Marmora.  S.  .\  city  of  the 
Netherlands.  9.  A  range  of  mountains  in  the  Middle 
-Atlantic  States. 

ELIZABETH  Mc  Mii.L.\i\   (age   12),  League  Member. 
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CROSTIC; 


This  differs  from  tlK-  ordinary  cciural  acrostic  in  that 
the  words  forming  it  are  pictured  instead  of  described. 
When  the  twelve  objects  are  rightly  guessed  and  their 
names  written  one  below  another,  the  central  letters  will 
spell  an  alluring  spot  which  must  be  almost  impossible 
to  photograph. 

ANAGRAM 
A  GREAT  country : 

I.S    AUNT    TESTED? 

JOE  EARNEST  (age  14),  Lcagtic  Member. 

NOVEL  ACROSTIC 

( Gold  Badge.     Silver  Badge  won  July,  igi4) 
All  the   words   described   contain   the   same   number  of 
letters.     When  ri.ii;htly  guessed,  the  initials  will  spell  the 
name   of  a   famous  writer,   and   another  row   of  letters 
will  spell  one  of  his  works. 

Cross-words:  i.  Ardor.  2.  To  hinder.  3.  The  plant 
whose  leaves  crowned  a  victor.  4.  A  surgeon's  instru- 
ment. 5.  Measures  of  length.  6.  An  inclosure  for  live 
birds.  7.  \  substance  capable  of  attracting  iron  or  steel. 
8.  To  render  pliable,  g.  Very  brave.  10.  Adroit.  11. 
Rogues.  \2.  Entirely.  13.  To  spring.  14.  Morals.  15. 
To  save.     16.  To  make  dear. 

ANNA    MARIK    VOfiEL    (age    1$). 

WORD-SQUARE  AND  INCLUDED  DI.VMOND 

•  •    *    •    •       Word-square:   t.  A   very  low  bow.     2.  To 

•  *  »  *  •  lessen.  3.  Toil.  4.  To  make  satisfaction 
■^^   i^   it   If   %       for.     5.  Lakes. 

■    *  *  *    ■  Included  Diamond:   i.  In  reality.     2.  A 

•  ■    *    ■    •       club.      3.   To   exert   muscular   strength.     4. 

Two   thousand   pounds.      5.    In    reality. 
wiLLL\.M  I'ENN   (age   ij),  LciuiMO  Member. 

<;harai>k 

A  Scotsman  and  a  sailor  met 

One  day  upon  the  shore; 
f)ne  was  my  first,  with  a  coat  of  my  last. 

While  my  whole  the  other  wore. 

MARION  AMES  (age  iG),  Letii/iie  Member. 

Nl'MKRH^AI,  KNUiM.X 

T  AM  composed  of  forty-eight  lelKrs,  anil  form  a  (|UOIa- 
tion  that  teaches  perseverance  anil  eluirfuliuss. 


My  29-44— 8  is  to  watch  closely.  My  27— 25-43-4S  are 
old  and  tattered  clothes.  My  36— 1 8-3 1—3  is  a  feature. 
My  22-12-34-23  is  to  possess.  My  14-40—6-37-45  is  a 
freshet.  My  39—16-41-19-26  is  a  professional  buflfoon. 
My  4—32-5-17-47  is  levity.  My  20— 2 8-4 2- 10-2,  my 
38-15-9-1-11,  my  35-46-30-21,  and  my  7-33-24-13 
each  name  a  point  of  the  compass. 

ETHEL  CROSBY   (age   15),  League  Member. 

ZIGZAG 

All  the  words  described  contain  the  same  number  of 
letters.  When  rightly  guessed  and  written  one  below 
another,  the  zigza.g,  beginning  at  the  upper,  left-hand 
letter  and  ending  with  the  lower,  left-hand  letter,  will 
spell  something  sought  by  small  children  at  Easter. 

Cross-words;  i.  A  representation  of  a  person.  2.  .\ 
useful  tropical  plant.  3.  More  quickly.  4.  A  manager. 
5.  To  hesitate  in  action.  6.  To  annoy.  7.  To  drink  in. 
8.  Time  yet  to  come.  9.  Yearly.  10.  Enrages.  11.  At  a 
distance,  but  within  view. 

ARTHUR  A.  COOK  (age  13'),  Lcagiie  Member. 

A  PYRAMID  OF  SQUARES 

{Sih'er  Badge,  St.  Nicholas  League  Competition) 


In  solving  this  puzzle,  follow-  the  above  diagram,  thou.sh 
each  s(|uare  in  the  puzzle  contains  fi\-e  cross-words. 

I.  I.  .\  wading  bird.     2.  A  black  bird.     3.   To  turn 
aside.     4.  Courage.     5.  To  penetrate. 

II.  I.    To    fail    in   duty.      2.   Use.      3.    Shaved.      4.    .\ 
systematic  attack  on  a   fortified  place.     5.  A  senior. 

III.  I.    Charges.      2.    To    ward    off.      3.    In    ancient 
geography,  a  city  in  Arcadia.    4-    Upright.    5.  To  recite. 

IV. 
loses. 

V. 
fowls. 

\'l.      I.   Earnest.     2.  To  expiate.     3.   .Supplies.     4.  To 
iinest.     5.  To  set  again.       James  a.  miller  (age  13). 


I.  Old.     2.  To  cast. 
5.   Pitchers. 

1.    Storms.      2.   Concerning. 
4.  To  follow.     5.  To  guide 


3.  To  get  up.     4.  One  who 
Certain   domestic 
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